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Here let me bend, great Daven, at thy fhrine, 
Thou deareft name to all the tuneful Nine. 
‘What if fome dull lines in cold order creep, 


And with his theme the 


poet feems to Sleep! 


Still, when his {ubjec rifes proud to view, 


‘With equal ftrength the poet rifes too : 
‘With ftrong invention, nobleft vigour fraught, 
Thought fiill {prings up and rifes out of thought ; 
Numbers ennobling numbers in their courfe, 
In varied fweetnefs flow, in varied force. 
The powers of genins, and of judgment joi, 
And the whole art of poetry is thine. 
CHORCHILL’s APOLOGY. 
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iv THE LIFE OF DRYDEN. 


fept poffeffion for many-years, not without the competition of rivals, who fometimes prevailed, or: 
the cenfure of critics, which was often juft, but with fuch a degree of reputation, as encouraged. 
him to exercife his génius in compofing cight-and-twenty dramas. 

His firft piece was a comedy, called The Wild Gallant, which met with fuch indifferent fuccefs,” 
that, had not-neceffity compelled him to perfevere, the Englih flage had perhaps never been favoured: 
with fome of its brighteft ornaments.’ This play was revifed and printed in 1669. : 

In 1664, he produced The Rival Ladies, a tragi-comedy, in dramatic rhyme, witha dedication t to® 
the Earl of Orrery, who was himfelf a writer of rhyming tragedies. - 

He then joined with Sir Robert Howard in the Zndian Qucen, a tragedy in shyme ; but the parce. 
which he wrote are not diftingutthed. & 

In 1667,he produced The Indian Emperor, a tragedy in rhyme, intended for a fequel to Howard's 
Indian Queen, of which notice was given to the audience by printed bills, diftributed at the door, ani 
expedient which is fappofed to be ridiculed in “ The Rehearfal, ”’ where Bayes tells how, many reams 

_ he has printed, to inftil into the andience fome conception of the plot. ~ © - i : 

To this play is prefixed 2 very vehement defence of dramatic rhyme, in confutation of the preface 
to “ the Duke of Lerma,’ in which Sir Robert Howard had cenfured it. 

‘The fame year, he publithed Annus Mirabilis, the Year of Wonders, Mype,txve, whith is jufly 
éfeemed one of his moft elaborate performances. It is written in quatrains, or heroic ftanzas of four 
Jines, a meafore which he borrowed from the “ Gondibert” of Davenant, and which, in his prefatory 
letter to Sir Robert Howard, he fays, * | have ever jadged more noble, and of greater dignity, than 
any other verfe in ufe amongft us.” ~ nee 

He was now fo much diftinguifhed, that on the death of Davenant in 1668, he was made Poet~ 

- Laureat, The fame year he publifhed his Efay on Dramatic Poetry, an elegant and inftrugtive dias, 
Togue, in which the principal charaéter, according to Prior, is meant to reprefent the Earl of 
Dorfet. In 1668, he produced Secret Love, or the Maiden- Queen, & tragi-comedy, and Sir Martin 
Mar-alt, a comedy, which was at firft publifhed without his name. Langbaine charges it, like 
moft of the reft, with plagiarifm. Downes fays, the Duke of Newcaftle gave this play to Dryden, 
svho adapted it to the ftage, and it is entered on the books of the Stationers Company, as the pro- 
dudtion of that Nobleman. : 

The Temps, an alteration of Shakfpeare’s play, made by Dryden in conjundion with Davendnt, 
was exhibited in 1670. The effe@ produced by two fuch powerful minds, was, that to Shak{peare’s 
monttet Caliban, is added a filter-monfter Sycorax; and 2 woman who in the original play had never 
{een @ man, is in this brought acquaifted with a man that had never feen a woman, The new 

~ charadters were chiefly thé invention and writing of Davenant, ae acknowledged by Dryden in his 
preface, 

In 1691, An Boening’ 3s Love, or the Mosk Aftrolger, 4 comedy, made its appearance, ‘with a pre= 
face and dedication to the Duke of Newcaftle. The preface is slaborately written, and containd 
thany juft remarks on the fathers of the Englith drama.. 

In 1672, he produced another tragedy in rhyme, called Tyrrannic Love, or the Virgin Martyr, 

< which has many paffages of ftrength and elegance, and many of empty noife and ridiculous turbu« 
[ence. The rants of Maximir have been always the fport of criticifm, and were at length the 
fhame of the writer. 

The fame yeat appeared the two parts af the Conginp of Granale, which abound in dramatic 
wonders and poetical beauties, and met with great fuccefs; but ‘they gre written in profefled de- 
fiance of probability, and have been tong laid afide. ‘ 

‘He did not enjoy his reputation, however, without moleftation, The Conguift of Granada was 
cenfured with fome feverity by Martin Clifford, Efq. of the Charter-Houfe ; and the two mot diz 
dtinguifhed wits of the nobility, Buckingham and Rochefter, declared themfelves his enemics. ‘ 

. Buckingham charadterifed him in 1672, by the name of Bayes, in The Rehearfal,” a fatirical 
“comedy, which he is faid to have written in 1665, with the affiftance of Beet Martin Clifford, Eig 
ana Sprat, then his chaplain. i . 

Dr, Fohnfon fays, it “ was originally intended againft Davenant, Who i in the firfk draught vas 
char radterlfed by the hame of Fifjea, .Pavenant had been afoldicr and an adventurer.” 


* 
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_” Yn the « Key to the Rehearfal,” it isfaid Sir Robert Howard was characterifed by the name of 
Bjlboa, “The defign-was probably to ridicule the reigning poet, whoever he might be. Rochetter, 
to fuppref che reputation of Dryden, took Settle and Crowne fucceffively into his protection, and 
promoted their intereft on the ftage fo effectually, as to make him think his s fupremacy of reputation 
in fome danger. ee : : woe OY : “ook 
The fuccefs of « The Emprefs of Morocco,” a tragedy written ‘in rhyme by Settle, feems to have 
given him great difturbance, as he condefcended to write ao intemperate critique on the play and 
dedication, expreflive of rage and terror, indignation and jealoufy.. Settle took his Tevenge on the 
‘appearance of the Congueff of Granada, His an{wer is perhaps equal to the cenfure, which is no 
high commendation. . : : i 
His Marriage a-la- Mods, «comedy, was exhibited, according to Langbaine, in 1673, and dedi- 
cated to Rochetter, whom yet tradition always reprefents as his enemy, and who is mentioned by 
him with fome difrefpect in the preface to Fuvenal, ih aS ; Sa ie 
The fame year he produced The Afignation, or Love in a Nunnery, a comedy, which was driven of i 
the ftage ; and Amboyna, a ttagedy, intended to inflame the nation againft the Dutch. es 
The next year he publifhed The State of Innocence, or the Fall of Man, an opera, or rather a tra~ 
gedy in heroic rhyme, founded on “ Paradife Loft,’ which has undoubtedly very great beauties; - 
but the charaters are fuch as cannot decently be exhibited on the ftage. F 
-lla 1675, he brought on the ftage The Miftaken Hufoand, a comedy, founded on the, Menachmi of 
Plautus, of which he only wrote one fcene. The real author is unknown. 
It was followed, in 164 6, by Aureagzebe, a tragedy, written in thyme, which has the appearance 
of being the moft elaborate of all his dramas. By writing tragedies in rhyme he continued to im- 
Prove his di@ion and his numbers, and feems to have fally formed his verfification, and fettled his zy 
Syftem of propriety when he wrote this play. irae Leas MS a 
In 1678, he produced All for Love, or the World well Loft, a tragedy, founded en Shakfpeare’s 
2, Antony and Cleopatra,” which is by univerfal confent accounted the moft perfec of his dramas. 
It has certainly the feweft improprieties of ftyle or character, and, in point of regularity and poetic 
harmony, may be juftly confidercd as an invincible matterpiece of the power of Englith poetry. 
This, he tells us, “ is the only play which he wrote for himfelf ;” the reft were given to the people. 
The next year he wrote, in conjunction with Lee, Oedipus, a tragedy, founded on the tragedies of 
Sophocles and Seneca, which was ated with great fuccefs, and acknowledged by Langbaine, “ to 
be one of the beft tragedies extant.” ‘The firft and third acts were writtea by Dryden, who planned 
the fcenes; the remainder by Lee. ~ : i : he 
It was followed the fame year by T'reilus and Crefide, or Truth foiind out too late, a tragedy altered 
from Shaklpeare, “ to which,” fays Langbaine, “ he added feveral new fcenes, and even cultivated — 
and improved what he borrowed from the original. The laft fcene in the third a@ is a maflera i 
Piece.” it is introduced:by a “ Difiourfe on the grounds of Criticifm in Tragedy. af 
_ The fame year came out Aa Effay on Satire, {aid to be written jointly by Dryden and the Earl of 
"Mulgrave, containing fome very fevere reflections on the Duchels of Portfmouth, and Rochefter, 
who took their revenge, by bafely hiring three ruflians to cudgel Dryden in 4 cofféc-henle, This ig+ - 
cident is mentioned by Mulgrave, the true writer, in his Art of Poetry.” 
‘Though prais'd and beaten for another’s rhymes, ~ Pare: a. 
His own deferves az great applaufe fometimes, . " 
_ In 2680, he produced acomedy called Limberbam, or the Kind Kesper, which, after the third night, 
- Was prohibited as too indecent for the flage. He’ confeffes that its indecency was objected to; but 
Langbaine, who feidom favours him, reckons it his bet comedy, and imputes its expulfion to res 
» fenument, becaufe it “ fo much expofed the keeping part of the town.” 
é The fame year came ont a “ Tranflation of Ovid's Epifiles in Englith verfe,” by feveral hands,twe 
of which, together with the preface, were by Dryden, The Epiftle of Helen to Paris, is attributed, 
to him and Lord Mulgrave. cae poe : - 2s Steet 
“In 1681,he publifned his Al/alow and Ackhitophel, a fever fatize on the fadion of the Duke of Mon.:* , 
mouth and the Earl of Shaftefbury, which was eagerly received and univerfally read. The well 
known character of Zieri in this memorable fatire, is fevere enough to repay all the ridicule thrown 
on him by Buckingham, in the character of Bayesin 4 The Rehearfal.? eee 
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+ (A Steont Part of “Abfalom and Achitephel was written by Tate, at the requett and under the dj- 


rection of Dryden, who wrote nearly two bundred 


lines of it himfelf, beginning with... 


Next thefe a troop of bufy fpirits prefs, 


"And ending with 


Tostalk like Doeg, and to wrice like thee, 

"The fame year he publithed his Medal, a Satire againt Sedition, which isa fevere invective again 
Shaftefbury and the Whig party. Settle, his old antagonift, wrote an anfwer to it, intituled the. 
“ Mcdal Reverfed,” gto, 1681, and is alfo fuppofed to to have written two anfwers for his Abjalom 
and Achitopbel, the one intituled “ Abfalom Senior,” the other “ Azariah and Huthai,” 4to, 1683. 
In both rencounters Settle had fo' much fuccefs, that he left the palm doubtful, and divided the ful- 


frages of the mation. ‘ 


In 168%, he brought on the ftage his Spanifb Friar, or ibe Double Difovery, written againtt the 
.Papifts, ‘and eminent for the happy coincidence and coalition of the two plots, and for the real 


power both of the Serious and rifible parts. The w 


hole drama is natural, lively, entertaining, and 


highly finifhed, both with refpect to plot, charadter, and language. 
In-1682, came out his Religio Laici, which borrows its title from the Religio Medict of Dr. 
Browne, and is intended as a defence of revealed religion againit Deifts, Papifts, &c, : 
In £683, he bronght on the flage The Duke of Guife, a tragedy, written in conjunction with Lee. 
The fir fcene, the whole fourth a, and the firft half, or fomewhat more, of the fifth, was written 
by Dryden. It was profeffedly written for the party of the Duke of York, whofe fucceflion was 


then oppofed. F , 


~~ In1684, he'publithed a tranflaticn of Maimbourg's Hiftory of the League, with a large iotréduce F 
tion, and dedication to the King, by whofe command it was undettaken, on account of the pe. 
rallel between the Leaguers of France, and the Covenanters of England. : 


On the death of Charles I., in the beginning of 


Poem, facred to his memory, intituled Threnodia Augufalis. 


the year following, he wrote’a funeral Pindaric 


wee 


_ Soon after the acceffion of King James, when the profeffion of the Remith religion gave the only. 
_ efficacious title to the favours of the Court, he declared himfelf a convert to Popery, and was ap- "i 


pointed Hiftoriographer. 


In 1685, he brought on the ftage Albion and Albanius, an opera, written like the Duke of Guife, 
againft the Whig Party. Downes fays, that, happening to be firft performed the very day on which 
the Duke of (Monmouth landed in the weft, and the kingdom in a great confternation, it ran but 


~ fix nights. : 


. In1686, he wrote A Defence of the Papers written by the late King, and found in'bis Strong-Pex, in 
‘oppofition to Dr. Stillingflieet’s “ Anfwer to fome Papers lately printed,” &c. Dr. Stillingfleet. 
publithed « A Vindication,” in 1687, in which he treats Dryden with fome feverity. : 

Having probably fele his own inferiority in theological controverfy, he tried to reafon in verfe,,~ 
and publifhed his celebrated Poem, intituled the Hind and Panther, in 1687, which was fadecefsfully” 


ridicule 
_ Earl of Halifax, and Prior. 


d in the “ City Moufe and Country Moufe,” a parody written by Montagte, afterwardé 


In 1688, he publithed his Britannia Rediviva, a poem on the birth of the Prince, filled with, 
: ay v 


predictions of greatnefs and profperity, which were not verified. 


‘With hopes of promoting Popery, he was employed to tranflate “ The Lift of St. Francis Xavier," 
and was fuppofed to hate been engaged in tranfating “ Varillas’s Hiftory of Herefies;"* but to have 


dropped the defign. 


At the Revolution, having difqualified himfelf for holding any place under the Governrhent, by, 


turning Papift, he was difmiffed from the office of 


Poet-Laureat, which he enjoyed with fo much 


_ pride and praife; and which, to his great mortification, was conferred on Shadwell, an old enemy, 
whofe inauguration he célebrated in a Poem exquifitely fatirical, called Mac-Flecknoe. ey 
1 It ig related by Prior, that Lord Dorfet, when, 2s Chamberlain, he was conftrained to remove 


~ him from his flict, gave him from his own purfe an allowance equal to the falary. 


? 
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Being no longer the Court Poet, and confidering himfelf as difcountenanced by the public, he 
refumed, for fupport, his former employment of writing for the flage, and produced in 1690, Dox 
Scbaflian, a tragedy, which. is commonly efteemed either the firft or the fecond of his dramatic per= 
formances. 

‘The next year he fieeh two plays on the flage, Aupbhytrion, a comedy, founded on Plautus.and 
Moliere, which fucceeded on its firft appearance, and was revived by Dr. Hawkefworth in 17563 
and King Arthur, an opera, the incidents of which are extravagant, and many of them very puerile. 
It has been lately revived, with altcrations, asa mufical drama. Dr. Jolinfon’s account of its exhibi- 
tion contains a fingular inftance of inadvertence; befides which he has miftaken what befel the 
Albion and Albanius as happening to King Arthur. 

In 1692, he produced Cleomenes, a tragedy, which was ated with applaufe, and occafioned a welle 
known incident related in the “ Guardian,” and allufively mentioned by Dryden in his preface. 

Th 1693, appeared a new verfion of Fuwenal and Perfius, in which the firft, third, fixth, tenth, and 
fixteenth fatires of Sfuvenal, and Perfius entire, were tranflated ‘by Dryden, who prefixed a very 
ample preface in the form of a dedication to Lord Dorfet. In this prefatory difcaurfe, he mentions 
the defign he had once formed to write an Epic Poem on the aétions either of Arthur, or the Black 
Prince, which it is much to be regretted, was not executed for want of a public ftipend. He after- 
wards charged Blackmore with borrowing the plan of his “ Arthur” from this preface, without 
* acknowledging his benefactor.” 

His laft drama, Love Trivmpbant,a tragedy, appeared in 1694, and is faid, like his fir dramatic 
effay, to have heen unfuceefeful. 

“From the exhibition of fuch a number of theatrical pieces, it does not appear that his fortune re- 
ceived a proportionable: improvement. He frequently complains that his diligence and abilities 
were infufficient to fatisfy the importunities of ‘want, and to fet penury at defiance ; for his profits 
- Were not great, asa play feldom produced him more than a hundred pounds, by the accumulated 

giin of the third night, the dedication, ‘and the copy. : 
: Tn 1695, he publifhed a profe tranflation of Frefncy’s Art of Painting, with a preface, exhibiting 

a ‘parallel between poetry and painting, which he boatts to have written in twelve mornings. 

“In 3697, he publithed his excellent verfion of Tbe Works of Virgil, which he completed in three 
years; “ the wretched remainder,” he fays, in his dedication to Lord Clifford, * of a fickly age, 
‘worn out with fludy, and oppreffed by fortune, without other fupport than the conftancy and 
patience of a Chriftian.” Te was cenfured by Milbourne,aclergyman, ftyled by Pope, “ the faireft 
of critics,” becaufe he exhibited his own verfion to be compared with that which he condemned. 

. His occafional poems and tranflations, fuch as Prologuer, Epilogues, Epifiles, Epitapbe, Elegies, 

Songs, &c, and verfions from Greek and Latin pocts, publifhed in the fix volumes of Mijcellanies, 

by ‘Lonfon, are too numerous to be fpecified here. * 

Befides his controverfial and critical writings in profe, already enumerated, he wrote the Lives of 
Plutarch and Lucian, prefixed to the tranflations of thofe authors by feveral hands, the Life of Poly- 
dius, before the tranflation of that hiflorian by Sir Henry Sheers, and a Preface to the “ Dialogue 
Goncerning Women,” by Walfh. . 

His [aft work was his Fad/es, ancient and modern, publifhed i in 1699, together with fome 
original pieces, among which is the immortal Ode on St. Cecilia's Day; the production, atcording 
to Dr, Warton, of a morning; but, which Dr. Birch fays, he {pent a fortnight in campofing and 
sorrecting. Both accounts may be true, but the firft feems the moft probable. 

ig The end of all the fchemes and labours of this great pect was acw at hand. Having heen for 
fome time, as he tells us, a cripple in his limbs, he died, at his houfe in Gerard-Street, of a mortifi- 
cation in his leg, on the rf of May 1701, in the oth year of his age, and was buried in Weft. 
miniter Abbey. 

The fplendor of his funcral was equal to the refpe@ paid to him while living. In a fatiricat 
poem, intituled, A Defcription of Mr. Drydeo’s Funeral,” 1702, the writer afferts that the Ck 
pence of the funcral was defrayed by Halifax; 

| “He the great Bard af dis owen charge inters; 
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But sakes no mention of the regularity of the proceffion having been interrupted by the out- 
rages of Lord Jeffries and his “ rakith companions ;” as related at great length in Wilfon’s “ Life 


_ of Congreve.” Had fuch a circumftance happened, he hardly would have omitted it, 


In che Regifter of the College of Phyficians, is the following entry: May 3. 370%, Comitiis 
Genforiis Ordinariis: At the reqneft of feveral perfons of quality,that Mr. Dryden might be carried 
from the College of Phyficians, to be interred at Weftminfter, it was unanimoufly granted by the 
Prefident and Cenfors.” This entry is not calculated to afford any credit to the narrative concern- 
ing Lord Jeffries ; but rendars it probable. that the expence of the funeral was defrayed by fub- 
{cription. . . 

Ward, in his “ London Spy.” 1706, relates, that on the eccafion there was a performance of 
folemn mufic at the College, and tha: at the proceflion, which he himfelf faw, there was a concert 
of hautboys and trumpets, The day of his interment he fays was Monday the 13th of May, twelve 
days after his deceafe. Wilfon fays, that “ Garth pronounced a fine Latin oration at the College, 


“ever the corpfe, which was attended to the Abbey by a numerous train of coaches.” Oldys men- 


tions an epitaph on Dryden by Garth, which was in his pefleflion, but it is not now extant. 

He was buried among the Poets in Weftminfter Abbey, where be lay long without diftinction, 
til Sheffield Duke of Buckinghamhire gave him a tablet, for which was originally intended 
his epitaph + : 3 : : 

+ This Sheffield rais’d.—The facred duft below 
7 ‘Was Dryden once ;. the reft who does not know ? 
Which was changed into the plain infcription now upon it, 
, : J. DRYDEN, 
Natus Aug. 9 163%; 
Mortuns Maii 170%, 
\ Fabarnes Sheffield, Dux Buckinghamienfis, pofuit. 

He married Lady Elizabeth Howard, daughter of the Earl of Berkthire, who farvived him eight 
years, By her -he had three fons, Charles, John, and Henry. Charles was Uther of the Palace 
to Pope Clement the XI. and vifiting England in 3704, was drowned in an attempt to fwim acrofs 
the Thames at Windfor. He tranflated the Seventh Satire of Fuvenal. John was author of a co- 
medy, called The Hufband bis own Cuckold, acted in 1696, and tranflated the Fourteenth Satire of Fue 
wenal. He is faid to have died at Rome. Henry entered into fome religious order. : 

A collection of his Original Poems and Tranflations, was printed in folio r7or, by the elder Tonfon, 
and reprinted, with additions, in 2 vols 12mo, 1743, by J. and R. Tonfon, 


A complete collectivn of his Poetical Works, in’6 vols 8vo, with an account of his life by Mr. 


Derrick, was printed in 1766. The fubfequent editions of his Plays, Poems, and ‘Tranflations, re- 


, quire no particular enumeration. ’ 


~ Of the perfon, private life, and domeftic manners of Dryden, very few particulars are known. 
Bis pi@ure by Koeller would lead us to fuppofe that he was graceful in his perfon; but Kneller 
awas'a great mender of nature. From the “ State Poems,” we learn that he was a fhort, thick 
fan. The nick-name given him by his enemies was Poet Squab. 

« { remember plain John Dryden” (fays a writer in'the “ Gentleman's Magazine” for Februaty 
1945, vho was then 87 years of age), * ‘before he paid his court to the great, in one uniform cloth- 
ing of Norwich drugget. 1 have eat tarts with him and Madam Reeve [the adtrefs] at the Mul- 
berry Garden, when our author advanced to a fword and Chedreux wig, [probably the wig that 
Swift has ridiculed in “ the Battle of the Books]. Fofterity is abfolutely miftaken as to that 
great man. Though forced to be a fatirift, the was the mildeft creature breathing, and the readieft 
to help the young and deferving Though his comedies are horribly full of double entendre, yet 
*ewas owing ta a falfe compliance for a diffolute age; he was in company the modefteft man that 
ever converfed.” 


OF his private chata&er, he himtelf thus fpeaks ina letter to Dennis, written in 1694. “ For, 


amy principles of religion, I will not juftify them to you; [know your's are far different. For the 
fame reafon, | fhall fay nothing of my principles of ftate ; } believe you in your's follow the didatep 
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et your reafon; a8 T, in mine, do thofe of my confcience : If 1 thought mylelf in an error I would 
setrad it, For my morals, between man and man, 1am not to he my own judge. I appeal to 
the world if [ have deceived or defrauded any man ; and for my private converfation, they who fee 
me every day, cari be the belt witnefles, whether ar not it be blamelefs and inoffenfive.” 

. Dr. Johnfon found two men to whom Dryden was perfonally known, one of whom faid, that, at 
the houfe which he frequented, talled Will's Coffee-Houfe, the appeal upon any literary difpute 
‘was made to him; and the other related, that his armed chair, which, in the winter, had a fettled 
and preferiptive place by the fire, was in the fummer placed in the balcony. ‘The two places were 
called by him his winter and his fummer feat. 

One of his opinions, though prevalent in his time, will do him no honour in the prefent age. He 
jut great confidence in the prognoftications of judicial aftrology. In the preface to his Fables, he 
has cndeavoured obliquely to jultify his fuperftition, by attributing the fame to fome of the ancients, 
"The letter to his fons in Italy, preferved in the Library at Lambeth, and imparted to the public by 
Dr. Johnfon, leaves ho doubt of his notions or practice. It contains, alfo, an indubitable proof of 
his religious finceritp. 

_From fome parts of his hiftory he appears anfteady, and to have too readily temporifed with the 
Jeveral revolutions in church and figte. ‘This, however, might in fome meafure have! been owing 
to his natural timidity and diffidence. Congreve, whofe authority cznnot be queftioned; has given 
tas fach an account of him,as makes him appear no lefs amiable as a man, than he was illuftrious as a 
poct. He was humane, he tells us, compaflionate, forgiving, fincerely friendly ; of extenfive reading, % 
tenacioys memory, and a ready communication ; gentle in the correction of the writings of others, 
and patient under the reprehenfion of his own deficiencies; eafy of accefs himfelf, but flow and 
diffident in his advances to others ; and of all men the moft modeft and the moft eafy to be difcoun- 
tenanced in hiis approaches either to his inferiors or his equals. 

_ To the teftimony of Congreve, who knew him familiarly, his cenfurers have hothing to object, 
but that hie modefty, ¢ourtefy, and good-humour, were by no means inconfiftent with a high opi+ 
nion of his own powers, an unneceflary jealoufy of the reputation of others, and a querulous often« 
tatioufnefs, in reminding the world of bis merics. 

From thofe notices which he has very liberally given us of himfelf, it appears; that “ his convey. 
fation was flow and dull, his humour faturnine and referved, and that he was none of thofe who 

- endeavour to break jefts in company, and make separtees.” But whatever was his charadlcr as a 
companion, it appears, that he lived in familisrity with the higheft perfons of his time. He hag 
heen reproached with boafting of his familiarity with the great, but he has never been accufed of 
being an auxiliary of vice, or charged with any perfonai agency, unworthy of a good character. 
His works, indeed, afford too many examples of diffolute licentioufnefs and abje@ adulation. Such 
degradation of genius, fuch abufe of fuperlative abilities, cannot be contemplated bat with grief 
and indignation, : 

———— indignant view, y 

Yet pity Dryden—hark! whene'er he fings, 

How adulation drops her courtly dew 

On titled rhymers and inglorious kings. 

MASON. 








"Of dramatic inimorality he did not watit examples among his contemporaries; but in the meannefs 
and fervility of hyperbolical adulation, he pofleffed an unrivalled fuperiority. Of this kind of 
imeannefs he never feems to decline the practice or lament the neceffity. He appears to have been 
more delighted with the fertility of his invention than mortified by the proftitution of his judg- 
tment, which was probably, like his immorality and his merriment, artificial and conftrained, the 
_ effec of fludy and meditation, and his trade rather than his pleafure. Ht is, indeed, not certain. 
that his judgment much rebelled againtt his intereft; but it is certain that be abetted vice and va- 
* nity only with his pen, of which he lived to repent, and to teftify his repentance. . car 
Confidered in his intellectual and literary chara@er, Dryden prefents himfelf to ws as 2 dramatifty 
‘acritic, afcholar, a writer of profe, and a general pect. 
Yeu. Vi, : hoe 
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His plays have perhaps the leaft merit of all his writings. He has himfelf confefted iis enfitre 
for the writing of comedy. “ I want,” fays he, “ that gaiety of humour that is required in it; fo 
that thofe who decry my comedies, do me"ho injury except in point of profit. Reputation in then: 
is the laft thing to which I fhall pretend.”* But even in this branch of poetry he ‘has writtcn enough 
tovperpetuate his fame; as his All for Jove, Spanifo Friar, Don Sebaflian, and Conqueft of Granakz, 
can never be forgotten. It thould be remembered that he.deferves a much feverer cenfure for the 
immorality of his plays, than for any defects in their compofition. 

His chara@er as a critic and a poet, has been ijiuitrated by writers of diftinguifhed ability ¢ but it 
is moft happily illuftrated by the claflical pen of Dr. Johnfon, who has written his life with can- 
dor, analyfed his character with much ingenuity, and difmiffed him with a jaf eulogium. 

Dryden may be properly confidered as the father of Englith eriticifm. His Effty on Dramatia 
Poetry was the firft regular and valuable treatife on the Art of Writing. It will not be eafy to find, 
in all'the opulence of our ianguage, a treatife fo artfully variegated with fucceffive xeprefentations 
of .oppofite probabilities, fo enlivened with imagery, fo brightened with illvfrations. 

His fcholattic acquifitions, though great, feem not proportionate to his opportunities and abilities. 
He could not, in Dr. Johnfon's opinion, like Milton or Cowley, have made his name illuftrious 
merely by his learning. Yet it cannot be faid that his genius is ever unprovided of matter, ot that 
his fancy languithes in penury of ideas. His works abound with knowledge, and fparkle with il. 
Juftrations, : 

Criticifm either dida@ic or defenfive, occupies almoft all his profe, except thofe pages which he 

“thas devoted to his patrons; but none of his prefaces were ever thought tedious. They have not, 
as Dr. Johnfon abferves, the formality of a fettled ftyle, in which the firtt half of the fentence be- 
trays tlie other. The claufes are never balanced, nor the periods modelled: every word fecms to 
drop by chance, though it falls into its proper place. Nothing is cold or languid; the whole is airy, 
animated, and vigorous: what is litele, is gay; what is great, is fplendid. He may be thought to 
mention himfelf too frequently ; but while he forces himfelf upon cur efteem, we cannot refufe 
him to ftand high in his own, Every thing is executed by the play of images, and the fprightlinefs 
of expreflion, Though all is eafy, nothing is feeble; though all feems carelefs, there is nothing 
harth; and though, fince his earlier works, more than a century has paffed, they have nothing yet 
uncouth or obfolete, ' 

From his profe, however, he deferves only his fecondary praife; the veneration with which his 
name is pronounced, by every cuitivator of Englith literature, is paid to him as he refined the lan- 
guage, improved the fentiments, and tuned the numbexs of Englith poetry. 





‘Waller was fmooth, but Dryden taught to join 

The varying verfe, the full refounding line, 

‘The long majefiic nrarch, and energy divine. 

TOPE, 
Dryden is the moft univerfal of all peets. This nniverfality{has been objeGed to him as a fawle, 

put it was the unhappy effect of penury and dependence. His feveral productions were fo many 
fucceflive expedients for his fupport; lis plays were therefore often borrowed, and his poems were 
almoft alloccafional. His Heroic Stzazas on the death of Cromwell, were among the earlici of his 
eecafional compofitions, “They have beautics and defects; the thougiats are vigorous, and though 
not always proper, fhew a mind replete with ideas; the numbers are fmocth, and the diction, if 
aot altogether corre, is elegant and eafy. - His Afrea thows that he had not yet learned to reject 
Forced conceits, or to forbear the improper ufe of mythology. Into his Yerfes to the Lord Chancellor, he 
feems to have collected all his powers. They afford his firft attempt at thofe penetrating remarks 
on byman nature, for which he feems to have been peculiarly formed. The Annus Mirabilis is write 
ten with great diligence, yet does not fully arfwer the expeétation raifed by fuch fubjeéts and fuck 
awriter, With the itanza of Davenant, he has fometimes his vein of parentbefis and incidental 
difquifition, He affords more fentiment than defcription, 2nd does not fo much imprefs fcenes upon 
the fancy, as deduce conféquences, and make comparifons. His Abfalom and Achitophel comprifes alt 
ana controveriial is fufceptible ; acrimony of cenfare, ele~ 
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gance of praife, artful delineation of characters, variety and vigour of fentiment, happy. turns of 
Sanguage, und pleafing harmony of numbers, and all thefe raifed to fuch a height as fearcely « can be. 
found in any other Englith compofition. It is not, however, without fauite. The original ftru@ure 
of the poem is defective t fome lines are inelegant or improper, ‘and too many are irteligiouly is 
centious, 

The Medal, written upon the fame principles, but upon a narrower plan, gives lef pleafur 3 
though it abounds with touches both of humourous and ferious fatire, “The Threnedia is obvionilg 
defective in the irregularity of its metre. What is worfe, it has neither tendernefs nor ‘dignity 5. if 
is neither magnificent nor pathetic. His elegiac ode, On the Death of Mrs. Killiggew, i js.2moy 
heit in our language ; the firft part flows with a torrent of enthufiafm. all the ftanzas ic 
not equal. The Religio Laici is an example of the middle kind of writing. The fabj 
argumentative than poetical; it is, however, a compofition of great. excellence in its ‘kind. The 
Hind and Panther, the largett of all his original poems, exhibits the moft corre@ fpecime! 
verfification, The parailel, however, is injudicious and incommodians. But when this: ci 
tivnal abfurdity is forgiven, the poem muft be confeffed to be written with great ‘fmoothnels of. 
netre, a wide extent of knowledge, and an abundant multiplicity of images; the controverfy i is eme 
bellifted with pointed fentences, diverfified by illuftrations, and enlivened by fallies. of invective. 
the pocm, On the Birth of the Prince of Wales, nothing is very remarkable but the exorbiten adula. 
tion. His Mae- Flecknoe is only inferior to the * Dunciad,” confeffedly written in imitation of 
but upon a more extenfive plan. The general character of his verfion of SFuvenab, will be given, 
when it is faid to preferve the wit, but to want the dignity of the original. The tranilation of 
Perfius ig written in an uniform mediocrity, without any cager endeavour after excellence, or la~ 
borious effeét of the mind. His verfion of Virgil, his greateft and moft laborious work, is pro. 
nounced by Pope, “ the moft noble and fpirited tranflation in any language.” “The general opi- 
nion is equally favourable, “ Thofe who excel him,” fays Dr. Felton, “ where they obferve he 
hath failed, will falt below in a thoufand inftances. where he hath excelled.” His Fables, the moft 
perfedt of his works, have not received, from Dr. Johnfon, the commendation they deferve. Dry- 
den was probably partial in fetting the ftory of Palamon and Arcite on a level with the reid, yet 
ik merits great praife. The Mower and Leaf, patted over by Dr. Johnfon, is happily modernifed ; 
che nineteen firft lines, ia particular, are delightful, and contain an incomparable fketch of the 
beauty of fpring. “It is to his Fables,” fays Dr. Warton, “ though written in his old age, 
that Dryden will owe his immortality, and among them particularly to Palamon and Arcite, Sigif= 
smunda and Guifeardo, and Theodore and Honoria. The warmth and melody of thefe pieces, have 
never been excelled in our language, 1 mean in rhyme.” His Ode on St. Cecilia's Day, perhaps the 
Jatt effort of his poetry, is the moft unrivalled of his compofitions ; it exhibits the higheft flight of 
fancy, and the exacteft nicety of art, and is juftly efteemed one of the moft perfeé in any language. 

The chara@er of his Prologues, Epilogues, Songs, and fhorter Poems, may be comprifed in Con- 
greve’s remark, that “each of them, if he had written nothing elfe, would have entitled him to the 
preference and diftinétion of excelling in its kind.” 

Critics have often ftated a comparifon between Dryden and Pope, as poets of the fame order. 
The fubjeet has not been forgotten by Dr. Johnfon in his life of Pope. A long controverfy rela= 
tive to the comparative merits of Dryden and Pope, has been carried on between Mifs Seward 
Mr. Wefton, in the “ Gentleman’s Magazine” for 1789 and 1790. Much i ingenuity and critical 
fi:ill are difplayed on both fides. Mifs Seward ftrenuoully maintains the pretenfions of Pope, and 
Mr. Welton fights with inextinguifhable ardour in the caufe of his favourite, Dryden. 

Dr. Beattie’s comparifon of the verlification of Dryden and Pope merits particular attention. 
+n Dryden’s verfe,” fays that amiable and elegant. writer,” though often faulty, has a grace ang 
a fpirit peculiar to itfelf. That of Pope is more correct, and perhaps, upon the whole, more har 
monious, but it is in general more languid and lefs diverfified. Pope's numbers are {weet, but cla 
porate; and our fenfe of their cnergy is in fome degree interrupted by owr attention to the at 
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difplayed in their contexture. Dryden's are-more natural and-free, and while they cotaranicat+- 
their own fprightly motion to the fpitits of the reader, harry him along with a gentle and pleafing 
Fiolenee, without giving him time either to animadvert on their faults, or to analyfe their beauties, 
Pope excels in folemnity of found; Dryélen in ag eafy felody and bowndlefs variety of rhyme, Tix 
this laft refpect, 1 think 1 could prove tla he is foperigg to a} other Bnglith pacts, Milton himfelf 
not excepted. Till Dryden appeared, néme of our writers in rhynie of the aft century approached 
in any meafure to the harmony of Spenfer and Fairfax. Of Waller, it can only be faid, that he 
ia not harth, Of Denham and Cowley, if a few couplets were ftruck out of their works, we could 

pot fay fo mich. But, in Dryden’s hands, the Englith rhyming couplet affumed a new form, and 
fcema hardly to be fufceptible of any farther improvement.” 

His poetical character is given by Dr. Johnfon, with a fagacity of difctimination, and a felicity of 
éxpreflion, which far tranfcend all praife. 

“ In a generar furvey. of Dryden's labours,” fays that judicious and claflical critic, “ he appears 
to have a mind very camprehenfite by natare, and much enriched-Wwith acquired knowledge. Hia 
compofitions ard the-effetts of a vigarons genius operating upon larg¢ materials, 

“ The power that predominated fei his intelledtoal ‘operations was rather ftrong reafon than quick 
fenfibility. Upon all eccafions that were prefented, he ftudied rather than felt, and produced fenti- 
mocnts not fiich as nature enforces, but meditation fupplies. With the ample and elemental paffions, 
as they fpring and operate in the mind, he feems not much acquainted, and feldom defcribes then: 
but as they are complicated by the various relations of focicty, and confufed im the tumults and 
agitations of life. 

“ He is therefore, with all his variety of excellence, not often pathetic, aiid had fo little teafilty 
‘of the power of effufions purely natural, that he did not efteem it in others. Simplicity gave him no 
pleafure, and, for the firit part of his life, he looked on Otway with contempt; though at lat, 
indeed very late, he confeffed that in his play there was Nature, which is the chief beauty. 

“ The favourite exercife of his mind was ratiocination, Next to argument, his delight was in 
wild and daring fallies of fentiment, in the irregular and eccentric violence of wit. He delighted 
to tread upon the brink of meaning, where light and darknefs begitrto mingle, to approach the pre~ 

. Sipice of abfurdity, and hover over the abyfs of unideal vacancy, 

* He wasno lover of labour, What he thought fofficient he did not ftop to make better,-and al- 
Towed himfelf to leave many parts unfinifhed, in confidence that the good lines would overbalance. 
the bad. What he had once written, he difmiffed from his thoughts, and, I believe, there is no ex- 
ample to be fousd of any correction or improvement made by him after publication. The haftinefs 
of his productions might be the effect of neceflity; bat his fubfequent negle@ could hardly have any 
ether caufe than impatience of ftudy. 

« Some improvements had heen already made in Englith numbers, but the full force of our Ian- 
ghage was pot yet felt: the verfe that was fmooth, was commonly feeble. If Cowley had fome- 
times a finifhed line, he had it by chance. Dryden knew how to choofe the flowing and the fo- 
norous words; to vary the paufes, and adjaft the accents; to diverfify the cadence,and yet preferve 
the fmoothnefs of his metre., 

Of Dryden’s works it was faid by Pope, that “ he could fele@ from them better fpecimens of 
every mode of poetry, than any other Englith writer could fupply.” Perhaps no nation ever pro- 
duced 3 writer that enriched his language with fuch variety of models, To him we owe the im. 
provement, perhaps the completion of our metre, the refmement of our language, and much of the 
correéinefs of our fentiments. By him we were taught “ fapere et fari,” co think naturally, and 
exprefs forcibly. Though Davies has reafoned in rhime before him, it may be perhaps maintained 
that he was the firft who joined argument with poetry. He fhowed us the true bounds of a tanf- 
lator’s liberty. What was faid of Rome, adorned by Auguftus, may be | ‘sIjed by an eafy metas 
phor to Englith poctry, embellifhed by Dryden, *  eciicast invenit, % —oream reliquit.” He 
feund it brick, and he left it marble.” : 
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“UPON THE DEATH OF LORD HASTINGS. 


st 8 , 3 
Musz noble Haftings itnmaturely die, 
‘The honour of his ancient family, 
pat and learning thus together meet, 

ro bring a winding for a wedding fheet? 
Mult virtuc prove death's harbinger? muft thie; 
‘With him expiring, feel mortality ? 
Js death, fin’s wages, grace’s now ? fhall art ¢ 
Make ts more Jearned, only to depatt? 
Vf merit be difeafe ; if virtue death ; 
To he godd, not to be; who'd then bequeath 
Himfelf to difcigline ? who'd not efteem _ 
Laboar a crime? ftady felf-murther deem? . 
Our noble youth now have pretence fo be 
Dunces fecurely; ignorant healthfully. A 
Rare linguift, whofe worth {peaks icfelf, whofe 

praife, 

‘Though not his own, all tongdes befides do raife: 
"Than whom great Alexander may feem lefs; 
‘Who conquer’d men, but not their languages. ' 
In his mouth nations fpake; his tongue might be 
Interpreter to Greece, France, Italy. - 
His native foil-was the four parts 0” th’ earths 
‘All Europe was too narrow for his birth, 
A young apoftle; and with revtrence may 
1 fpeale it, infpir'd with gift of tongues, as they. 
Nature gave him a child, what men in vail 
Ole ftrive, by art though further’d; to ob’ 
His body was an erb,t fublime foul 
Did move on virtne’s “1 on learning’s pole = 
Whofe regular moth. jetter to our view, is 
“Fan Archimedes’ 4, |, ae, the heavens did thew. © 
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Graces and virtues, languages add atts, 

Beauty and learning fill’d up all the parts, 
Heaven’s gifts, which do like failing ftars appear 
Scatter’d in others; wll, as in their fphere, 

Were fix'd, conglobate in his foul; and thence 


‘| Shone through his body, with fweet influence, 


Letting their glories fo on each limb fall, 


The whole frame render'd was celeftial. 


Come, learned Ptolemy, and trial make, 


1€ thow this hero's altitude ¢anft take : 


But that tranfcends thy fkill; thrice happy all, 


:| Could we but prove thus aftronomical. 


Liv'd Tycho now, ftruck with this ray which fhone 
More bright i’th’ morn’; than others beam at noon, 
He'd take his aftrolabe, and feek out here 
What new ftar ’twas did gild our hemifpheres 
Replenifh'd then with fuch rare gifts as thefe, 
Where was roum left for fuch a foul difcafe? 
The nation’ fin hath drawn that veil which shrouds 
Our day-fpring in fo fad benighting clouds, 
Heaven would no longer truit its pledge; but thus 
Recall’d it; rapt its Ganymede from us. 
Was there no milder way but the fmall-pox, 
The very filthinefs of Pandora’s box? - 
So many fpots, like naves on Venus’ foil, 
One jewel fet off with fo many a foil; 
Bliters with pride fwebPeherbich tirough’s fleix 
. did fprout : : 

Like fofe-buds tuck i th’ Lily-ftin about. 
Each little pimpie had a tear in it, 
she fault its rifing did commit ¢ 
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Which, rebel like, with its own lord at Arife, 

‘Thus made an infurreétion *gainit his life. 

Or were thefe gems fent to adorn his ikin, 

‘The cab’net of a richer foul within? 

No comet need foretel his change drew on, 

‘Whofe corps might fcem a conftelfation. . F 

QO! had he dy’d of old, how great a ftrife tite ? 

Had been, who from his death fhould draw Their 

Who thould, by one rich draught, become whate’er 

Seneca, Cato, Numa, Cefar, were? 

Learn’d, virtuous, pious, great; and have by this 

An univerfal metempfychotis, 

Mut all thefe aged fires in one funeral 

Expire ? all die in one fo young, fo fmall? 

Who, had he liv'd his life out, his great fame 

Had fwol'n ’bove any Greek or Roman name. 

But haity winter, with one blait, hath brought 

‘The hopes of autumn, fummer, {pring, to nougnt. 

‘Thus fades the oak, ith’ fpring, i’ch’ blade the corn; 

‘Thus without young, this Phanix dies, new-born. 

Mutt then old three-legg’d grey-beards with their 
ut. 

Catarrhe, rheums, aches, live three long ages out? 

‘Time's offals, only fit for th’ hofpital ! 

Or to haug antiquaries rooms withal ! 
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Mott drunkard;, Jechers, {pent with finning, live 
{ With fuch helps as broths, poffets, phyfic give ? 
: None live, but fuch as fhould die, thall we meet 
| With none but ghofily fathers in the ftreet 2 
Grief makes me rail; forréw will force its way; 
‘And fhowers of tears tempeftuous fishs bett lay. 
She tongue may fail; but overflowing eyes 
ill weep out lafting ftrcams of clegies, 
But thou, O virgin-widow, left alone, 
: Now thy beloved, heaven-ravith’d fpoufe is gone, 
; Whofe ikilful fire in vain ftrove to apply 
| Med’cines, when thy balm was nd remedy, 
j With greater than Platonic love, O wed 
| His foal, though not his body, to thy bed: 
\ Let that make thee a mother ; brig thou forth 
! ‘Th? ideas of his virtue, knowledge, worth ; 
| Tranfcribe th’ original in new copies; ‘give 
Haftings o’th’ better part; fo fhali he live 
In’s nobler half; and the gteat grandfire be 
Of an heroic divine-progeny : 
} An iffue, which t’eternity fhall laf, 
i Yet bue th’ irradiations which he caft. 
| Erect no Mautolcums : fer his heft 
| Monument is his fpoufe’s marble breaft. 


HEROIC STANZAS ON THE DEATH OF 


OLIVER C¢ 


ROMWELL. 


WRITTEN AFTER HIS DEATH. 


A\xp now ‘tis time; for their officious hafte, 
Who would before have borne him to the fky, 
Like eager Romans, ere all rites were paft, 
Did let too foon the facred eagle fly. 
Ih 
Though our beft notes are treafon to his fame, 
Join’d with the loud applaufe of public voice ; 
Since heaven, what praife we offer to his name, 
Hath reader’d too authentic by its choice. 
it, 
Though in his praife no man can liberal be, 


Since they, whofe Mufes have the higheft flown, 


Add not to his immortal memory, 
Bat do an a& of friendfhip to their own ; 


iv. 
| Yet "tis our duty, and our intereft tuo, 
Such monuments as we can build to raife; 
Left all the world prevent what we thould de, 
And claim a title in him by their praife, 
v, 


] How fhall f then begin, or where conclude, 
To draw a fame fo truly circular ; 
| For ina round what order can be fhew’d, 
| Where all the parts fo equal perfea are? 
vi 


His grandeur he deriv’d from heaven alone ; 
For he was great e’er fortane made him fo: 
And wars, like mitts that rife againft the fun, 


Made him but greater fegm, nor greater grow, 


ORIGINAL POEMS, 3 


vit. - 
No borrow’d bays his temples did adorn, 
But te our crown he. did frefh jewels bring; 
Nor was his virtue poifon’d foon as‘born, 
With the too early thoughts of being king. 
VILL 
Fortune, that eafy miftrefs to the young, 
But to her ancient fervants coy and hard, 

Him at chat age her favourites rank’d among, 
When fhe her beft-lov’d Pompey did difcard. 
Ix, 

He private mark’d the faults of others’ fway, 
And fet as fea-marks for bimfelf to fhan : 

Not like rath monarchs, who their youth betray 
By acts their age too late would with undoae. 
es 

And yet dominion was not his delign; 
We owe that blefling, not to him, but heaven, 
Which to fair acts unfought rewards did join ; 
Rewards, that lefs to him than us were given. 
xi. 
Our former chiefs, like fticklers of the war, 
Firft fought inflame the parties, then to poife : 
The quarret lov’d, but did the caufe abhor ; 
And did not ftrike to hurt, bute make a noife. 
. xis, 
War, our confumption, was their gainful trade : 
We inward bled, whilft they prolong’d our pain; 
He fought to end our fighting, and eflay’d 
Yo fiaunch the blood by breathing of the vein. 
xu. 
Swift and refiftiefs through the land he paft, 
Like that bold Greek who did the Eaft fubdue, 
And made to batties fuch heroic hafte, 
As if on wings of victory he flew 
xiv. 
He fought fecure of fortune as of fame : 
Still by new maps the iNawd might be thewn, 
Of conq:eits, which he firew'd where-e’er he 


Vhick as che galaxy with flars is fown, [came 
Xv. 
His palms, though under weights they did not 


ftand, 
Still thriv’d; no winter could his laurels fade : 
Heaven in his portrait fhew’d a workman's hand, 
And drew it perfect, yet without a thade, 
xvi. 
Peace was the prize of all his toil ana w-*, 
Which war had banifh’d, and did now reftore : 
Bologna’s walls thus mounted in the air, 
To feat themfelves more furcly than before, 
XVI. 
Her fafoty refeu’d Ireland to him owes; 
And treacherous Scotland to no intereft true, 
Yet bleit that fare which did his arms difpofe 
Her Jand to civilize, as to fubdue, 
xvi 
Nor was he like thofe fta:s which only fhine, 
‘When to pale mariners they ftorms portend : 
He had his calmer influence, and his mien 
Did love and majefty together blend. 
Eix, 
“Tis true, his count’nance did imprint an awe; 
And naturally all fouls ty his did bow, 


As wands of divination downward draw, [grows 
And point to beds where fovereiga gold doth 


Xx. 
When paft all offerings to Feretrian Jove, 
-He Mars depof’d, and arms to gowas made 
Succefsfa} councils did him foon approve [yield ; 
As fit for clofe intrigues, as open field, 
XA. 
To fuppliant Holland he vouchfaf’d a peace, 
Qur once bold rival of the Britith main, 
Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ceafe, 
And buy our friendfhip with her idol, gaia. 
XXiM. 

Fame of th’ afferted fea through Karope blown, 
Made France and S;ain ambitious of his love; 
Each knew that fide muft conquer he would own3. 

And for him fiercely, as for empire, ftrove. 
xxILy 
No fooner was the Frenchman’s caufe embrac’d, 
Than the light Monfieur the grave Don out~ 
weigh'd; 

His fortune turn’d the feale wheré’er "twas caft ; 
Though Indian mines were in the other laid, 
xxX1V. 

When abfent, yet we conquer’d in his right : 
For though fome meaner artift’s ikill were 
fhown 
In mingling colours, or in placing light ; 
Yet ftill the fair defignment was his own, 
XXV. 
For from all tempers he could fervice draw ; 
‘The worth of each, with jts alloy, he knew, 
And, as the cunfidant of nature, faw 
How fhe complexions did divide and brew. 
XXvVi. 
Or he their fingle virtues did furvey, 
By intuition in his own large breatt, 
Where all the rich ideas of them lay, 
That were the ruie and meafure to the reft. 
XKVil. 
When fuch heroic virtue heaven fete out, 
The ftars, like commons, fullenly obey ; 
Becaufe it drains them when it comes about, 
And therefore isa tax they feldom pay. 
XXVIL. 
From this high {pring our fureign conquefts fow, 
Which yet more glorious triumphs do portend ; 
Since their commencement to his arms they owe, 
Af fprings as high as fountains may afcend. 
xxix. 
He made us freemen of the continent, 
‘Whom nature did like captives treat before; 
To nobler preys the Englith lion fenc, 
And taught him firft in Belgian walks to roar, 
x3K. 
The old unqueftion’d pirate of the land, [heard; 
Proud Rome with dread the fate of Dunkirk 
And twembling wifh’d behind more Alps to Rand, 
Although an Alexander were her guard. 
XxxI. 
By his command we boldly crofs'd the line, 
And bravely fought where fouthern ftars arife s 
We trae’d the far-fetch’d gold unto the mine, 
And that which brib’d our fathers madeour prize. 
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xxxit. 
Such was our prince; yet own’d a foul above 
The higheft ads it could produce to fhow + 
‘Thus poor mechanic arts ia public move, 
Whilft the deep fecrets beyond practice go. 
XNAITI. 
Nor dy’d he when his ebbing fame went lefe, 
But when frefh laurels courted him to live : 
He feem’d but to prevent fome new fuccefs, 
As if above what triumphs earth could give. 
XXXIV. 
His lateft victories ftill thickeft came, 
As, near the centre, motion doth increafe ; 
Till he, prefs’d down by his own weighty name, 
Did, like the veftal, under fpojjs deccafe. 
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XXIV. 
But firft the ocean as a tribute fent 
Che giant prince of all her watery herds 
And ch’ ifle, when her prote@ing genius went, 
Upon his obfequies loud fighs conferr’d. 
XAXVIL 
No civil broils have fince his death arofe, 
But fa@ion now by habit does obey 3 
And wars have that refpec for his repofe, 
As winds for haleyons, when they breed at fea, 
XXXVI. 
His afhes in a peaceful urn thall reft, 
His name a great example ftands, to fhow 
How ftrangely high endeavours may be bleft, 
Whee piety and valour jointly go. 
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A POEM ON THE HAPFY RESTORATION AND RETURN OF HIS SACRED MAJESTY 


CHARLES II. 1660. 


* Yam redit ct virgo, redeunt Samrnia regna.” Vinc. 


‘The laft great age foretold by facred rhimes 
Renews it’s finith’d courfe : Saturnian times 
Roll round again, 





Now with a general peace the world was bleft, 
While our’s, a world divided from the reit, 

A dreadful qniet felt, and worfer far Th’ ambitious Swede, like rettlefs billows tott, 
‘Than arms, a fallen interval of war: fikies, | On this hand gaining what on that he loft, 
Thus when black clouds draw down the labouring | Though in his life he blood and ruin breath’d, 
Ere yet abroad the winged thunder flics, | To his now guidelefs kingdom peace bequeath’d 


An horrid ftillnefs firft invades the ear, 
And in that filence we the tempeft fear. 
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And heaven, that feem’d regardlefs of our fate,” 
For France and Spain did miracles create, 
Such mortal quarrels to compofe in peace - 
As nature bred, and intereft did increafe. 
‘We figh’d to hear the fair Sberian bride 
Mutt grow a lily to the lily’s fide, + 
While our crofs ftars deny'd us Charles’s bed, - 
‘Whom our firit flames and virgin love did-wed. 
For his long abfence church and ftate did groan; 
Madhefs the pulpit, faGtion feiz’d the throne : 
Experienc’d age in deep defpair was loft, 
To fee the rebel thrive, the loyal croft : 
Youth that with joyshad unacquainted been, 
Envy’d grey hairs that once good days had feen = 
‘We thought our fires, not with their own content, 
Had ere we came to age our portion {pent. 
Nor could our nobles hope their bold attempt 
Who ruin’d crowns would coronets exempt + 
For when by their defigning leaders taught 
‘To ftrike at power which for themfe!ves they 
fought, 

‘The vulgar, gull’d into rebellion, arm’d ; 
"Their biood to action by the prize was warm’d. 
‘The facred purple then and f{carlet gown, 
Like fanguine dye, to elephants was fhewn, 
‘Thus when the bold Typhceus fcal’d the fry, 
And fore'd great Jove from his own heaven to fly, 
(What king, what crown, from treafon’s reach is 
Tf Jove and heaven can violated be ?) [free, 
The lefler gods, that fhar’d his profperous ftate, 
All fuffer'd in the exil’d Phunderer’s fate, 
The rabble now fuch freedom did enjoy, 
As winds at fea, that ufe it to deftroy ; 
Blind as the Cyclop, and as wild as he, 
‘They own’d a lawlefs favage liberty, 
Like that our painted anceltors fo priz’d, 
Ere empire’s arts their breaits had civiliz'd. 
How great were then our Charles's woes, who thus 
‘Was fure’d ta fuffer for himfelf and us! 
He, tofs'd by fate, and hurry’d up and down, 
Heir to his father’s forrows, with his crown, 
Could tafte no fweets of youth's defired age ; 
But found his hife too true a pilgrimage. 
Unconquer’d yet in that forlorn eftate, 
His manly courage overcame his fate. 
His wounds he took, like Romans, on his breaft, 
Which by his virtue were with laurels drett. 
As fouls reach heaven while yet in bodice pent, 

" So did he live above his banifhment. 
‘hat fun, which we beheld with cozen'd eyes 
Within the water, mov'd along the fkies. 
How eafy ’tis, when deftiny proves kind, 
‘With full-fpread fails to run before the wind! 
Bur thofe that *gainft itiff gales laveering go, 
Mott be at once refolv'd and ikilful too, 
He. would not, like foft Otho, hope prevent, _ 
But ftay’d and faffer’d fortane to repent. 
‘Thefe virtues Gulba in a ftranger fought, 
Aud Pifo to adopted empire broughr. 
How ihall | then my doubtful thoughts exprefs, 
‘That mutt his fufferings both regret and blefs ? 
Far when bis early valour Heaven had croft; 
And all at Wore’tter but the honour loft; 
Fore’d into exile from his rightful throne, 


Ve made all countries where he came his own 5 
See 


And, viewing monarchs’ fecret arts.of fway, 
A royal factor for his kingdoms lay, 


+: | Thus banifh’d David {pent abroad his time, 
-| When to be God’s anointed. was his crime ; 


And when reftor’d, made his proud neighbours rue 

‘Thofe choice remarks he from his travels drew. 

Nor is he only by afflitions fhown 

To conquer other realms, but rule his own : » 

Recovering hardly what he loft before, 

His right endears it much; his purchafe more. 

Inur’d to fuffer ere he came to reign, * f 

No rath procedure will his ations flain’: 

To bufinefs ripen’d by digeitive thoughe, 

His future rule is into method brought + 

As they, who firft proportion underftand, ‘ 

With cafy practice reach a miter’s hand, 

‘Well might the ancient poets then confer 

On night the honour’d naine of Counfeller, 

Since, ftruck with rays of profperous fortune blind, 

We light alone in dark afflictions find. 

In fuch adverfities to {cepterstrain’d, 

The name of Great his famous grandfire gain’d : 

Who yet a king alone in name and right, . 

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight 5 

Shock'd by a covenanting league’s vaft powers, 

As holy and as catholic as our’s; 

"Till fortune’s fruitlels {pite had made it known, 

Her blows not fhook but riveted his thronc, 
Some lazy ages, loft in fleep and cafe, 

No adtion leave to buly chronicles : ‘ 

Such, whofe fupine felicity but makes 

In ftory chafms, in epocha miftakes ; 

O’er whom time gently thakes his wings of down, 

°Till with his fiient fickle they are mown, 

Such is not Charles's too’ too adtive age, 

Which, govérn'’d Yy the wild diftemper'd rage 

Of fome black far infecting all the fkies, 

Made him at his own coft like Adam wife, 

‘Tremble ye nations, which fecure hefore, 

Laugh’d at thofe arms that ’gainft ousfelves wa’ 

bore 5 

Rouz’d by the lath of his own ftubborn tail, 

Our lion now will foreign foes affail. 

With alga who the facred altar ftrews ? 

To all the fea gods Charles an offering owes.s 

A bull to thee, Portunus, fhall be flain, 

A lamb to you, ye tempefts of the main: 

For thofe bond ftorms that did againft him rear, 

Have caft hi: shipwreck’d veffel on the fhore. 

Yet as wile tifts mix their colours fo, . 

‘That by degrees they from each other go ; 

Black fteals unheeded from the neighbouring white,” 

Without offending the-well-cozen’d fight : z 

So on us ftole our blefied change; while we 

Th’ effect did feel, but fearce the manner fee, 

Frofts that conftrain the ground, and birth deny 

To flowers that in its womb expedting lie, 

Do feldom their ufurping power withdraw, 

But raging floods purfue their hafty thaw. 

Our thaw was mild, the cold not chas'd away, 

But loft in kindly heat of lengthen’d day. 

Heaven would no bargain for its bleflings drive, 

But what we could not pay for, freely yive. 

‘The Prince of peace would like himfelf confer 


A gift unhop’d, without the price of war: 
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Yet, as he knew his bleffing’s worth, took care, 
‘That we fhould know it by repeated prayer; 
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Suffer'd to live, they are like Helots fet, 
A virtuous thame within us to beget. 


Which ftorm’d the fkies, and ravifh’d Charles from | For by example ntoft we finn’d before, 


As heaven ittelf is rook by violence. {thence, 
Booth's forward valour only ferv’d to tow, 
He darft that duty pay we all did owe : 
‘TW attempt was feir; but heaven’s prefixed hour 
Not come’: fo, like the watehfol traveller 
‘That by the moon’s miftaken light did rife, 
¢,. Lay-dawn again, and clos’d his weary eyes. 
*Twas Monk, whom Providence defign’d to loofe 
‘Thofe real: bonds falfe freedom did impofe. 
"The bleffed faints, that watch’d this turning fcene, 
. Did from their ftars with joyful’ wonder lean, 
.To fee fmall clues draw valteft weights along, 
Not in their bulk but in their order ftrong. 
‘Thus pencils can by one flight touch reitere 
Smiles to that changed fate that wept before, 
‘Mfith cach fuch fond chimeras we purfue, 
As fancy frames‘for fancy to fubdue : 
.» But when ourfelves to adtion we betake, 
Ic Mains the mint like gold that chemifts make. 
How hard was then his tafk ! at once to be 
‘What in the body naturally we fee? 
‘Man’s archite@ diftindtly did oxdain 
‘The charge of mufcles, nerves, and of the brain, 
. Throngh viewlefs conduits fpirits to difpenfe 5 
_ ‘Fhe fprings of motion from the feat of fenfe, 
*T'was not the hafty product of a day, 
But the well-ripen’d fruit of wife delay. 
He, like a patient angler, ere he ftrook, 
Would tect him play a while upon the hook. 
"Our healthful food the ftontach labours thus, 
At firft embracing whet it ftraight deth eruth. 
‘Wife leaches will not vain receipts obtrude, 
While growing pains pronounce the humourscrude: 
Deaf to complaints they wait upon the ill, 
‘Till fome fate crifis authorize their dkill 
Nor could his aéts too clofe a vizard wear, 
Po ’feape their eyes whom gui:t had taught to fear, 
And guard with cauzion that polluted neft, 
‘Whence Legion twice before was difpoflett : 
Once facred houfe ; which whch they coter’d in, 
‘They thought the place could fanctify a fin; 
Like thofe that vainly hop’d kind heaven would 
wink, 
‘While to excels on martyrs’ tombs they drink, 
dnd as devouter Turks firft warn their fouls 
To part, befcre they taite forbidden howls 
So thefe, when their black crimes they went about, 
Firk timely charm’d their ofelefs confcience cut. 
Beligion’s name againft itfelf was made ; 
The thadow ferv'd the fabfeace to invade ; 
Like zealous miflions, they cid care pretend 
<40f fouls in thew, but made the gold their end. 
'Th' incenfed powers beheld with {carn from high 
And heaven fo far diftant fiom the fky, (ground, 
‘Which durft, with horfes hoofs that beat the 
And martial brafs, hely the thunder’s found, 
"Twas hence at length juft vengeance thought it ft 
‘Ya Speed their ruin by their impious wit. 
"Thus Sforza, cuss’d with a too fertile brain, 
Tek by his wiles the power his wit did gain. 
Henceforth their fougue muft {pend at leffer rate, 
‘Than in its flames to wrap a nation’s fate. 





And glafs-like clearnefs mix’d with frailty bore, 

But fince reform’d by what we did amifs, 

We by our fufferings Jearn to prize our blifs 

Like early lovers, whofe unpradtis’d hearts 

Were long the may-game of malicious arts, 

When once they find their jealuufies were vain, 

With double heat renew their fires again, 

’Twas this produc’d the joy that hurry’d o’er 

Such fwarms of Englifh to the neighbouring fhore, 

To fetch that prize, by whic]. Batavia made 

So rich amends for our impoverifh’d trade. 

Oh had you feen from Schevelin’s barren fhore, 

(Crowded with troops, and barren now no more,) 

Affli&ed Hollagd to his farewell brmg 

True, fotrow, Holland to regret a king ! 

While waiting him his royal fleet did ride, 

And willing winds to their lower'd fails deny’d. 

The wavering ftreamers, flags, and ttandards our, 

‘The merry feamen’s rude but chearful thout; 

And iaft the cannons voice that fhook the fkies, 

Aud, as it fares in fudden ecftafies, ‘ 

At once bereft us both of ears and eyes. 

‘The Nafeby, now no longer England’s fhame, 

But better to be Joft i: Charles’s name, 

(Like fome unequal bride in nobler fheets) 

Receives her lord : the joyful London meets 

‘The princely York, himfelf alone a freight ; 

The Swift-fure groans beneath great Glofter’s 
weight : 

Sccure as when the halcyon breeds, with thefe, 

He that was born to drown might crofs the feas. 

Heaven could not own a Providence, and take 

The wealth three nations ventur'd at a flake. 

The fame indulgence Charles's voyage blefs'd, 

Which in his right had miracles confefs'd. 

The winds that never moderation knew, 

Afraid to blow too much, tov faintly blew ; 

Or, ont of breath with joy, couk! not enlarge 

‘Their. ftraighten’d lungs, or confcious of their 

‘The Britith Amphytrite, fmooth aid clear, [charge. 

In richer azure never did aspear; 

Prond her returning prince to entertain 

With the fobmisted fafces of the main, 


Axp welcome now,great monarch, to your own; 
Behold th’ approaching clifts of Albion: 
It is no longer motion cheats-your view, 
As you meet it, the land approacheth you. 
‘The land returns, and, in the white it wears, 
“Che marks of penitence and forrow bears.” 
But you, whofe goodnefs your defcent doth thew, 
Your beavenly parentage and earthly too; 
By that fame mildnefs, which your father's crown 
Before did ravifh, fhall fecure your own. 
Not tied to rules of policy, you find 
Revenge lefs fweet than a forgiving mind. 
Thus, when th’ Almighty would to Moles give 
A fight of all be could behold and live ; 
A voice before his entry did proclaim 
Long-fuffering, goodneis, mercy, in hig name. 
Your power to juftice doth fubmit your cayle, 
Your goodnefs only is above the laws; 
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Whofe rigid letter, while pronounc’d by you, 
Ys fofter made. So winds that tempefts brew, 
When through Arabian groves they take their 
flight, 

Made wanton with rich odours, lofe their fpite. 
And as thofe lees, that troubled it, refine 
The agitated fou! of generous wine : 
So tears of joy, for your returning, fpilt ; 
‘Work out, and expiate our former guilt. 
Methinks I fee thofe crouds on Dover’s ftrand, 
‘Who, in their hafte to welcome you to land, 
Chok’d up the beach with their ftill-growing ftore, 
And made a wilder torrent on the fhore : 
‘While, fpurr'’d with eager thoughts of paft delight, 
Thofe, who had feen you, court a fecond fight ; 
Preventing ftill your fteps, and making hatte 
To meet you often wherefoc’er you paft. 
How shall 1 {peak of that triumphant day, 
‘When you renew'd th’ expiring pomp of May ! 
(A month that owns an intereft in your name : 
You and the flowers are its peculiar claim.) - 
‘That ftar, that at your birth fhone out fo bright, 
It ftain’d the duller fun's meridian light, 
Did once again its potent fires renew, 
Guiding our eyes to find and worthip you. 

And now Time’s whiter feries is begun, 
Which in foft centuries fhall fmoothly ran : 
Thofe clouds, that overcaft your morn, fhall fly, 
Difpell’d to fartheft corners of the fy. 


Our nation with united intereft bleft, 

Not now content te poize, fhall fway the reft., 
Abroad your empire fhall no limits know, 

But, like the fea, in boundlefs circles flow. 

Your much-lov’d fleet thall, with a wide command, 
Befiege the petty monarchs of the land + . 
And as old Time his offspring fwallew’d down, 
Our ocean in its depths all feas fhall drown. 

Their wealthy trade from pirates’ rapine fee, 
Our merchants fhall no more adventurces-be.<. 
Nor in the fartheft Eaft thofe dangers 
Which humble Holland muft diffemb! 
Spain to your gift alone her Indies owes; 

For what the powerful takes not he heftows ; 

And France, that did an exile’s prefence fear, 
May juitly apprehend you fill too near. 

At home the hateful names of parties ceafe, 

Ard factious fouls are wearied into peace. 

The difcontented now are only they, 

Whofe crimes before did your juft caufe betray: 
Of thofe your ediéts fome reclaim from fin, 

But moft your life and bieft example win. . [way 
Ob happy prince, whom heaven hath taught the 
By paying vows to have more vows to pay! © 

Oh happy age! Oh times like thofe alone, 

By fate referv'd for great Auguftus’ throne ! 
When the joint growth of arms and arts forethew 
‘The world a monarch, and that monarch you. 
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TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY. 


A PANEGYRIC ON HIS CORONATION. 


Tw that wild deluge where the world was drown'ds 

‘When life and fin one common tomb had found, 

‘The firft fmall profpeét of a rifing hill 

‘With various notes of joy the ark did fill : 

Yet when that flood in its own depths was 
drown'd, 

It left behind it falfe and flippery ground; 

And the more folemn pomp was ftill deferr’d, 

‘Till new-born nature in freth looks appear'd. * 

"Thus, royal fir, to fee you landed here, 

‘Was caufe enough of triumph for a year = 

Nor would your care thofe glorious joys repeat, 

‘Till they at once might be fecure and great ; 





Till your kind beams, by their continued flay, <<. 
Had warm’d the ground, and call’d the dampe, 

away. . : 
Such vapours, while your powerful influence dries, 
Then fooneft vanifh when they higheft rife. 
Had greater hafte thefe facred rites prepar’d, 
Some guilty months had in your triumphs fhar’d:- 
But this untainted year is al] your own 5 
Your glories may without our crimes be fhown. 
We had not yet exhaufted all our ftore, 
‘When you refreth’d our joys by adding more: 
As heaven, of old, difpens’d celeftial dew, 
You gave us manna, and ftill give us new- 
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Now our fad ruins are remov'd from fight, 


"The feafon too comes fraught with new delight : 


‘Time feems not now bengath his years to ftoop, 
Nor do his wings with fickly feathers droop : 
Soft weftern winds waft o'er the gaudy {pring, 


And open’d fcenes of flowers and bloffoms bring, 


‘To grace this happy day, while you appear, 
Not king of us alone, but of the year, 

All eyes you draw, and with the eyes the heart : 
Of your own pomp yourfelf the greateft part ; 
Loud thouts the nation’s happinefs proclaim, 
And heaven this day is feafted with your name. 
‘Your‘cavaleade the fair fpedtators view, 

From their high ftandings, yet look up to you, 
From your brave train each fingles out a prey, 
And longs to date a conquéft from your day. 


Now charg’d with bleflings while you feek repofe, 


Officious flumbers hatte your eyes to clofe ; 
“And glorious dreams ftand ready to reftore 
‘The pleafing thapes of all you faw before. 
Next to the facred temple you are led, 


Where waits a crown for your more facred 


head: 
Flow juftly from the church that crown is due, 
Preferv'd from ruin, avd reftor’d by you ! 
The grateful choir their harmony employ, 
Not to make greater, but more folemn joy. 


rapt foft and warm your name is fet on high, 


As flames do on the wings of incenfe fly : 
Mofie herfelf is loft, in vairr fhe brings 

Her choiceft notes to praife the beft of kings: 
Her melting ftrains in you a tonib have found, 


And lic like bees in their own fweetnets drown'd. 


He that brought peace, all difcord could atone, 
His name is mufic of itfelf alone. 

Now while the facred oil anoints your head, 
And fragrant fcents, begun from you, are fpread 


Through the large dome; the people’s joyful 


- found, 
Sent back, is ftill preferv'd in hallow’d ground ; 
‘Which in one bleffing mix’d defcends on you; 
As heighten'd fpirite fall in richer dew. 
Not that our withes do inereafe your fiore, 
Full of yourfelf you can admit no more : 
We add not to your glory, but employ 
Our time, like angels, in exprefling joy, 
lor is'it duty, or our hopes alene, 
veate that joy, but full fruition : 
Ve know thote blelfings which we muft poffels, 
And judge of future by paft happineds. 
No promife can oblige a prince fo much 
till to be good, as long to have been fuch. 
A noble emulation heats your breatt, 
Atid your own: fame now. robs you of your reft, 
Good actions fill muft be maintain'd with good, 
As bodies riourith’d with refembling foud. : 
You have already quench'd fedition’s brand ; 
And 2ea!, which burnt it, ily warms the land, 













The jealous feéts, that dare not truft their caple 

So far from their own will as to the laws, 

You for their umpire and their fynod take, 

And their appeal alone to Cafar make. 

Kind heaven fo rare a temper did provide, 

‘That guilt repenting might in it confide. 

Among our crimes oblivion may be fet : 

But ‘tis our king’s perfeGion to forget. 

‘Virtues unknown to thefe rough porthern élimes 

From juilder heavens you bring without their 

crimes. 

Your calmnefs does no after-ftarms provide, 

Nor feeming patience mortal anger hide. 

When empire firft from families did (pring, 

Then every father govern’d as a king: 

But you, that area fovereign prince, allay 

Imperial power with your paternal fway. [bends, 

From thofe great cares when eafe your foul une 

Your pleafurcs are defign’d to noble ends? 

Born to command the miftrefs of the Seas, [pleafe, 

Your thoughts themfelves in that blue empire 

Hither in fummer evenings you Tepair 

‘Yo tafe the fraicbeer of the purer air: 

Undaunted here you ride, when winter Taves, 

With Cucfar's heart that rofe above che waves. 

More I could fing, but fear my numbers flays; 

No loyal fubjeét dares that courage praife, 

in ftately frigstes moft delight you find, 

Where well-drawn battles fire your martial mind, 

What to your cares we owe, is fearnt from hence, 

When ev’n your pleafures ferve for our defence, 

Beyond your court flows in th’ admitted tide, 

Where in new depths the wondering fithes glide ; 

Here in a royal bed the waters fleep ; ‘ 

When, tir’d et fea, within this bay they creep, 

Here the miftruftful fowl no harm fulpecs, 

So fafe are all things which our king protects, 

From yeur lov’d Thames a blefling yet is due, 

Second alone to that it brought in you ; [fate, 

A queen, near whofe chafte womb, ordain'd by 

‘The fouls of kings unborn for bodies wait, 

Tt was your love before made difcord ceafe;: 

Your love is deftin’d to your country’s peace. 

Both Indies, rivals in your bed, provide 

With gold or jewels to adorn your bride, 

‘This to a mighty king prefents rich ore, 

While that with incenfe does.a god implore. 

Two kingdoms wait’ your doom, and, as you 

choofle, 

‘This mutt receive a crown, or that mutt lofe. 

Thus from your royal oak, like Jove's of old, 

Are anfwers fought, and deftinies foretald ; 

Propitious oracles are bege’d with vows, 

And crowns that grow upon the facred boughs. 

Your fubjects, while you w-igh the nation’s fate, 

Sufpend to both their doubtful love or hate : 

Choofe only, fir, that fo they may poflefs 

With their own peace thcic chikdren’s happinefs, 
be ? . 1 
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TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR HYDE, 


PRESENTED ON NEW-YEAR’s DAY, 1662. 


My Lorn, 


Ware flattering crouds officioufly appear 
'To give themfelves, not you, an happy year; 
And by the greatnefs of their prefents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they love; 
The Mufes, who your early courtship boat, 
‘Though now your flames are with their beauty loft, 
Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
They were your miftreffes, the world may not; 
Decay’d by time and wars, they only prove 
‘Their former beauty by your former love; 
And now prefent, as ancient ladies do, 
‘That courted long, at length are forc’d to woo. 
For ftill they look on you with fuch kind cyes, 
-As thofe that fee the church’s fovereign rife; 
From their own order chofe, in whofe high ftate, 
They think themfelves the fecond choice of fate, 
When our great monarch into exile went, 
Wit and religion fuffer’d banifhment. 
‘Thus once, when Troy was wr3p’d in fire and 
imoke, 

The heiplefs gods their burning fbrines forfook ; 
‘They with the vanquifh’d prince and party go, 
And leave their temples empty to the fae. 
At length the Mufes fland, reftor’d again 
‘To that great charge which nature did ordain; 
And their lov’d Druids feem reviv'd by fate, 
While you difpenfe the laws, and guide the ftate. 
‘The nation's foul, our monarch, does difpenfe, 
‘Through you, to us, his vital influence ; 
You are the channel, where thofe {pirits ow, 
And work them higher, as to us they go. 

In open profpeé nothing bounds our eye, 
Until the earth feems join’d unto the tky : 
So in this hemifphere our utmoit view 
Is only bounded by cur king and you; 
Our fight is limited where you are join’d, 
And beyond that no farther beaven can find, 
So well your virtues do with his agree, 
‘That, though your orbs of different greatnefs be, 
Yet both are for each o:/er’s ufe diipos'4, 
His to inclofe, and yours to be inclos’d, 





Nor could another in your room have been, 

Except an emptinefs had come between. 

‘Well may he then to you his cares impart, 

And fhare his burden where he fhares his heart, 

In you his fleep fill wakes ; his pleafures find 

Their fhare of bufinefs in your labouring mind, 

So when the weary fun his place refigns, 

He leaves his light, and by reflection thines, 
Juftice, that fa and frowns where public laws 

Exclude foft mercy from a private caufe, 

In your tribunal moft herfelf does pleafe ; : 

There only {miles becaufe fhe lives at cafes i: 

And, like young David, finds her ftrength the. 


more, 

When difincumaber’d from thefe arms the wore. 
Heaven would our royal mafter fhould exceed = + 
‘Moft in that virtue, which we moft did need ; 
And his mild father (who too late did find 

All mercy vain but what with pwer was join’d) 
His fatal goodnefs left to fitter times, 

Not to increafe, but to abfolve our crimes : 

But when the heir of this vatt treafure knew 
How large a legacy was left to you 

(Too great for any object to retain), 

He wifely’-ty’d it to the crown again : 

Yet, pafling through your hands, it gathers more, 
As ftreams, through mines, bear tin@ture of their 
While empiric politicians afe deceit, [- 
Hide what they give, and cure but by a cheat; 
You boldly thew that fkill which they pretend, 
And work by means as noble as your end ¢ 
Which fhould you veil, we might ynwind the clue, 
As men do natore, till we came te you. 

And asthe Indies were not found, before 

‘Thofe rich perfumes, which, from the happy hore, 
The winds upon their balmy wings convey’d, 
Whofe guilty {weetnels firft their world betray’d; 
So by your counfels we are brought to view 
Asich and undifcover’d world in you." 

By you our monarch does that fame affure, 
Which kings muft have, or cannot live fecure 
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For profperous princes gain their fubjects heart, 
Who love that praife in which themfelves have 
By you he fits thole fubjects to obey [part. 
As heaven's eternal monarch does convey 

His power unfeen, and man to his defigns, 

By his bright minifters the ftars, inclines, 

Our ferting fun, from his dectining feat, 

Shot beams of kindnefa on you, not of heat : 

And, when his love was bounded in a few, 

‘That were unhappy that they might be true, 

Made you the favourite of his laft fad times, 

‘That is a fufferer in his fubjects crimes : 

"Thus thofe firit favours you receiv'd, were fent, 

Like heaven’s rewards in earthly punifhment. 

Yet fortune, confcious of your deftiny, 

Ew’n then took care to lay you foftly by ; 

And wrap'd your fate among her precious things, 

Kept freth to be unfolded with-your king’s. 

Shewn all at once you dazzled fo our eyes, 

As new-born Pallas did the gods furprize : 

‘When, fpringing forth from Jove’s new-clofing 
wound, 

She ftruck the warlike {pear into the ground : 

Which {prouting leaves did fuddenly inclofe, 

And peaceful olives thaded as they rofe. 

How ftrangely active are the arts of peace, 
‘Whofe refttefs motions lefs than wars do ceafe! 
Pence is not freed from labour but from noife ; 
And war more force, but not more pains em- 


Such Pig mighty fwiftnefs of your mind, 
‘That, like the earth, it leaves our fenfe behind, 
‘While you fo fmoothly turn and rowl our fphere, 
‘That rapid motion does but reit appear. 

- For, as in nature’s fwiftnefs, with the throng 
OF fiying orbs while ours is borne along, 
Mi feems at reft to the deluded eye, 
Mov’d by the foul of the fame harmony, 
So, carriéd ow by your unwearied care, 
We reft in peace, and yet in motion hare. 
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Let envy then thofe crimes within you fee, 

From which the happy never mutt be free ; 
Envy, that does with mifery refide, 

The joy and the revenge of ruin’d pride. 

‘Thiok it not hard, if at fo cheap a rate 

You can fecure the conftancy of fate, 

Whofe kindnefs fent what does their malice feem, 
By leffer ills the greater to redeem. 

Nor can we this weak fhower a tempeft call, 

But drops of heat, that in the fun-thine fall. 
You have already wearied fortune fo, 

She cannot farther be your friend or foes 

But fits all breathlefs, and admires to feel 

A fate fo weighty, that it ftops her wheel. 

In all things elfe above our humble fate, 

Your equal mind yet {wells not into ftate, 

Bat, like fome mountain in thofe happy ifles, 
Where in perpetual {pring young nature fmiles, 
Your greatnefs fhews : no horror to affright, 

But trees for fhade, and flowers to court the fight: 
Sometimes the hill fubmits itfelf a while 

In fmall defcents, which do its height beguile ; 
And fometimes mounts, but fo as billows play, 
Whole rife not hinders, but makes fhort our 


way. 

Your iow which docs no fear of thunder know, 
Sees rowling tempefts vainly beat below ; 

And, like Olympus’ top, th’ impreffion wears 
Of love and friendthip writ in former years, 
Yet, unimpair’d with labours, or with time, 
Your age but {eems to a new youth to climb. 
Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget, 

And meafure change, but fhare no part of it, 
And ftill it thall without a weight increafe, 
Like this new year, whofe motions never ceafe, 
For fince the glorious courfe you have kegun 

Is led by Charles, as that is by the fun, 

It mut both weightlefs and immortal prove, 
Becaufe the centre of it is above, 
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SATIRE ON THE DUTCH. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 3662. 


‘As needy gallants, in the fcrivener’s hands, 
Court the rich koaves that gripe their mortgag’d 
The firft fat buck of all the feafon’s fent, [{lands; 
And keeper takes no fee in compliment 5 

The dotage of fome Englifhmen is fuch, 

To fawn on thofe who ruin them, the Dutch. 
‘They fhall have all, rather than make a war 
With thofe who of the fame religion are. 

"The Straits, the Guinea-trade, the herrings too ; 
Nay, to keep friendthip, they fhall pickle you. 
Some are refolv’d not to find out the cheat, 

But, cuckold-like, love them that do the feat. 
What injuries foe’er upon us fall, 

Yet {till the fame religion anfwers all. 

Religion. wheedled us to civil war, 

Drew Englith blood, and Dutchman’s now would 
Be gull’'d no longer for you'll find it true [fpare. 
‘They have no more religion, faith! than you. 
Interelt’s the god they worfhip in their ftate, 
‘And we, 1 take it, have not much of that. 

Well monarchies may own religion’s name, 

But fates are athiefts in their very frame. 


They fhare a fins and fuch. ortions 

‘That, like a flink, ’tis nothing to them a, 
Think on their rapine, falfchood, cruelty, {be. 
And that what once they were, they fill would 
To one well-born the affront in worfe and mores 
‘When he’s abus’d and baffled by a boor. 

‘With ain ill grace thie Dutch their mifchiefs do, 
They've both ill nature and ill manners too. 

Well may they boaft themfelves an aucient nation; 
For they were bred e’er mannere were in fathion 3 
‘And their new commonwealth has fet them free 
Only from honour and civility. 2 
Venetians do not more uncouthly ride, 

Than did their lubber ftate mankind beftride, 
Their fway became them with as ill a mien, 

As their own paunches fwell above their chit, 
Yet is their empire no true growth but humour, 
And only two kings’ touch can cure the tumouta- 
‘As Cato fruits of Afric’ difplay 5 

Let us before our eyes their Indies lay + 

All loyal English will like him conclude ; 

Let Cafar live, and Carthage be fubdew'd, 


Ne 
! “Held to them both the trident 
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‘Fo her Royal Highnefs 


THE DUCHESS OF YORK, 


ON THE 


MEMORABLE VICTORY GAINED BY THE DUKE OVER THE HOLLANDERs, 
JUNE 3. 1665, 


AND ON HER JOURNEY AFTERWARDS INTO THE NORTH. 


Mapam, 


HEN, for our fakes, your hero you refign'd, 
To fwelling feas, and every faithlefs wind ; 
‘When you releas'd his courage, and fet free 
A valour fatal to the enemy; 
‘Yeu lodg'd your country’s cares within your breaft 
(Tlie manfion where foft love thould only reft) :' 
And, e’er our foes abroad were overcome, 
‘The nobleft. conqueft you had gain’d at home. 
Ah, what concerns did both your fouls divide ! 
‘Your honour gave us what your love denied : 
‘And ‘twas for him much eafier to fubdue 
Thofe foes he fought with, then to part from you, 
That glorious day, which two fuch navies faw, 
As each unmatch’d might to the world give law. 
tune, yet doubtful whom he fhould obey, 
of the fea: 
‘The winds were buth’d, the waves in ranks were 
Asawfully as when God’s people pak: [caft, 
Thofe, yet uncertain on whofe fails to blow, 
Thefe, where the wealth of nations ought to flow, 
‘Then with the Duke your Highnefs rul'd the’ 

day: 

While all the brave did his command obey, 
‘The fair and pious under you did pray. 
How powerful are chafte vows! the wind and tide 
You brib’d to combat on the Englith fide. 
‘Thus to your much lov'd Jord you did convey _ 
An unknown fuccour, fent the neareft way. 
New vigour to his wegried arms you brought, 
(Se Motes was upheld while Hraci fought) 


While, from afar, we heard the cannon play, 

Like diftant thunder on a thiny day, 

For abfent friends we are afham’d to fear, 

When we confider what you ventur’d there. 

Ships, men, and arms, our country might reftore; 

But fuch a leader could fapply no more. 

With generous thoughts of conqueft he did burn, 

Yet fought not more to vanquifh than return, 

Fortune and victory he did puriue, 

To bring them as the flaves to wait on you. 

Thus beauty ravith’d the rewards of fame, 

And the fair triumph’d when the brave o’ercame, 

‘Then, as you meant to fpread another way 

By land your conquefts, far as his by fea, 

Leaving our fouthern clime, you march’d along 

The ftubborn North, ten thoufund Cupids ftrong. 

Like commons the nobility to refort 

In crowding heaps, to fill your moving court + 

To welcome your approach the vulgar run, 

Like fome new envoy from the diftane fun, 

And country beauties by their lovers 89s 

Blefling themfelves, and wondering at the fhow. 

So when the new-born Phenix firft is feen, 

Her feather’d fubje@s all adorn their queen, 

Aad while fhe makes her Progre{s through the 

‘ Eaft, 

From every grove her numerous train ’s increas’d : 

Each poet of the air her glory fings, 

Aud round him the pleas’d audience clap their 
PED Pane 





ANNUS MIRABILIS: 
THE 


YEAR OF WONDERS, 


M.DC.LXVI, 


AN HISTORICAL POEM. 





; : 


TO THE 


METROPOLIS OF GREAT BRITAIN, 


The moft renowned and late flonrifhing 


CITY OF LONDON, 


IN ITS 


REPRESENTATIVES, THE LORD MAYOR AND COURT OF ALDERMEN, 
THE SHERIFFS, AND COMMON COUNCIL OF IT. 


Ass perhaps am the firft whoever prefented a work of this nature to the metropolis of any nation; 
fa it is likewife confonant to juftice, that he who was to give the firft example of fuch a dedication, 
fhould begin it with that city, which has fet a pattern to all others of true loyalty, invincible cou- 
sage, and unfhaken conftancy. Other cities have been praifed for the fame virtues, but Tam much 
deceived if any have fo dearly purchafed their reputation; their fame has been won them by 
cheaper trials than an expenfive, though neceflary war, a confuming peftilence, and a more con- 
fuming fire. ‘To fubmit yourfelves with that humility to the judgments of heaven, and at the 
fame time to raife yourfelves with that vigour above all human enemies; to be combated at once 
~ from above and from below, to be ftrué down and to triumph 1 know not whether fuch triale 
have been ever paralleled in any nation : the refolution and fucceffee of them never can be. Never 
had prince or people more mutual reafon to love cach other, if fuffering for each other cag endear 
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“affedtion. You have come together a pair of matchlefs lovers, through many difficulties; he,i 
through a long exile, various traverfea of fortune, and the interpofition of many rivals, who vio- 

lently ravifhed and with-held you from him: and certainly you have had your fhare in fufferings.” 
But Providence has eaft upon you want of trade, that you might appear bountiful to your country’s‘ 
necefities; and the reft of your affli@ions are not more the effeéts of God’s difpleafure (frequent 

ewamples of them having been in the reign of the moft excellent princes) than eccafions for the mae 

nifefting of your Chriftian and civil virtues. To you therefore this year of wonders is juftly dedicated, 

becanfe you have made it fo. You, who age to ftand a wonder tq all yearsand ages, and who have 

built yourfelves an immertal momment on your own ruins. You are now a Phenix in her afhes; 

and, as far as humanity can approach, a great emblem of the fuffering Deity: but Heaven never made 

fo much piety and virtue to leave it miferable, 1 have heard, indeed, of fome virtuous perfons who 

have ended unfortunately, but never of any virtuous nation: Providence is engaged too deeply 

“when the caufe becomes f@ general; and I cannot imagine it has refolved the ruin of that people at 

home, which it has bleffed abroad with fuch fucceffes. 1 am therefore to conclude, that your fuf. 

ferings are at an end; and that one part of my poem has not been more an hiftory of your deftruc~ 

tion, than the other a prophecy of your reftoration. The accomplifhment of which happinefs, as 

it is the with of every truc Englithmen, fo it is by none more paffionate]y defired, than by, 

‘The greateft of your admirers, 


And mot humble of your fervants, 


JOHN DRYDEN 
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AN ACCOUNT OF THE ENSUING POEM, 


IN A LETTER TO THE 


HON. SIR ROBERT HOWARD. 


Birk, 


I am ‘fo many ways obliged te you, and fo little [to it: and [ know no reafon we fhould give that - 


able to return your favours, that, like thofe whe 
owe too much,] can only live by getting fartherinto 
your debt. You have not only been careful of my 
fortune, which was the effect of your noblenela, 
but you have been folicitous of my reputation, 
which is that of your kindnefs. It is not long 
fince I gave you the trouble of perufing a play for 
me, and now, inftead of an acknowledgment, T 
have given you a greater, in the correction of a 
poem. But fince you are to bear this perfecution, 
1 will at leaft give you the encouragement of a 
martyr; you could never fuffer in a nobler caufe, 
For I have chofen the moft heroic fubjet, which 
any poet could defire: I have taken upon me to 
defcribe the motives, the beginning, progrefs, and 
fucceffes, of a moft juft and neceflary war; in it, 
the care, management, and prudence of our king ; 
the conduct and valour of a royal admiral, and of 
two incomparable generals; the invincible courage 
of our captains and feamen; and three glorious, 
victories, the refult of all. After this, I have, in 
the fire, the moft deplorable, but withal the greateft, 
argument that can be imagined : the deftruétion 
being fo fwift, fo fudden, fo vaft and miferable, as 
nothing can paralle) in ftory. The former part of 
this poem, relating to the war, is but a duc expir 
ation for my not having ferved my king and 
country in it. All gentlemen are almoft obliged 





advantage to the commonality of England, to be 
foremoft in brave ations, which the noblesgpf 
France would never fuffer in their peafants. ¥ 
fhould not have written this but to a perfon who 
has been ever forward to appear in all employ- 
ments whither his honour aud generofity have. 
called him. ‘The latter part of my poem, whith 
defcribes the Fire, I owe, firft to the piety and fo- 
therly affetion of our monarch to his fuffering 
fubjects; and, in the fecond place, to the courage, 
loyalty, and magnanimity of the city ; both which 
were fo confpicuous, that.1 wanted words to cele- 
brate them as they deferve. I have called my 
poem Hittorical, not Epic, though both the ations: 
and adors are as much heroic as any pocm can 
contain. But fince the action is not properly one, 
nor that accomplifhed in the laft fucceffes, I have 
judged it too bold a title for a few ftanzas, which 
are little more in number than a fingle Iliad, or 
the longeft of ‘the Aineids. For this reafon (1 
mean not of length, but broken aétion, tied too 
feverely to the laws cf hiffory) 1 am apt to agree 
with thofe, who rank Lucan, rather among hifto- 
rians in verfe, than Epic poets: in whofe room, 
if Tam not deceived, Silius Iralicus, though a worfe 
writer, may more juftly be admitted. I have 
chofen to write my poem in quat-ians, or ftanzas 
of four in alternage rhyme, becaufe I have ever 


36 
Judged them more noble, and of greater dignity, 
both for the found and number, than any other 
verfe in ufe amongit us; in which I am fure 1 
have your approbation. The learned languages 
have certainly a great advantage of us,in not be- 
mg tied to the flavery of any rhyme; and were 
Jefe conftrained in the quantity of every fyUlable, 
which they might vary with fpondees or dactyls, 
béfides fo many other helps of grammatical fi- 
qgures, for the lengthening or abreviation of them, 
than the-modern are in the clofe of that onc fylla- 
ble, which often confines, and more often cor- 
supts, the fenfe of all the reft. Bnt in this neceflity 
ef our rhymes, I have always found the couplet 
verfe moft eafy, though not fo proper for this oc- 
cafion : for there the work is fooner at an end, 
every two lines concluding the labour of the poet; 
Wot in quatrains he is to carry it farther on, and 
not only fo, but to bear aleng in his head the 
troublefome fenfe of four lines together. For 
thofe, who write corre@tly in this kind, muit 
« meeds acknowledge, that the laft line of the ftanza 
is to be confidered in the compolition of the firit. 
Neither can we give ourfelves the liberty of mak- 
ing any part of a verfe for the fake of rhyme, or 
concluding with » word which is not current 
Englith, or ufing the variety of female rhymes; 
ail which our fathers praétifed: and for the fe- 
male rhymes, they are ftill in ufe amongit other 
- nations; with the Italian in every line, with the 
Spaniard promifcuoufly, with the French altcr- 
nately ; as thefe who have read the Alarique, the 
Pucelli, or any of their later poems, will agree 
with me. ‘And befides this, they write in Alex- 
andrins, or verfes of fix feet; fuch as amongft us 
. j6 the old tranflation of Homer by Chapmah 1 all 
“which, by lengthning of their chain, makes the 
phere of gheir activity che larger. [have dwelt 
: €00 long upon the choice of my ftanza, which you 
mnay remember is much better defended in the 
preface to Gondibert ; and therefore I will haften 
+ to acquaint you with my endeavours in the writ- 
ing. In general I will only fay, 1 have never yet 
feen the defcription of any naval fight in the pro- 
per terms which are ufed at fea: and if there be 
_ any fuch in another language, as that of Lucan in 
the third of his Pharfalia, yet I could not avail 
myfelf of it in the Englith; the terms of art in 
” gvery tongue bearing more of the idiom of it than 
any other words, We hear indeed among our 
wets, of the thundering of guns, the fmoke, the 
Trorder, and the flaughter; but all thefe are 
sonimon notions, And certainly, as thofe who in 
a logical difpute keep in general terms, would hide 
fallacy; fo thefe who do it in any poetical de- 
Rription, would veil cheir ignorance. 


“ Defcriptas fervare vices operumque colores, 
“ Cur ego, fi nequeo ignoroque, Poeta falutor?” 


For my own part, if 1 bad little knowledge of the 
fea, yet | have thought it no fhame to learn: and 
3f I have made fome few miftakes, it is only, as 
you can, bear me witnefs, becauie | have wanted 
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opportunity to correct them; the whole poem: 
being firft written, and now fent you from’ a 
place where 1 have nag fo much as the converfe of 
any feaman. Yet though the trouble 1 had in 
writing it was great, it was no more than recom- 
penfed by the pleafure. I found myfelf fo warm 
in celebrating the praifes of military men, two 
fuch efpecially as the prince and general, that it is 
no wonder if they infpired me with thoughts a 
bove my ordinary level. And I am well fatisfied, 
that, ds they are incomparably the bei fubject I 
ever had, excepting only the royal family, fo alfo; 
that this I have written of them is thuch better 
than what I have performed on any other: [have 
been forced to help out other arguments; but 
this has been bountiful to me: they have been 
low and barren of praife, and I have exalted them; 
and made them fruitful; but here—* Omnig 
* {ponte faa reddit juftiffima tellus.” 1 have had 
a large,a fair, and a pleafant field ; fo fertile, that. 
without my cultivating, it has given two harvelts 
in a fummer, and in both oppreffed the reaper. 
All other greatnefs in fubjeéfs is only counterfeit : 
it will not endure the teft of danger; the great- 
nefs of arms is only real: other greatnefs burdend 
a nation with its weight; this fupports it with its 
ftrength, And as it is the happinefs of the age, 
fo it is the peculiar goodnefs of the beft of kings, 
that we may praife his fubje@ts without offending 
him. Doubtlefs it proceeds from a juft confidence 
of his own virtue, which the luftre of no other. 
can be fo great as to darken in him; for the good 
or the valiant are never fafely praifedc under a bad 
or a degencrate prince. But to return from this 
digreffion to a farther account of my poem; 1 
muft crave leave to tell you, that as } have en- 
deavoured to adorn it with noble thoughts, fo 
much more to exprefs thofe thoughts with elocu- 
tion. The compofition of ail poems is, er ought 
to be, of wit; and wit in the poet, or wit-writing 
(if yon wiil give me leave to ufe a fchool-diftine- 
tion) is no other than the faculty of imagination 
in the writer, which, like a nimble fpaniel, beats 
over and ranges through the field of memory, till 
it iprings the quarry it hunted after: or, without 
metaphor, which fearches over all the memory 
for the fpecies or ideas of thofe things which it 
defigns to reprefent. Wit written is that which 
is well defined, the happy refult of thought, or 
product of imagination. But to proceed from wit, 
in the general notion of it, to the proper wit of an 
heroic or hiftorical poem; 1 judge it ‘chiefly to 
confift in the delightful imaging of perfons, a@ions, 
paflions, or things. {t is not che jerk or fting of 
an epigram, nor the feeming contradiction of a 
poor antithefis (the delight of an ill-judging audi- 
enée ina play of rhyme), nor the gingle cf a more 
poor Paranomafia; neither is it fo much the mo- 
rality of a grave fentence, affe@ted by Lu:an, but 
more {paringly ufed by Virgil; but it is fome 
lively and apt defcription, érefied in fuch colou:s 
of fpeech, that it fets befure your cyes the abfent 
object, as perfectly, and more. delightfilly than 
nature. So then the firit happinefs of the poet's 
imagination is properly isvention or finding of 





3 


ANNUS MIRABILIS. 


the thought; the fecond is.fancy, or the varia. , 
“tivo, deriving or moulding of-that thought as the | 
judgment reprefeats it proper fo the fubjed ; the 
third is elocution, or the art. of clothing and a- 
dorning that thought, fo found and varied, in apt, 
fignificant, and founding words: the quicknefs of - 
the imagination is feen in the invention, the fer- 
tility in the fancy, and the accuracy in the expref- - 
fion. For the two firft of thefe, Ovid is famous 
amongft the poets; for the latter, Virgil. Ovid 
images more often the movements and affections 
of the mind, either combating between two con- 
trary paflions. or extremely dilcompofed by one. 
His words therefore are the leatt part of his care; © 
for he pictures nature in diforder, with which the 
Study and choice of words is inconfiftent. This is | 
the proper wit of dialogue or difcourfe, and con- 
fequently of the drama, where all that is faid is to 
be fuppofed the effect of fudden thought; which, 
though it excludes not the quicknefs of wit in re- 
partees, yet admits nota too curious eledtian of 
words, too frequent allufions, or ufe of tropes, or | 
in fine any thing that fhews remotenefs of thought 
wor labour in the writer. On the other fide, Virgil 
{peaks not fo often to us in the perfon of another, 
dike Ovid, but in his own: he relates almoft all 
things as from himfelf, and thereby gains more 
liberty than the other, to exprels his thoughts 
with all the graces of elocution, to write more fi- 
uratively, and to confefs as well the labour asthe 
Force of his imagination. Though he defcribes 
his Dido well and naturally, in the violence of her 
Paflions, yet he mutt yield in that t. the Myrtha, 
the Biblis, the Althwa, of Ovid; for, as great an 
admirer of him as I am, I muft acknowledge, that 
if I fee not more of their fouls than [fee of Dido’s, 
at leaft 1 have a greater concernment for them :) 
and that convinces me, that Ovid has touched 
thofe tender ftrokes more delicately than Virgil 
ould. But when action or perfons are tu be de~ 
Teribed, when any fuch image is to be {ct before 
us, how bold, how mafterly are the ftrokes of 
Virgil! We fee the objects he prefents us with in 
their native figures, in their proper motions; but 
fo we ice them, as our own eyes could never have 
beheld them fo beautiful im themfelves. We fee 
the foul of the poct, like that univerfal one of 
which he fpeaks, informing and moving through 
all his pi@ures: 





Totamque infufa per artns 
“ Mens agitat molem, & magno fe corpore 
“ mifcet.” 


We behold him emhellifhing his images, as he 
makes Venus breathing beauty upon her fon Eneas. 
, 
$ lumnenque juventas 
“ Purpureum, & jztos oculis afffarat honotes ; 
“ Quale manus addunt ebori decus, aut ubi favo 
“ Argentum Pariufve lapis circumdatur-auro.” 


Sce his Tempeft, his Funeral Sports, his Combat 
of Turnus and neas: and in his Georgics, 
which I efteem the divineft part of all his writines, 


| 


nay 
the Plague, the Country, the Battle of the Bulle, 
the Labour ef the Bees, and thofe many other ex- 
cellent images of nature, moft of which are neithar 
great in themlelves, nor have afiy natural ornament 


“to bear them up: but the words wherewith be 


defcribes them are fo excellent, that it might he 


‘ well applied to him, which was faid by. Ovid, 


“ Materiem fuperabat opus: the very fourd of 
his words has often fomewhat that ia connatural 
to the fubjec; and while we read him, we fit, gs 
in a play, beholding the fcenes of what he rey 
fents. To perform this, he made frequent ae pe 
tropes, which you know change the nature ofa 
known word, by applying it to fome orher figni- 
fication; and this is it which. Porace means in 
his epiftle to the Pifo’s: 


“ Dixeris egregié, notum fi callida verbum. 
“ Reddiderit jundtura novum——” 


But I am fenfible Ihave prefumed too far to. 
entertain you with arude difcourfe of that art 
which you both knew fo well, ard put into prace 
tice with fo much happinely. Yet, befofe 1 leave 
Virgil, { muft own the vanity to tell you, and hy 
you the world, that he has been my matter in this 
poem : Ihave followed him every where, i know 
not with what fuccefs, but | am fure with dili 7 
enough : my images arc many of them copied” 
from him, and the reft are imitationsofhim. My 
expreffions alfo are as near as the idioms of the two 
Janguages would admit of in tranflarion, And this, 
fir, I have done with that boldnefs, for which I 
will ftand accountable to any of our little critics, 
who, perhaps, are no better acquainted with him 
thand am. Upon your firft perufal of this poem, 
yau have taken notice of fome words, which I 
have innovated (if it be too bald for me to fay 
refined) upon his Latin; which, as I offer not Jo 
introduce into Englifh profe, fo t hope they are 
neither improper, nor: altogether inelegant in 
verfe ; and, in this, Horace will again defend ae, 

“ Et nova fi@aque nuper habebunt verba fidem, & 
“ Graco fonte cadant, parct detorta——" 


The inference is exceeding plain: for if a Ro- 
man poet might have liberty to coin a word, fupe 
pofing only that it was derived from the Greek, 


-was put into a Latin termination, and that he wled 


this liberty but feldom, and with modefty ; how 
much more juftly may I challenge that privilege 
te do it with the fame prerequifites, from the beft 
and moft judicious of Latin writers! in fome 
places, where either the fancy or the words were 
his, or any other’s, I have noted it in the margin, 
that I might not feem a plagiary ; in others I have 
have negiedled it, to avoid as well tedioufnefe, 
as the affectation of doing it tou often. Such de» 
feriptions or images wel! wrought, which I proe 
mife not for mine, are, as I have faid, he adequate 


| delight of heroic poefy; for they beget admira- 


tien, which is its proper objet; as the images of 
burlefgue, which is contrary to this, by the fame 
ae aseny ebtied 





‘18 
beautified, as in the pidture of a fair woman, 
“which we all admire; the other fhews her de- 
formed, as in that of a lazar, or of a fool with dif- 
“torted face and antique geftpres, at which we can- 
not forbear to Jangh, becaufe it is a deviation from 
nature. But though the fame images ferve equal- 
Vy for the Fpic poefy, and for the hiftoric and 
panegyric, which are branches of it, yet a feveral 
* fort of fcalpture is to be ufed in them. If fome 
of theta are to be like’ thofe of Juvenal, “ Stantes 
* in curribus AEmiliani,” heroes drawn in their 
triumphal chariots, and in their full proportion ; 
others are to be like that of Virgil, “ Spirantia 
“ mollius gra ;’* there is fomewhat more of foft- 
nefs and tendernefs to be fhewn in them. You 
will foon find I write not this without concern. 
Some, who have feen a paper of verfes, which ¥ 
wrote laft year to her Highnefs the Dutchefs, have 
accufed them of that only thing I could defend in 
them, They faid, I did “ humi ferpere;”* that I 
wanted not only height of fancy, but dignity of 
‘words, to fet it off. I might well anfwer with 
that of Horace, Nunc non erat his locus;” { knew 
1 addreffed them to a'lady, and accordingly I affect- 
« ed the foftnefs of expreffion, and the {maothnefs of 
‘meafure rather than the height of thought; and in 
what I did endeavour, it is no vanity to fay I have 
‘fucceeded, 1 deteft arrogance; but there is fome 
‘difference betwixt that and a juft defence. But [ 
“will not farther bribe your candor, or the reader's. 
‘I leave them to fpeak for me; and, if they can, to 
make out that charaéter, not pretending to a 
~ greater, which I have given them, 

And now, fir, it is time 1 thould relieve you 
‘from the tedious length of this account. You 
have better and more profitable employm@nt for 
‘your hours, and J wrong the public to detain you 

Jonger. In conclufion, I muft leave my poem to 
‘you with all its faults, which I hope to find fewer 
‘in the printing by your emendations. I know 
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you are not of the number of thofe, of whom thy 
younger Pliny fpeaks; “ Nec fant parum multi? 
“* qui carpere amiccs fuos judicium vocant ;” I am 
rather too fecure of you on that fide. Your can-- 
dor in pardoning my errors may make you more 
remifs in correéting them ; if you will not withal 
confider chat they come into the world with your 
approbation, and through your hands. I beg from 
you the greateft favour you can confer upon an 
abfert perfon, fince { repofe upon your manage- 
ment what is deareft ta me, my fame and reputa- 
tion; and therefore I hope it will ftir you up to 
make my poem fairer by many of your blots; if 
not, you know the ftory of the gamefter who 
married the rich man’s daughter, and when her 
father denied the portion, chriftened all the chile 
dren by his furname, that if, in conclufion, they 
muft beg, they thould do fo by one name, as well 
as by the other. But fince the reproach of m: 
faults will light on you, it is but reafon E fhoul 
do you that juftice to the readers, to let them 
know, that, if there be any thing tolerable in this 
poem, they owe the argument to your choice, 
the writing to your encouragement, the correction 
to your judgment, and the care of it to your 
friendfhip, to which he muft ever acknowledge 
himfelf to owe all things, who is 


Six, 
The moft obedient, and moft ‘ 


Faithful of your fervantsy., 


From Charleton in Wittthire, 
Nov. 10, 1666, 


Joun Darprn, 
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THE YEAR OF WONDERS. 
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lL 

Tw thriving arts long time had Holland grown, 
Crouching at home and cruel when abroad : 

Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own ; 
Our king they courted, and our merchants aw'd. 


i, 
‘Trade, which like blood, thould circularly flow, 
Stopp’d in their channels, found its freedom loft : 
Thither the wealth of all the world did go, 
And f{eenr'd but fhipwreck’d on fo bate a coaft. 


Hr. 
For them alone the heavens had kindly heat ; 
In eaftern quarries ripening precious dew + 
For them the Idumzan balm did fweat, 
And jn hot Ceilon fpicy forefts grew. 
Vv. 
‘The fan but feem’d the labourer of the year; 
Hach waxing moon fupply’d her watery ftore, 
‘To {well thofe tides which from the line did bear 
Their brini-full yeffels to the Belgian fhore. 


v. . 

Thus, mighty in her fhips, ftood Carthage long, 
And fwept the riches of the world from far ; 
Yet Roop’d to Rome, lefe wealthy, but more 

ftrong : 
And this may prove our fecond Punic war. 
VR 
‘What peace can be, where both to one pretend? 
{But they more diligent, and we more ftrong) 
Or if a peace, it foon mutt have an end; 
Yor they would grow tuo powerful were it long. 





vit, 
Behold two nations then, engag’d fo far, “[land = 
"That cach feven years the fit muft fhake, each 
Where France will fide to weaken us by war, 
Who only can his vaft defigns withftand. 
vin. 
See how he feeds th’ Iberian with delays, 
To render us his timely friendfhip vain + 
And while his fecret foul in Flanders preys, 
He rocks the cradle of the babe of Spain, 
1x. 
Such deep defigns of empire does he lay 
O’er them, whofe caufe he feems to take in 
hand; 
And prudently would make thern lords at fea, 
To wham with eafe he can give laws by land. 


x. 
This faw our king; and long within his breaft 
His penfive counfels balanc’d to and fro: 
He griew’d the land he freed fhould be oppiets'd, 
And he Jef for it than ufurpers do, 
xr 
His generous mind the fair ideas drew 
Of fame and honour, which in dangers lay ; 
Where wealth, like fruit on precipices, grew, 
Not to be gather’d but by birds of prey. 
xt. 
The lofs and gain each fatally were great; 
And ftill his tubje@s call’d aloud for war : 
But peaceful kings, o’er martial people fet, 
Each other’s poize and senntere lee are; 
y 
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zt. 
He firf furvey’d the charge with careful eyes, 
Which none but mighty monarchs could main- 
tain; 
‘Yet judg’d, like vapours that from limbecs rife, 
lt would in richer thowers defcend again, 
XIV. 
At length refolv’d t? affert the watery ball, 
He in himfelf did whole Armadoes bring : 
Him aged feamen might their matter call, 
And choofe for general, were he not their king. 
xv. 
Tt feems as every fhip their fovereign knows, 
His awful fummons they fo foon obey ; 
So hear the fealy-herd when Proteus blows, 
Aad fo to pafture follow through the fca, 
xvi. 
To fee this feet upon the ocean move, 
Angels drew wide the curtains of the fies; 
And heaven, as if there wanted lights above, 
For tapers made two glaring comets rife. 
XVII. 
‘Whether they un@tuous exhalations are, 
Fir'd by the fun, or feeming fo alone ; 

Or cach fome more remote and flippery ftar, 
Which lofes footing when to mortals thewn. 
xviIt, 

Or one, that bright companion of the fun, 

Whofe glorious afpect feal’d our new-born king; 
And now, a round of greater years begun, 
" New influence from his walks of light did bring. 


xuX. 
“Vidorious York did firft with fam’d fuccefs, 
To his known. valour make the Dutch give 
place : ee 
Thus heaven our monarch’s fortune did confefs, 
Beginning congueft from his royal race. 
xx 


But fine it was decreed, aufpicious king, [main, 
In Britain’s right that thou fhouldft wed the 
Heaven, as a gage, would caft fome precious 
: thing, . 
And therefore doom'd that Lawfon fhould be 
fain, . 
‘ x1. 
Lawfon amongft the foremoft met his fate, 
‘Whom fea-green Sirens from the rocks lament: 
‘Thus as an offering for the Grecian ftate, 
‘He firft was kill’d who firit to battle went. 
- RK i 
Their chief blown up in air, not waves, expir'd, 
To which his pride prefum’d to give the law : 
‘The Dutch confefs'd heaven prefenc, and retir’d, 
And all was Britain the wide ocean faw. 
xm. 
To peareft ports their fiatter’d fhips repair, 
Where by cur dreadful cannon they Jay aw’d: 
Se reverently men quit the open air, 
‘When thunder fpeaks tlie angry gods abroad, 
‘XXIV. 
And now approach’d their fleet from India fraught, 
With all thé riches of the rifing'fun : 
And precious fand from fouthern elimates brought, 
‘The fatal regiens where the war begun. 
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ary. F 
Like hunted cattors, confcious of their fore, 2 
Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coaits they 
bring = 
There firft the North’s cold bofom fpices hore, 
And winter brooded on the eaftern {pring. 
XxVIL 
By the sich fcent we found our perfam’d prey, 
Which, flank’d with rocks, did clofe in covert 
fie: 
And round about their murdering cannon lay, 
At once to threaten and invite the eye. 
XXVI. 
Fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard, 
‘The Englith undertake th’ unequal war : 
Seven thips alone, by which the port is barr'd, 
Befiege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. 
XIVith. 
Thefe fight like hufbands, but like lovets thofe : 
"Thefe would Keep, and thofe more fain 
enjoy! 

And to fuch height their frantic paffion grows, 
‘That what both love, both hazard to deftroy. 
XxIx. 

Amidi whole heaps of Spices lights a ball, 

And now their odours arm’d againft them fly : 
Some precioufly by fhatter’d porcelain fall, 

And fome by aromatic fplinters die. 





Xxx. 

And though by tempefts of the prize bereft, 

In heaven's inclemency fome eafe we find : 
Our foes we vanquith’d by our valour left, 
And only yielded to the feas and wind. 


Xxx1, 
Nor wholly loft we fo deferv’d a prey; 
For ftorms repenting part of it reftor'd : 
Which, as a tribute from the Baltic fea, 
‘The Britith occan fent her mighty lord. 
xxx. 
Go mortals now and vex yourfelves in vain 
For wealth, which fo uncertainly muft come : 
When what was brought f:: far, and with fych pain, 
Was only kept to lofe it nearer home. 
XXXII. . 
The fon, who twice three months on th’ ocean toft, 
Prepar'd to tell what he had pafs'd before, 
Now fees in Englith thips the Holland coaft, 
And parents'arms, in vain, ftretch’d from the 
Shore. 
xxxiv., 
This careful bufband had been long away, 
Whom his chafte wife and little children mourn ; 
Who on their firigers learn’d to tell the day ‘ 
On which their father promis’d to return. 
XIXv, 
Such are the proud defigns of human-kind, 
And fo we fuffer thipwreck every where ! 
Alas, what port can fuch a pilot find, 
Who in the night of fate muft blindly fteer? 
XXXVI. 
The undiftinguith’d feeds of good and ill, 
Heaven in his bofom from our knowledge hides: 
And draws them in contempt of human ‘fi, 7 


Which oft for friends miftaken foes provides: 
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marvin 
‘Syet munfter’s prelate ever be accurt, 

In whom we feek the German. faith in vain: 
Alas, that he fhould teach the Englith firft, 

That fraud and avarice in the chorch could 

reign! 
‘XXXVIE. 
Happy, who never trug a ftranger’s will, 

Whofe friendthip’s ig his intereft underftood ! 
Since money given but tempts him to he ill, 

When power is too remote to make him good. 

REXIX. 
‘Till now, alone the mighty nations {trove ; 

The reft, at gaze, without the lifts did ftand; 
And threatening France, plac’d like a painted 
‘ ove, 

Reptlaie thunder in his lifted hand. 


xL. 
‘That ewnwch guardian of rich Holland’s trade, 
Who envies us what he wants power t'enjoy ; 
‘Whofe noifeful valour does no foe invade, 
And weak afliftance will his friends deftroy. 
. XL 
Offended that we fought without his leave, 
He takes this time his fecret hate to thew : 
Which Charles does with a mind fo calm receive, 
As one that neither fecks ner fhuns his foe, 
xi 
With France, to aid the Dutch, the Dancs unite ¢ 
France aa their tyrant, Denmark as their flave. 
But when with one three nations join to fight, 
They filently confefs that one more brave. 
XL 
Lewis had chas’d the Englifh from his thore ; 
But Charles the French as fubjects does invite : 
‘Would heaven for each fome Solomon reftore, 
Who, by their mercy, may decide their right ! 
LIV. 
Were fubjegts fo but only by their choice, 
And not from birth did forc’d dominion take, 
Our prince alone would have the public voice ; 
And all his neighbours realms would deferts 
make, 
XLY. 
He without fear a dangerous war purfues, 
Which without rafhnefs he began before : 
As honour made him firft the danger chufe, 
So. ftill he makes it good on virtue’s {core. 
RLVI. 
‘The doubled charge his fubjects love fupplies, 
‘Who in that bounty to themfelves are kind : 
So glad Egyptians fee their Nilus rife, 
And in bis plenty their abundance find. 
XLVI, 
‘With equal power he docs two chiefs create, 
Two fuch as each feem’d worthieft when 
alone 5 
Each able to fuftain a nation’s fate, 
- Since both had found a greater in their own, 
XLVIII, 
Both great in courage, condné, and in fame, 
Yee neither envious of the other's praife; 
Their duty, faith, and intereft too the fame, 
Like mighty partners equally they raife. 


at 
#LIK. 
‘The prince oog time had conrted fortune’s love, 
But once | fs’ did abfolutely reign : 
Thus with their Amazons the heroes ftrove, 
And tonquer’d fir thofe beauties they would 
gain. : 


i 
The duke beheld, like Scipio, with difdain, 
That Carthage, which he ruin’d, rife once more; 
And fhook aloft the fafces of the main, 
To fright thofe flaves with what they felt before. 
Ll 
Together to the watery camp they hafte, 
Whom matrons pafling to their children fhow 3 
Infants firft vows for them to heaven are caft, 
And future people blefs them as they go. 
im 
With them no riotous pomp, nor Afian train, 
To infe& a navy with their gaudy fears ; 
To make flow fights, and victories but vain : 
But war feverely Jike itfelf appears, 
Lui, 
Diffufive of themfelves, where’er they pafs, 
They make that warmth in others they expe ¢ 
Their valour works like bodies.on a glafs, 
And does its image on their men projea. 
Liv. * 
Our fleet divides, and ftraight the Dutch appear, 
In number, and a fam’d commander, bold : . 
The narrow feas can {carce their navy bear, 
Or crowded veffels can their foldiers hold. 
LY. 
The Duke, lefs numerous, but in courage more, 
On wings of all the winds to combat flies : 
His murdering guns 2 loud defiance roar, 
And bloody croffes on his flag-ftaffs rifes 
Lt, 


Both furl their fails, and ftrip them fot the 


ight 5 
Their folded fheets difmifs the ufelefs air : 
Th’ Elear plains could boaft no nobler fight, 
When ftruggling champions did their bodies 
bare, . 
Lvit. 3 
Borne each by other in a diftant line, 
The fea-built forts in dreadful order move + 
So vaft the noife, as if not fleets did join, 
But lands unfix'd; and floating nations flrove, 
LYVIII, 
Now pafe’d, on either fide they nimbly tack; 
Both ftrive to intercept and guide the winds . 
And, in its eye; mote clofely they come back, 
To finifh all the deaths they left behind, 
Lx, 
On high-rais'd decks the haughty Belgians ride, 
Beneath whofe fhade our humble frigates go: 
Such port the elephant bears, and fo defy’d 
By the rhinoceros her unequal fod. 


Lx. 
And as the built, fo different is the fight ; 
Their mounting fhot is on our fails defign’d : 
Deep in theif hblis our deadly bultets light, 
And oot the yielding planksa paflage 


B iy 
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txt. 
Qur dreaded admiral from far they threat, 
‘Whofe batter’d rigging their whole war reccives: 
All bare, like fome old oak which tempefts beat, 
He ftands, and fees below his featter'd leaves. 
LXiL. : 
Heroes of old, when wounded, fhelter fought ; 
But he who meets all danger with difdain, 
Ev'n in their face his fhip to anchor brought, 
And ficeple-high ftood propt upon the main. 
Lun, 
At this excefs of courage, all amaz'd, 
|. The foremoft of his foes a while withdraw : 
‘With fuch refpett in enter’d Rome they gaz’d, 
‘Who on high chairs the god-like fathers faw. 
we LXxIv. 
~" And now, as where Patroclus’ body lay, 
Here'Trajan‘chicfsadvanc’d,and therethe Greek; 
Ours o’er the Duke their pious wings difplay, 
*), And theirs the nobleft fpoils of Britain feck. 
ixv. 
‘Mean-time his bufy mariners he hattes, 
“His thattet’d fails with rigging to reftore 5 
nd willing pines afcend his broken matts, 
‘Whole lofty heads rife higher than before. 
LXvI. 
\ Straight to the Dutch he turns his dreadful prow, 
- "Mare fierce th’ intportant quarrel to decide : 
Like fwans, in long array his veffels fhow, 
‘Whofe crefts advancing do the waves divide. 
ixvit. 
They charge, recharge, and all along the fea 
\ "They drive, and fquander the huge Belgian fleet. 
Berkeley alone, who neareft danger lay, 
Did a like fate with loft Creiifa meet. 
txvitl. 
‘The night comes.on, we eager to purfue 
The combat fill, and they atham’d to leave: 
‘Till the laft ftreaks of dying day withdrew, 
‘And doubtful moon-light did our rage deceive. 
. Lx. 
In th’ Englith fleet each fhip refounds with joy, 
+ And loud applaufe of their great leader's fame ; 
In fiery dreams the Dutch they Rill deftroy, 
And flumbering fimile at the imagin’d flame. 
Lax, 

Not fo the Holland fleet, who, tir’d and done, 
Stretch’d on their decks like weary oxen lie: 
Faint fweats all down their mighty members run ; 
Vaft bulks which little fouls buc ill fupply. 

Lxxl. 
¥n dreams they fearful precipices tread : 
Or, thipwreck’d, labour to fome diftant fhore: 
Or in dark churches walk among the dead ; 
"They wake with horror and dare fleep no more. 
LXXxd. 
The morn they look on with unwilling eyes, 
"Till from their main-top joyful news they hear 
OF fhips, which by their mould bring new fup- 
‘And in theit colours Belgian lions bear. (plies, 
. UXT, 
Or watchful general had difcern’d from far 
"This mighty fuccour, which mace glad the foe: 
He figh’d, but like a father of the war, [flow. 
His face Spake hope, while deep his forrows 
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LExtve 
His wounded men he firft fends off to fort, 
Never till now uuwilling to obey ; 
They, not their wounds’ but want of ftrength, 
deplore, 
And think them happy who with him can ftay. 
Lxiv. 
Then to the reft, Rejoice, faid he, to-day ! 
In you the fortune of Great-Britain lies: © 
Among fo brave a people, you are they (prize. 
Whom heaven hath chofe to fight for fuch a 
Lxxvi. 
If number Englith courages could quell, —_[foes: 
We fhould at firft have fhunn’d, not met our 
Whofe numerous fails the fearful only tell: 
Courage from hearts and not from numbers 
grows. 
LXXVI. 
He faid, not needed mere to fay: 
To their known ftations cheerful 
And all at once, difdaining to be lait 
Solicit every gale to mect the foe, 
Lxxvul, 
Nor did th’ encourag’d Nelgians lorg delay, 
But bold in othere, not themfelves, they ftood : 
So thick, our navy {carce could fteer their way, 
But feem’d to wander in a moving wood. 
Laxix. 
Our little fleet was now engaged fo far, (fought ¢ 
That like the fword-fifh in the whale they 
The combat only feem'd a civil war, 
Till ‘hrough their bowels we our paifage 
wrought, 





th hafte 
they ga; 





LXXS. 
Never had valour, ne not ours, before 
Done aught like this upon the land or main. 
Were not to be o’ercome was to do more 
“Than all the conquetfts former kings did gain, 
LXAXI, 
The mighty ghofts of our great Harries rofe, 
And armed Ldwards look’d with anxious eyes,’ 
To fee his fleet among uncqual foes. {rife 
By which fate promsis'd them their Charles fhoutd 
L¥xx1L. 
Mean-time the Belgians tack upon otr rear, 
And raking chafe-guns through our flerns they 
* fend s 
Clofe by their fire-fhips, like jackals, appear, 
Who on their lions for the prey attend. 
EXXXINL. 
Silent in fmoke of cannon they come on 
Such vapours once did fiery Cacus hide + 
In thefe the height of pleas’d revenge is fhewn, 
Who burn contented by another’s fide. 
LXXXIV. 
Sometimes from fighting fquadrons of cach fleet, 
Deceiv’d themfelves, ot to preferve fom friend, 
“f'wo grapling Aétmas on the ocean meet. 
And Englifh fires with Belgian flames contend. 
LXXXV, 
Now at ¢ach tack our little fleet graws lefs ; 
And, like maim’d fowl], {wim lagging on the 
main: r; 
Their greater lofs their numbers fcarce confefs, 
While they lofe cheaper than the Englith gain: 
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* Lxxivi. 
Have yeu not feen, when whittled from the fit, 
© Some falcon floops at what her eye delign’d, 
And with her eagernefs the quarry mifs’d, 
Streight flies at check, and clips icdown the wind? 
- LEXXVEI. 
The daftard crow that to the wood made wing, 
‘And ices the groves no fhelter can afford, 
With her loud caws her craven kind does bring, 
Whe fafe in nambers cuff the noble bird. 
LXXEVHE- 
Among the Dutch thus Alhemarle did fare: 
He could not conquer, and difdain’d to fly ; 
Paft hope of falety, ’twas his Jateft care, 
Like falling Cefar, decently :o die. 
LXXXIX. 
Yet pity did his manly fpirit move, 
To fee thofe perith who fo well had fought: 
And graciouily with his defpair he Rrove, 
Refolv’d to live till he their fafety wrought. 
xc. 
Let other Mufes write his profperous fate, 
Of conquer'd nations tell, and kings reftor’d : 
But mine thall fing of his eclips’d eftate, 
Which, luke the fun’s, more wenders docsafford. 
xch 
He drew his mighty frigates all before, 
On which his foe his fruitlefs force employs : 
His weak ones deep into his rear he bore 
Remote from guns, as fick men from the noife. 
xCu. 
His fiery cannon did their paflage guide, {foe 
‘And following fmoke obfcur'd. them from the 
‘Thos Ifrael, fafe from the Egyptian’s pride, 
By flaming pillars and by clouds did go. 
xe. 
Elfewhere the Belgian force we did defeat, 
But here our courages did theirs fubdue : 
$o Xenophon once led that fam’d retreat, 
Which firft the Afian empire overthrew. 
XCIV. 
The foe approach'd ; and one for his bold fin 
‘Was fuk; as he that touch’d the ark was flain: 
"The wild waves mafter’d him and fuck’d him in, 
And fmiling eddies dimpled on the main. 
‘XCV. 
"This feen, the reft at awh) diftance flood : 
‘As if they had been there as fervants fet 
"To ftay, or to go on, as he thought good, 
‘And not purive but wait on bis retreat. 
xeva. 
So Libyan hentfmen, on fome fandy plain, 
From fhady coverts rouz’d, the lion chi 
The kingly beaft roars out with loud difdain, 
‘And lowly n:oves, unknowing to give place, 
XCVII. 
But if fome one approach to dare his force, 
He twings his tail, and fwifdy turns bim round ; 
‘With one paw feizes on his erembiing horfe, 
‘And with the othcr tears him to the ground, 
‘XCVIEL. 
Amidft thefe toils fucceeds the balmy night ; 
Now hifling waters the quencli’d guns reftore ; 
And weary waves withdrawing from the fight, 
Lie Juli’d and panting on the fient fhore. 
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XCIXe 
The moon fhone clear on the becalmed flood, 
‘Where, while her beamslike glirtering filverplay; 
Upon the deck our careful general ftood, : 
‘And deeply mus’d on the fucceeding- days 
¢. 


That happy fun, faid he, will rife again, 
‘Who twice viGtorious did our navy fee = 
‘And I alane muft view him rife in vain, 
Without one ray of all his flar for me, 
Che 
Yet like an Englith general wili I die, : 
And all the ocean make my fpacions grave t. 
Women and cowards on the land may he; . - 
‘The fea’s a tomb that’s proper for the braves */ 
cu. 
Reftlefs he pafs’d the remnant of the night, 
‘Tilhtthe freth air proclaim’d the morning nigh 
And burning hips, the martyrs of the fight, 
With paler fires beho!d the eaftern tky. 
cu. 
But now, his ftores of ammunition fpent, 
His naked valour is his only guard : 
Rare thunders are from his dumb cannat fent, 
And folitary guns are fearcely heard. 
civ. 
‘Thos fur had fortune power, he forc’d to flay, 
Nor longer durft with virtue be at Mrife + 
This is a ranfom Albemarle did pay, . 
For all the glories of to great a life, 
cy. 
For now brave Rupert from afar appears, 
Whote waving fireamers the glad general knows3 
With full-{pread fails his eager navy teers, 
And evety fhip in iwift proportion grows. 
cv. 
The anxious prince had heard the cannon long, 
And from that length of time dive omens drew 
Of Englith overmatch’d, and Dutch too ftrong, 
Who never fought three days, but to purfue. 
evil. 
Then, as an eagle, who with picus care 
Was beating widely on the wing for prey, 
To her now fileut eiry docs repair, 
‘And finds her callow infants fore’d away + 
cv. 
Stung with her love, the ftoops upon the plain, 
“Phe broken air loud whiftling as the flies + 
she ftops ani liftens, and fhuots forth again, 
And guides her pinions by her young ones cries. 
ix. 
With fuch kind paffion haftes the prince to fight,, 
‘And fpreads his flying canvafs to the found: . 
Him, whom no danger were he there could fright, 
Now abfent every little noife can wound. 
cx, ® 
As in a drought the thirfty creatures cry, 
And gape upon the gather’d clouts tor rain; 
And firit the martlec meets it in the bk 
‘And with wet wings joys all the fe 
xi. 
With fach glad hearts did our defpairiug men 
Salute th’ appearauce of the prince’s feet 5 
Apd cach ambitioufly would claim the ken, 
That with firft eyes did diftant fafety mects 
B ity 
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exin 
‘The Duteti, who came like greedy hirids before, 
Fo reap the harvelt their ripe ears did yield. 
Now look like thofe, when tolling thunders roar, 
And fheets of lighting blaft the ftanding field. 
cxul. 
"Wl in the prince’s paffage, hills of fand, 
And dangerous flats in fecret ambuth lay, 
» ‘Where the falfe tides thitt o'er the cover'd land, 
And feamen with diffembled depths betray. 
cXlv, 
‘The wily Dutch, who like fall’n angels fear’d 
This new Meffiah’s coming, there did wait, 
“And round the verge their braving veffela fteer’d, 
‘To tentpt his courage with {0 fair a bait, 
4 cxy. 
“Bat be unmov'd contemns their idle threat, 
Becure of fame whene’er he pleafe to fight : 
His cold experience tempers all his heat, 
And inbred worth doth boafting valour Aight. 
: cxvi. 
! Heroic virtue did his a@ions guide, 
And the fub{ance not th’ appearance chofe = 
To refeixe one {uch friend he took more pride, 
Than to deftroy whole thoufands of fuch foes. 
CXVIL, 
Bet when approach’d, in ftri& embraces bound, 
Rupert and Albemarle together grow? 
He joys to have his friend in fafety found, 
Which he tonone but to that friend would owe. 
exvus. 
The cheerful foldiers, with new ftores fupply’d, 
“Now long to execute their {pleenful will ; 
And, in revenge for thofe three days they try’d, 
With oneylike Jofhua’s, when the fun ftood fill. 
cxix, 
‘Thus reinfore'd, againft the adverfe fleet, 
, ‘Still doubling ours, brave Rupert leads the way: 
“With the firft blufhes of the morn they meet, 
And bring night back upon the new-born day. 
XX. 
His prefence foon blows up the kindling fight, 
And his loud guns {peak thick like angry men : 
Tt feem’d as Naughter had been breath’d all night, 
And death new pointed his dull dare again, 
XXL. 
‘The Dutch too well his mighty conde knew, 
"; and matchlefs courage, lince the former fight : 
‘Whofe navy like a ftiff-itretch’d cord did thew, 
* "Fill he bore in and bent them into fight, 
exxat, 
‘The wind he thares, while half their fleet offends 
His open fide, and high above him fhows : 
Upoa the reft at pieafure he defcends, 
And doubly harm’d he doubje harms beftows, 
CXXUL 
Behind the general mends his weary pace, 
and fnllenly to his revenge he fails 3 
So giides fome trodden ferpent on the grafe, 
“And jong behind his wounded volume trails, 
CXXLY. 
Th’ iscreafing found is borne to either hhore, 
And for their ftakes the throwing nations fear: 
‘Theie paffions double with the cannons Tear, 
Aad with warm withes each man combats there, 
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caxv, 
Ply’d thick and clofe as when the fight begus, 
‘Their huge unweildy navy waftes away: 
So ficken waneing moons too near the fan, 
And blunt their crefcents om the edge of day. 
CXEVI. 

And now reduc’d on equal terme to fight, 
‘Their fhips like wafted patrimonies fhow 9 
Where the thin feattering trees admit the light, 
And fhun each other's thadows as they grow.. 
Cxxvn, 

The warlike prince had fever'd from the reft 
Two giant thips, the pride of all the main 3 
Which with his one fo vigoroufly he prefs’d, 
And flew fo home they could not rife again. 
CXXVIIT. 
Already batter’d, by his lee they lay, 
In vain upon the pafling winds they call : 
The pafling winds through their torn canvafs play} 
And flagging fails on heartlefs failors fall, 
CxXxIx. 
‘Their open’d fides receive a gloomy light, 
Dreadful as day let into thades below : 
‘Without grim death rides barefac’d in their fight, 
And urges entering billows as they flow. 


cxxx, 
‘When one dire thot, the laft they coutd fupply, 
Clofe by the board the prince’s main-mait bore: 
All three now helplefs by each other lic, 
And this offends not, and thofe fear 10 more. 
cxxxr, 
So have I feen fome fearful hare maintain 
A coarfe, till tir’d before the dog the lay + 
Who ftretch’d behind her pants upon the plain, 
Patt power to kill, as the to get away. 
cxxxsT. 
With his loll’d tongue he faintly licks his prey ; 
His warm breath blows her flix up as fhe lies ; 
She trembling creeps upon the ground away, 
And looks back to him with befeeching eyes, 
CXXXITE. 
The prince unjuftly does his ftars accufe, 
Which hinder’d him to pufh his fortune on; 
For what they to his courage did refufe, 
By mortal valour never muft be done. 
CXXXIV. 
This lucky hour the wife Batavian takes, 
Aad warns his tatter’d flcet to follow home 
Proud to have fo got off with equal ftakes, 
Where ’twas a triumph not to be o’ercome, 
CXXXV. 
The general’s force as kept alive by fight, 
Now nor oppos'd no longer can purfue 
Lafting tilt heaven had done his courage right ; 
When he had conquer'd he hi. weaknefs knew, 
CXXXVI. 
He cafts a frown on the departing foe, 
And fighs to fee him quit the watery field; 
His flern fix’d eyes no fatisfaion fhuw, 
For all the glories which the fight did yield. 
CXEXVIE, 
Though as when fiends did miracles avow, 
He itands confefs’d ev'n by the boaftful Dutch + 
He only does his conqueft difavow, 
And thinks too little what they found too much. 
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CEXXVIIL. 
Return'd, he with the fleet refolv'd to ftays 
“. No tender thoughts of home his heart divide ; 
Dometic joys and cares he puts away; (guide. 
For realms are houfholds which the great muft 
CXXXIX, 
‘As thofe who unripe veins in mines explore, 
On the rich bed again the warm turf lay, 
"Fill time digefts the yet imperfect ore, 
And know it will be gold another day: 
cxrL. 
80 looks our monarch on this early fight, 
Th’ effay and rudiments of great fuccela: 
‘Which all-maturing time muf bring to light, 
While he like heaven does each day’s labour blefs. 
ext. 
Heaven ended not the firft or fecond day, 
Yet each was perfect to the work defign’d: 
God and kings work, when they their work furvey, 
A paflive aptnefs in all {ubje@s find. 
cXLIl. 
In burden'd veffels firft with {peedy care, 
His plenteous ftores do feafon’d timber fend : 
‘Thither the brawny earpenters repair, 
And as the furgeons of maim’d hips attend. 
cXLUI. 

‘With cord and canvafs from rich Hamburgh fent, 
His navy’s molted wings he imps once more : 
Tall Norway fir, their mafts in battle fpent, [ftore. 

And Englifh oak, fprung leaks and planks, re- 
cxLIY. 
All hands employ’d the royal work grows warm + 
Like labouring bees on a long fummer’s day, 
Some found the trumpet for the reft to fwarm, 
And fome on beils of tafted lilies play. 
exLv. 
With glewy wax fome new foundations lay 
Of virgin-combs which from the roof are hung : 
Some arm'd within doors upon duty flay, 
Or tend the fick, or educate the young. 
CXLVI. 
So here fome pick out bullets from the fides, [rift : 
Some drive old okum through each feam and 
Their left hand does the calking iron guide, 
The rattling mallet with the right they lift. 
cXLvII, ‘ 
‘With builing pitch another near at hand, 
From friendly Sweden brought,thefeams inftops: 
Which, well paid o’er,the falt fea waves withftand, 
And fhakes them from the rifing beak it drops. 
eXLVun. 
Some the gall’d ropes with dawby marline bind, 
Or iear-cloth mafts with ftrong tarpawling coats: 
‘To try new fhrouds one mounts into the wind, 
And one below their eafe or itiffnels notes, 
CXLIX. 
Our careful monarch ftands in perfon by, 
His new-caft cannons firninefs to explore: 
‘The ftrength of big~corn’d powder loves to try, 
And ball anc cartride forts for every bore. 
cL. 
Each day brings frefh fupplies of arms and men, 
And fhij's which ail lait winter were abroad ; 
And fuch as fitted fince th: fight had been, 
Or nev from flocks, were fali’a into the read. 








2 
cL. 
The goodly London in her gallant trim, 
‘The Phenix, daughter of the vanifh'd old, 
Like a rich bride does to the ocean fwim, 
And on her thadow rides in floating gold. 
cir. 
Her flag aloft fpread ruffling to the wind, : 
And fanguine ftreamers feem the flood to fire 
The weaver, charm’d with what his loom defga'd, 
Goes on to fea, and knows not to retire. 
cLUI. 
With roonry decks, her guns of mighty @rehgth,. 
Whofe low-laid mouths cach mounting billew 
laves ¢ ‘ 
Deep in her draught, and warlike in her length, 
She feems a fea-wafp flying on the waves. 
cLIV. . 
‘This martial prefent, pioufly defign’d, 
The loyal city give their beft-low'd king: — *- 
And with a bounty ample as the wind, 
Built, fitted, and maintain’d, to aid him bring. 
cLv. 
By viewing nature, nature’s handmaid, art 
Makes mighty things from fmall beginnings 
grow: . 
‘Thus fithes firft to fhipping did impart, 
Their tail the radder, and their heat the prow. 
CLYI. 
Some fog perhaps upon the waters fwam, 
An ufelefs drift, which rudely cut within, 
And hollow’d firft a floating trough became, 
And crofs fome rivulet paffage did begin. 
cLvul. 
In thipping fach as this, rhe Irith kern, 
And untaught Indian on the ftream did glide z 
Ere fharp-keel’d boats to ftem the flood did 
learn, 
Or fin-like oars did fpread from either fides 
CLVIII. 
Add but a fail, and Saturn fo appear’d, 
When from loft empire he to exile went, 
And with the golden age to Tyber fteer’d, 
Where.coin and commerce firft he did invent. 
cLix. 
Rude as their thips was navigation then; 
No ufeful compafs or meridian known ; 
Coatting, they kept the land within their kea, 
_ And knew no North but when the Pole-ftar 
fhone, 
eux. 
Of all who fince have us'd the open fea, 
Than the bold Englif none more fame have 
won: + 
Beyond the year, and out of heaven’s high way, . 
‘They make difcoveries where they fee no fun, 
cLXi, 
But what fo tong in vain, and yet unknown, 
By poor mankind’s bemghted wit is fought, 
Shall in this age to Britain firft be fhown, 
And hence be to admiring nations taught. 
ceux. 
The cbbs of tides and their myfterious flow, 
We, as art’s elements, fhall underftand, 
And as by line upon the ocean go, : 
Whole paths fhali be familiar as the land. 
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CLXUL, 
Inftracted thips thall fail to quick commerce, 
By which remoteft regions are ally'd; 
Which makes one city of the auniverfe ; 
Where fome may gain, and all may be fupply’d. 
cLxIv. 
Then we upon our globe’s lat verge hall go, 
And view the ocean leaning on the tky: 
From thence our rolling neighbours we thal] know, 
And on the lunar world fecurely pry. 
CLE, 
This | foretel from your aufpicious care, 
Who great in fearch of God and nature grow ; 
‘Who heft your wife Creator's praife.declare, 
-Since beit to praife his works is be& to know. 
cLEvL, 
O truly royal! wha behold the law 
And sule of-bgings in your maker’s mind: 
“And thence, like limbecs, rich ideas draw, 
Vo-fis the level’d ufe of human-kind. 
: CLAVIL. 
Bat firfl.the toile of war we muft endure, 
{ And.fron.¢b’ injurious Dutch redeem the feas. 
,War snakes the valiant of his tight fecure, 
And gives up fraud to be chaftis'd with eafe, 
CLXVIIE. 
Already, were the Belgians on our coat, 
‘Whofe fleet more mighty every day became 
By late fuccefs, which they did falfely boat, 
Ang. now by fir appearing feem’d to claim. 


cLxux. 
Defigning, fubtle, diligent, and clofe, 
They knew to manage war with wife delay : 
- Yet all thofe arts their vanity. did crofs, 
And by their pride their prudence did betray. 


cLxx. 
Nor ftaid the Englith long; but well fupply’d, 
Appear as numerous as th’ infulting foe : 
¢ combat now by courage muft be try’d, 
Aand the fuccefs the braver nation fhow. 
cLxxr, 
There was the Plymouth fquadron now come in, 
Which in the Straights laft winter was abroad 3 
Which ewice on Bifcay’s working bay had been, 
And on the midland fea the French had aw’d. 
CLXx11. 
Old expert Allen, loyal al! along, 
Fan'd for his action on the Smyrna fleet : 
¢ And Holmes, whofe name fhall live in epic fong, 
While mufic aumbera, ar while verfe has feet. 
CLXXLL, 
Holmes, the Achates of the general's fight ; 
Who firtt bewitch’d our eyes wich Guinea gold: 
As once old Cato in the Roman fight 
‘The tempting fruits of Afric did unfold. 
cLxxiv, 
‘With him went Sprag, as bountiful 2 brave, 
Whom hishigh courage tocommand had brought : 
Harman, who did the twice-fr'd Harry fave, 
And in his burning fhip undaunted fought, 
CLxxy. 
‘Young Hollis on a Mufe by Mars begot, 
Born, Czfar like, to write and ag great deeds: 
Impatient to revenge his fatal thot, 


His right hand doubly to his left fucceeds. 





. eLxxvi. 

Thoufands were there in darker fame that dwelly 

Whofe deeds fome nobler poem thall adorn : 
And though to me unknown, they fure fought well 

Whom Rupert led, and who were Britith born. 

CLRxvit. 

Of every fize an hundred fighting fail: 

So waft the navy now at anchor tides, 

That underneath it the prefs'd waters fail, ‘i 
And with its weight it thoulders off the tides, 
CLEXVIE. 

Now anchors weigh’d the {eamen fhout fo thrill, 
‘That heaven and earth and the wide ocean rings: 
A breeze from weftward waits their fails to fill, 
And refs in thofe high beds his downy wings, 
cLxxix. 
The wary Dutch this gathering ftorm forefaw, 
And durft not bide it on the Englith coat : 
Behind their treacherous thallows they withdraw, 
And there lay fnares ro catch the Britith holt. 
CLXxx, 
So the falfe fpider, when her nets are fpread, 
Deep ambufh'd in her filent den does lie : 
And feels far off the trembling of her thread, 
Whote filmy cord thould bind the truggling fly. 
CLXXXI. 
Then if at laft the find him faft befet, 
She iffues forth and runs along her loom : 
She joys to touch the captive in her net, 
And drags the little wretch in triumph home, 
CLYXXIT. 

The Beigians hop'd that, with diforder’d hafte, 
Our deep-cut keels upon the fands night run: 
Or if with caution leifurely were patt, [one 

Their numerous grofs might charge us one by 
CLXXENT. 
But with a fore-wind pufhing them, ahoye, 

And fwelling tide that heav'd them. from below, 
O'er the blind flats our warlike fquadrons move, . 
And with {pread fails to welcome battle yo. 
CLXXKIV, 

Ic feem’d as there the Britith Neptune ftood, 
With ail his hofts of waters at corffmand, 
Beneath them to {ubmit th’ officieus food 5 
And with his trident fhov’d them off the fand, 
CLERK, 
To the pale foes they fuddenly draw near, 
And {ummon them to unexpeéed fight : 

They ftart like murdercrs when ghofts appear, 
And draw their curtains in the dead of right. 
CLEXXVIL 
Now van to van the foremoft fquadrons meet, + 

The midmoft battles haftening up behind : 
Who view far off the orm of falling Neer, 
And hear their thunder rattling in the wind, 
CLXEXVII. 
At length the adverfe admirals appear: 
The two bold champions of each country's right: 
Their eyes defcribe the lifts as they come near, 
And draw the lies of death beiure they fight, 
CLXZXVIIL 
The diftance judg’d for thot of every fize, P 
The linftocs tench, the ponderous ball expires ; 
‘The vigorous feaman every port-holes plies, 
. Aad adds his heart to every gun he fires} 
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CLEXXIE. 
“pBierce was the fight on the proud Belgians fide, 
For honour, which they feldom fought before: 
But now they by their own vain boats were ty’d, 
‘And forc’d at leaft in thew to prize it more. 


exe, 
But fharp remembrance on the Englifh part, 
‘And fhatne of being match'd by fuch a foe, 
Rouze confcious virtue up in every heart, 
And {eeming to be ftronger makes them fo. 
exer. 
Nor long the Belgians could that fleet fuftain, 
Whick did rwo generals’ fates, and Ca:far’s bear 
Fach feveral fhip a victory did gain, 
As Rupert or as Albemarle were there. 
excl, 
"Their batter’d admiral too foon withdrew, 
Unthank’d by ours for his unfinifi’d fight : 
Bout he the minds of his Dutch matters kuew, 
Who call'd that providence which wecali’d flight. 
cxeull, 
Never did men more joyfully obey, 
Or fooner undertto.d the fign to fly: 
, With tuch alacrity they bore away, * 
As if, to praife them, all the States ftood by, 
cxcly. 
© famous leader of the Belgian fleet, 
Yhy monument infcrib’d fuch pralfe fhall wear, 
‘As Varro timely flying once did meet, 
Becaufe he did not of his Rome defpair. 
CXCW. 
Behold that navy, which a while before 
Provok’d the tardy Engiith clots to fight; 
Now draw their beaten veilels clole to thore, 
‘As larks lie dar’d to fhun the hobbies Aight. 
exevig 
Whoe’er would Englifh movuments furvey, 
In other records may our courage know ¢ 
But lee them hide the iory of this day, 
‘Whofe fame was blemiih'd by too bale a foe. 
eXcvdi, 
Or if too bufity they will inquire 
Into a victory, which we difdain 
Then let them know the Belgians did retire 
Befure the patron faint of injur’d Spain. 
excvul. 
Repenting England this revengeful dey 
To Philip's manes did an offering bring : 
England, which fir, by leading them aftray, 
Flatch'd up rebellion to deftroy ber king. 
cxClk. 
Our fathers bent their baneful induftry, © 
To check a monarchy that flowly grew $ 
But did not France or Holland’s fate forefee, 
Whole rifing power to {wift dominion flew. 
Ce 
Yn fortune’s empire blindly thus we go, 
And wander alter pathlefs deftiny ; 
‘Whole dark reforts fince prudence cannot know, 
In vain it would provide for what fhall be. 


ccl, 
But whate’er Englith to the blefs’d tball go, 
And the fourth Harry or firft Orange meet ; 
Find him difowning ef a Bourbon foe, 
And him detefting a Batavian flect. 



















ay 
cers 
Now on their coafts our conquering navy rides, 
 Waylays their merchants, and their land befets; 
Each day new wealth withour their care provides ¢ 
They lie afleep with prizes in their nets. 
ccm. 
So clofe behind fome promontory le 
‘The huge leviathans t’ attend their prey; 
And give no chace, but {wallow in the fry, [ways 
Which through their gaping jaws miftake the 
cel, 
Nor was this ali: in ports and roads remote, 
Deftructive fires among whole fleets wefeies 


‘Triumphant flames upon the water float, mA 
‘And out-bound ships at home their voyage efttlye 
cev. 


Thofe various fquadrons varioufly defign’d, 
Each veffel freighted with a feveral load, 
Each fquadron waiting for a feveral wind, 
‘All find but one, to burn them in the road, 
ccvl. 
Some bound ‘for Guinea golden fand to find, 
Bore ll-the gands the fimple natives wear 
Sonie for the pride of Turkifh courts defign’d, 
For fulded turbants fineft Holland hear. 
cevil, 
Some Englith wool vex'd in a Belgian loom, 
And into cloth of {pungy foftnefs made, 
Did into France or colder Denmark doom, 
‘To ruin with worle ware our ftapie trade. 
ccvilis 
Our greedy feamen rummage every hold, 
Smile on the booty of each wealthier cheft ; 
‘Aud as the priefts who with their gods make bold, ~ 
"Vake what they like, and fucrifice the reft. 
cCik. 
But ah! how infincere are all our joys! — {fay z, 
Which, fent from heaven, like lightning make-no 
‘Their palling tafte the journey’s length deftroys, 
Or grief fent poft o’ertakes them on the way. 
ccx. 
Swel!’d with our late fucceiles on the foc, [erofry 
Which France and Holland wanted power to 
We urge an unieen fate to lay us low, 
‘And feed their envious eyes with Englith lofiy 
con. 
Each element his dread command obeys, 
Who makes or rvins with a fmile or frowns 
Who, as by one he did our nation raife, 
So now he with another pulls us down, 
ccxil. 
Yet, London, entprefs of the northern cfime, 
By an high fate thou greatly didit expire 
Great as the world’s, which, at the death of time, 
‘Mutt fall, and rife a nvbler frame by fire. 
cecxill. 
‘As when fome dire ufurper heaven provides, 
‘To fcourge his courtry with a lawlcis fway 5 
His birth, perhaps, fome petty villege hides, 
And fets his cradle out, uf fortune’s way. 
coxiv. . 
Till, fully ripe, his fwelling fate breaks out, 
And hurries him to mighty mifchiefs on : 
His prince, furpriz’d at firft, no ill could doubt, 
And wants the power tw mect it when ‘us known. 
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conv. 
fuch was the rife of this Prodigious fire, 


_ Which in mean buildings firft obfcurely bred, 


From thence did foon to open fireets afpire, 
And ftraight to palaces and temples fpread, 

; cexvi. 

The diligence of trades and noifeful gain, 
‘And loxtry more late, afleep were laid: 

All'was the night's; and in her filent reign 
No found the reft of nature did invade, 

CCXVIE. 

In this deep quiet, frou: what fource unknown, 

‘Thole feeds of fire their fatal birth difclofe ; 


And firft few fcattering {parks about were blown, 


Big with the flames that to our ruin rofe, 
cervul. 
Then in fome clofe-pe::t room it crept along, 
And fmouldering as it went, in lence fod; 
‘Till th’ infant montter, with devouring ftrong, 
‘Walk'd boldly upright, with exalted head, 
ccxix, 
Now like fome rich and mighty nvurderer, 


‘Too great for prifon, which he breaks with gold; 


‘Who frether for new mifchiefs docs appear, 


“ Apd dares the world to tax him with the old = 


cexx. 
So “feapes th’ infulzing fire his narrow jail, 
And makes {mail outlets into open air: 
‘There the fierce winds his tender force affail, 
And beat him downward to his firft repair, 
COXXE. 
The winds like crafty courtezans with-held 


His flames from burning, but to blow them 
[more : 


sand every frefh attempt he is repell’d 
With faint denials weaker than before, 
CCxxII. 
And now no longer letted of his prey, 
’ He leaps up at it with enrag’d defire : 
O'erlooks the neighbours with a wide furvey, 
"And nods at every houfe his threatening fire. 
CoxxIl. 
The ghofts of traitors from the bridge defcend, 
With bold fanatic fpetres to rejoice : 
About the fire into a dance they bend, 
And fing their fabbath notes with feeble voice. 
CCXXIV, 
@ur guardian angel faw them where they fate 
‘ Above the palace of our flumbering king : 
° He figh'd, abandoning his charge to fate, 
And drooping, oft look’d back upon the wing, 
CCXXV, 
At length the crackling noife and dreadful blaze 
Cail’d up fome waking lover to the fight ; 
And Jong it was e’er he the reft could raife, 
Whole heavy eye-lids yet were full of night, 
CEXXVI. 
The next to danger, hot purfued by fate, 
Half-cloath’d, half-naked, haftily retire : 


nd frighted mothers flrike their breafts too late, 


For helplefs infants left amidft the fire. 
COXEVII, 

Their eries foon waken ail the dwellers near ; 
Now murmuring noifes rife in every fircet + 
‘The more remote ren ftumbling with their fear, 
Aud in the dark men jufile as they meet. 


eerxvur. 
So weary bees in little cells repofes 
But if night-robbers life the well-ftor'd hive, 
An humming through their waxen city grows, 
And out upon each other’s wings they drive. 
CCXXIX, 
Now ftreets grow throng’d and buly as by day 
Some run for buckets ta the hallow’d quire: 
Some cut the pipes, and fome the engines play : 
And fome more bold mount ladders to the 
fire. 
ccxxr, 
Tn vain: for from the eaft a Belgian wind 
His hoftile breath through the dry rafters fent 5 
The flames impell’d foon left their foes behind, 
And forward with a wanton fury went, 
CCXXXI, 
A key of fire ran all along the fhore, 
And lighten’d all the river with a blaze : 
The waken'd tides began again to roar, 
And wondering fith in thining waters gaze, 
CCXXXIT, 
Old father Thames rais’d up his reverend head, 
But fear’d the fate of Simois would return : 
Deep in his ooze he fought his fedgy bed, 
And fhrunk his waters back unto his urn. 
cexxxin, 
The fire, mean time, walks in a broader gtofas 
To cither hand his wings he opens wide : 
He wades the ftrcets, and ftraight he reachee 


crofs, 
And plays his longing flames on th’ other fide. 
CCXXXIV, 
At firt they warm, then fcorch, and then they 
take; 
Now with long necks from fide to fide they 
feed: 
At length grown ftrong their mother-fire fore 
fake, 
And a new colony of flames facceed. 
CCXXXV, 


To every nobler portion of the town 
The curling billows roil their reftlefs tide : 
In parties now they ftraggle up and down, 
As armies unoppos’d for prey divide. 
CCXxxvI, 
One mighty fquadron with a fide-wind Iped, 
Through narrow lanes his cumber’d fire does 
‘By powerful charms of gold and filver led, [hafte, 
The Lombard bankers and the Change to wake, 
COXRKVII. 
Another backward to the Tower would £0, 
And flowly eats his way againit the wind : 
But the main body of the marching foc 
Againft th’ imperial palace is delign'’d, 
CONMXVITI. 
Now day appears, and with the day the king, 
Whofe carly care had robb’d him of his reft + 
Far of the cracks of falling honfes ring, 
And fhrieks of fubje@s pierce his tender breaft. 
CCEXXIX, 
Near as he draws, thick harbingers of {moke 
With gloomy pillars cover all the place; 
Whofe little intervals of night are broke 
By fparks, that drive ageinit his facred face. 
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cexe, 
5 aMore than his guards his forrows made him 
known, 
And pious tears, which down his cheeks did 
fhower : 
The wretched in his grief forgot their own; 
So much the pity of a king has power. 
ecaLi. 
He wept the flames of what he lov’d fo well, 
And what fo well had merited his love ; 
For never prince in grace did more excel, 
Or royal city more in duty ftrove. 
cCrLi, 
Nor with an idle care did he behold : 
Subjects may grieve, but monarchs muft redrefs ; 
He chears the fearful, and commends the bold, 
And makes defpairers hope for good fuccels. 
CCXLIII. 
Hinvlelf directs what firft is to he done, 
And orders all the fuccours which they bring + 
The helpful and the good about him ron, 
And form an army worthy fuch a king, 
CCXEIY, 
He fees the dire contagion {pread fo faft, 
That where it feizes ull relief is vain : 
And therefore muft unwillingly lay waite 
‘That country, which would clic the foe maintain 
SOKLY. 
The powder blows up all before the fire : 
Th’ amazed flames ftands gather’d on a heap ; 
And from the precipice’s brink retire, 
Afraid to venture on fu large a leap. 
CCXLVI. 
Thus fighting fires a while themfelves confume, 
But ftraight like Turks fore’d on to win or die, 
They firft lay tender bridges of their fume, 
And o'er the breach in unétious vapours fly. 
CCXLVIL, 
Part flay for paflage, till a gut of wind 
Ships o'er their forces in a thining fheet : 
Part creeping under ground their journey blind, 
«nd climbing from below their fellows meet. 
COXLVIIT. © 
‘Thus to fome defert plain, or old weod-fide, 
Dire night-hags come from far to dance their 
round ; 

And o’cr broad rivers on their fiends they ride, 
Or {weep in clouds above the blafted ground. 
CCXLIX. 

No help avails; for, hydra-like, the fire 
Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his way : 
And fcarce the wealthy can one half retire, 
Before he rushes in to thare the prey. 
ech. 
The rich grow fuppliant, and the poor grow proud: 
Thofe offer mighty gain, and thefe afk more : 
So void of pity is th’ ignoble crowd, 
When others ruin may increafe their ftore. 
ccLi, 

As thofe whe live by fhores with joy behold 
Some wealthy vefle! flit or ftranded nigh ; 
And from the rocks leap down for thipwreck’d 

gold, 
And feck the tempefts which the others fy : 


«2 


CL. 
So thefe but wait the owners laft defpair, 
And what’s permitted to the flames invades. 
Ev'n from their jaws they hungry morfels tear, 
And on their backs the fpoils of Vulcan lade. 
eCLu, 
The days were all in this loft labour fpent ; 
And when the weary king gave place to night, 
His beams he to his royal brother lent. 
And fo fhone ftill in his reflective light. 
ccLiv. 
Night came, but without darknefs or repofe, 
A difmal piture of the general doom : E 
Where fouls diftra&ted when the trumpet blows,’ 
And half unready with their bodies come. 
ceLy. 
‘Thofe who have homes, when homie ‘thity’ do 
repair, E Hew 7 By - 
Toa aft lodging call their wandting Yricnds'¢ 
Their thort uneafy fleeps aré broke! With’ cave,”” 
To look how near theif own deftrudtion tends, 
cenvi. a 
Thofe‘who have none, fitround where of¢é itwas, 
And with full eyes each wonted room require 3 
Haunting the yet warm athes of the'place, ° "" 
As murder’é men walk where they did 
ccLvn, 

Some ftir up coals and watch thé veftal fire; 
Others in vain from fight of rnin ran 5% 
And while'through burning labyritiths they ey 
‘With, leathing eyes repeat what they wo! 

un, : . 








ire 






CCLYIIT. 
The mott in fields like herded beatts lie down, 
To dews obnoxious on the grafly floor; 
And while their babes in fleep their forrows drown, 
Sad parents watch the remnants of their florc, 
ecLix. 7 
While by the motion of the flames they guefs 
What ftreets are burning now, and what are neary 
Az infanc waking to the paps would prefs, 
And meets, inftead of milk, a falling tear. 
ccCLx. 
No thought can eafe them but their fovereign’s 
care, 
‘Whole praife th’ affli@ed as their comfort fing = 
Ev'n thofe, whom want might drive to juft de» 


Mpair, 
Think life a blefling under fuch a king. 
CCLxL 
Mean time he fadly fuffers in the grief, 
Outweeps an hermit, and outprays a faint 
All the long night he ftudies their relief, 
How they may be fupply’d, and he may want. 
CCLxiL. 
O God, faid he, thou patron of my days, 
Guide of my youth in exile and difttefs! 
‘Who me unfriended brought’t by wondrous ways, 
The kingdom of my fathers to poffeis: 
CCLKII, 
Be thou my judge, with what unweary’d care 
I fince have labour’d for my people’s good ; 
To bind the bruifes of a civil war, 
And flop the iffnes of their wafting blopd. 


P 
CCLEIy. 
‘Thou who haft taught me to forgive the ill, 
Aud recompence as friends the good mifled ; 
If mercy be.a.precept of thy will, 
Return that mercy on thy fervaat’s head, 
cCCLiv. 
Or if my heedlefs youth has ftept aftray, 
‘Foo fon forgetful of thy gracious hand ; 
Ox me alone thy juft difpleafure Jay, 
But take thy judgments from this mourning 
land. 
CCLEvr. 
‘We all have finn’d, and thou haft laid us low, 
As humble earth, from whence at firft we came: 
Like flying fhades before the clouds we thew, 
, And fhrink like parchment to confuming flame. 
CCEWH, 
O let it be enough what thou baft done; {ftreet, 
When fpotted deaths ran arm’d throngh every 
With poifon’d darts, which not the good could 
fhun, 
‘The fpeedy could outily, or valiant meet. 
CCUXVILT, 
The living few, and frequent funerals then, 
Proclaim'd thy wrath on this forfaken place : 
And now thofe few who are return’d again, 
Thy fearching judgments to their dwellings 
trace, 
CCLXIK, 
O pafa not, Lord, an abfolute decree, 
Or bind thy fentence unconditional : 
But in thy fentence our remorfe forfee, 
And in that forefight this thy doom recal. 
CCLEX, 
Thy threatenings, Lord, as thine thou may’ft re- 
But if immutable and fix'd they ftand, [voke ; 
Continue ftill thyfelf to give the ftroke, 
And let not forcign foes opprefs thy land, 
. COLRRT. ‘ 
‘Th’ Eternal heard, and from the heavenly quire 
Chofe out the Cherub with the flaming {werd 5 
And bade him {wiftly drive th’ approaching fire 
From where our naval magazines were ftor’d, 
CCLxxII, 
‘The bleffed minifter his wings difplay’d, 
And like a thooting thar he cleft the night: 
He charg’d the flames, and thofe that difobey’d 
He lath’d ta duty with his fword of light. 
CCLEXIII. 
The fugitive flames chaftis’d went forth to prey 
On pious ftructures by our fathers rear’d; 
By which to heaven they did affect the way, 
E’er faith in churchmen without works was 
heard. 
‘ CCLEXIV. 
‘The wanting orphans faw with watery eyes, 
Their folinders charity in duft laid low ; 
And fent to God their ever-anfwer'd cries, 
For he proteds the poor, who made them fo. 
CCELXXY. ~ 
Nor could thy fabric, Paul’s, defend thee long, 
Though thou wert facred to thy Maker’s praife : 
‘Though made immortal by a poet’s fong ; 
And poets fongs the Theban walks could raife. 
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CCLEXUE. 
The daring flames peep’d in, and faw from fat 
‘The awful beauties of the facred quire: | 
Bat, fince it was prophan’d by civil war, 
Heaven thought it fit to have it purg’d by 
fire, 
CCLEXVII. 
Now down the narrow ftreets it fwiftly came, 
And widely opening did on both fides prey : 
This benefit we fadly owe the flame, 
if only ruin muft enlarge our way. 
CCLXxvul. 
And now four days the fur had feen our woes! 
Four nights, the moon beheld th’ inceffant fire 
Itfeem'd as if the ftars more ficlly rofe, 
And farther from the feverifh north retire, 
CCLXXIX. 
In th’ empyread heaven, the blefs'd abode, 
The thrones and the dominions proftrate fie, 
Not daring to behold their angry God; 
And an hafh’d filence damps the tuneful fky. 
CCLXXX. 
At length th’ Almighty caft a pitying eye, 
And mercy foftly couch’d his melting breaft : 
He faw the town’s one half in rubbith lic, 
And eager flames drive on to ftarm the ref, 
COLEXXI. 
An hollow cryftal pyramid he takes, 
In firmamental waters dipt above ; 
OF it a broad extinguither he makes, 
And hoods the flames that to their quarry drove, 
CCLXXXII. 
The vanquith’d fires withdraw from every place, 
Or full with feeding fink into a fleep : 
Each houfehold genius fhews again his face, 
And from the hearths the little lares creep. 
CCLEXXIN. 
Our king this more than natural change beholds 
With tober joy his heart and eyes abound : 
To the All-good his lifted hands he folds, 
And thanks him low on his redeemed ground. 
CCUXXXIV. 
As when fharp frofts had long conftraind the 
earth, 
Akindly thaw unlocks it with cold rain ; 
And firft the tender blade peeps up to birth, 
And ftraight the green fields laugh with prov 
mis'd grain: 
CCLEXXV. 
By fuch degrees the fpreading gladnefs grew 
In every heart which fear had froze before : 
‘The ftanding ftrects with fo much joy they view, 
‘That with lefs grief the perith'd they deplore. 
CCLEXXVI. 
The father of the people open'd wide 
His ftores, and ail the poor with plenty fed : 
‘Thus God’s anointed God’s own place fupply'd, 
And fill’'d the empty with his daily bread. 
CCLEXXVII, 
This royal bounty brought its own reward, 
And in their minds fo deep did print the fenfe; 
That if their ruins fadly they regard, 
*Tis but with fear the fight might drive him 
thence, 
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: COLEREVIIT. 
“Rat fo may he live long, that town to fway, 
Which by his aufpice they will nobler make, 
+ As he will hatch their afhes by his May, 
“And not their humble ruins now forfake. 
‘CCLEXKIX. 
"They have not loft their loyalty by fire ; 
Nor is their courage or their wealth fo low, 
That from his wars they poorly would retire, 
Or beg the pity of a vanquith’d foe. 
ccxe, 
Not with more conftancy the Jews, of old 
By Cyrus from rewarded exile fent, 
"Their royal city did in duft behold, 
Or with more vigour to rebuild it went. 
cecxcl, 
The utmoft malice of the ftars is paft, [town, 
And two dire comets, which have fcourg’d the 
In their own plague and fire have breath’d the 


lat, 
Or dimly in their finking fockets frown, 
ecxen, 
Now frequent trines the happier lights among, 
And high-rais’d Jove from his dark prifon freed, 
Thofe weights took off that on his planet hung, 
‘Will glorioufly the new-laid work fucceed. 
cexcitl, 
Methinks already from this chemic flame, 
1 fee a city of more precious mold ; 

Rich as the town which gives the Indies name, 
With filver pav'd, and all divine with gold. | 
cexery, 

Already labouring with a mighty fate, 
She fhades the rubbith from her mounting brow, 
And feems to have renew'd her charter’s date, 
‘Which heaven will to the death of time allow, 
cexev. 
More great than human now, and more augult, 
Now deify’d the from her fires does rife + 
Her widening ftreets on new foundations truift, 
And opening info larger parts fhe flies. 
7 COXCVI. 
Before the like fome thepherdefs did thew, 
Who fat to bathe-her by a river’s fide; 


34 
Not anfwering to her fame, but rude and low, 
Nor taught the beauteous arts of modern prides 
CCxcvil, 
Now like a maiden queen the did behold, 
From her high turrets hourly fuitors comes. 
The Eaft with incenfe, and the Weft with gold, 
‘Will ftand like fuppliants to receive her doom. 
CCxCVIIT, . 
The filver Thames, her own domettic flood, 
Shall bear her veffels like a fweeping train; 
And often wind, as of his miftrefs proud, 
With longing eyes to meet her face again. 
CCXCIX. 
The wealthy Tagus, and the wealthier Rhine, 
The glory of their towns no more shall boaft, 
And Seyne, that would with Belgian rivers join, 
Shall find her luftre ftain’d, and traffic loft. 
ccc, 
The venturous merchant, who defign’d more far, 
And touches on our hofpitable thore, 

Charm’d with the fpiendor of this northern flar, 
Shall here unlade him, and-depart no more. 
eccr. 

Our powerful navy fhall no longer meet, 
‘The wealth of France or Holland to invade = 
The beauty of this town without a fleet, 
From all the world fhall vindicate her trade. 
ccci. 
And while this fam’d emporium we prepare, 
The Britifh ocean hall fuch triumph boaft, 
"That thofe, who now difdain our trade to fare, 
Shall rob like pirates on our wealthy coaft. 
ccc. 
Already we have conquer’d half the war, 
And the lefs dangerous part is left bebind ¢ 
Our trouble now is but to make them dare, 
And not fo great to vanquith as to find. 
ccciv. 
Thus to the eaftern wealth through ftorms we go, 
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no. morey 
A conftant trade-wind will fecurely blow, 
And gently lay us on the fpicy fhore, 
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AN ESSAY UPON SATIRE. 
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MR. DRYDEN AND THE EARL OF MULGRAVE, 


How dull, and how infenfible a beatt 

Is man, who yet would lord it o’er the reft! 
Philofophers and poets vainly {trove 

In every age the Iumpith mafs to move : 

But thofe were pedants, when compar’d with thefe, 
Who know not only to inftsus, but pleafe. 

Poets alone found the delightful way, 

Myftctious morals gently to convey 

In charming numbers; fo that as men grew 
Pieas’d with their poems, they grew wifer too, 
Satire has always fhone among the reft, 

And is the boldeft way, if not the beit, 

‘To tell men freely of their fouleft faults; 

‘To laugh at their vain deeds, and vaiuer thoughts. 
In fatire too the wife took different ways, 

To each deferving its peculiar praife. 

Some did all tolly with juft tharpnefs blame, 


‘Whiift others jaugh’d, and fcorn’d them. into j 


thame. 
But of thefe two, the laft fucceeded beft, 
As men aim tighteft when they fhoot in jeft, 
Yet, if we may prefume to blame our guides, 
And cenfure thofe who cenfure all befides, 
In other things they juftly are preferr’d : 
In this alone methinks the ancients err’d ; 
Againft the grofleft follies they declaim; 
Hard they purfue, but hunt ignoble game, 
Nothing is eafier than fuch bl-ts to hit, 
Aad ‘tis the talent of cach vulgar wit : 





Befides ’tis labour loft ; for who would preach 
Morals to Armftrong, or dull Afton teach ? 
"Tis being devont at play, wife at a ball, 

Or bringing wit and friendthip to Whitehall. 
But with fharp eyes thofe nicer faults to find, 
Which lie obfcurely in the wifeft mind ; 

That little {peck which all the reft does fpoil, 


\ To wath off that would 4c a agble toil; 


Beyond the loote-wriz libels of this agc, 

Or the forc'd feenes of our declining fage ; 
Above all cenfure too, each little wit .-~ 

Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit; 

Who judging better, though concern'd the mot, 


j OF fuch corretion will have caufe to boalt. 


In fuch a fatire all would feek a fhare, 

And every fool will fancy he is there. 

Old ftory-tellers too mut pine and die, 

‘Yo fee their antiquated wit laid by ; 

Like her, who mifs’d her name in a lampoon, 
And griev'd to find herfelf decay’d fo foon. 

No common coxcomb muft be mention’d here : 
Not the duil train of dancing {parks appear ; 
Nor fluttering officers who never fight ; 

Of fuch a wretched rabble who would write? F 
Much lefs half wits: that’s more againft our rules; 
For they are fops, the other are but fools. 

‘Who would not be as filly as Dunbar ? 

As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir-Carr ? 
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‘The cunning courtier fhould be flighted too, 
“Who with duli knavery makes fo wnuch ado; 
"Till the threwd fool, by thriving too teo faft, : 
Like Zilop’s fox becomes a prey at lait. 

Nor fhall the royal miftreffes be nam’d, 

Toe ugly or too cafy, to be blam’d; 


‘With whom cach rhymiag fool keeps fuch a pother, | 


‘They are as commen that way as the other : 

Yet fauntering Charles; between his beaftly 
brace, 

Meets with diffembling ftill in either place, 

AffcGed humours, or a painted face. 

e have often told him, 

ted him, the other fold him: 

How that affects to laugh, how this to weep; 

But who can rail fo long as he can flee ? 

Was ever prince by two at once mifled, 

Falfe, faolith, old, ill-natuc’d, and ill-bred ? 

Earnly and Aylefbury, with all that race 

OF bufy blockheads, fhall have here no place; 

At counfel {et as fei!s on Dorfet’s feore, 

To make that great falfe jewel thine the more; 

Who all that while was thought exceeding wife, 

Only for taking pains and telling lies. 

But there’s no meddiing with fuch naufeous men; 
Their very names have tir’d any lazy pen: 

’Tis time to quit my company, and choole 

Some fitter fubjeét for a tharper mufe. 

. Firft, let’s behold the merrieft man alive 
Againft his carclefs genius vainly Arive ; 
Quit his dear eafe, fome deep defign to sy, 
*Gainft a fet time, and then forget the day; 
Yet he will laugh at his beft friends, and be 
Juft as good company as Nokes and L.ce. 
But, when he aims at reafon or at rule, 

He turns himfelf the beft to ridicule, 

Let him at bufinefs ne’er fo earneft tir, 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit; 
That fhadow of a jeft fhall be enjoy'd, 
Though he left all mankind to be deftroy'd, _ 
So cat transform’d fat gravely and demure, 
‘Till movfe appear’d, end thought himflf fecure ; 
Bat foon the had him in her eye, 

And from hr friend did juit as addly fly. 

Reaching abovt our nature docs no good; 

We mvft fal back to our ald flefh and blood; 
~ As by onr Hite Machizvel we a : 

Yoat ninvbleft creature of the bufy kind, 

His limbs are crippled, and his body thakes; 

Yet his hard mind, whick all this bule makes, 

No pity of its paor companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

"To fet him drag his fechle legs about, 

Tike hounds ii-coupled ? Jowler tugs him fill 
nes, and through all that’s 
many man but himaloue —* {ill. 
y 1, though "tis one’s own: 
fe ves hun o’ets 
_, ‘That whillt he creeps his vigorous thoughts can 

Soar: 
Alas! that foaring, to thofe few that know, 
Ts but a buly groveling here below. 

So men in rapture think they meunt the fky, 
Whillt on the ground th’ intranced wretches lie 
So madern fops haye fancy’d thicy would fly. 

Vor. Vi, 
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As the new earl with parts deferving praife, 

And wit enough to Jaugh at his own ways; 

Yet lofes all foft days and fenfual nights, 

Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune dlights 5 

Striving againft his quiet atl he can, 

For the fine notion of a bufy man. ” 

And what is that at beft, bue one, whofe mind. 

Is made to tire himfelf and all mankind? 

Por Ireland he would go: faith, let him reign; 

<For if fome odd fantaflic lord would fain 

Carry in trunks, and ail my drudgery do, 

Pll not only pay him, but admire him too. 

But is there any other beaft that lives, 

Who kis own harm fo wittingly contrives ? 

Will any dog, that has his tecth and ftones, 

Refinedly leave his bitches and his bones, 

To turn a wheel, and bark to be emplos‘d? 

While Venus is by rival dogs enjay’d ? 

Yer this fond man, to get a ftatefman’s name, 

Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame, 
Though fatire nicely writ no humour Rings 

But thofe who merit praife in other thingss 

Yet we muft necds this one exception make, 

And break oar rules for folly Tropos fake ; + 

Who was too much defpis'd to be accus'd, » 

And therefore féarce delerves to he abus’ds 

Rais'd only by Ris mercenary tongue, 

For railing fmoothly, and for reafoning wrong. 

As boys on holy-days let loofe to play, 

Lay waggith traps for girls that pafs that way 

TVheh fhout to fee in dirt and deep diflrefs 

Some filly cit in her flowes'd foolifh drefs ; 

So have | mighty fatisfaction found, 

‘To fee his tinfel reafon on the ground s 

To fee the florid fool defyis’d, and know it, 

By fome who iearce have words enough to 
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it: - cs 
For fenfe fits ilent, and condemns for weaker 
The finner, nay fumctimes the wittiel fpeaker 
But ’tis prodigious fo niuch eloquence 
Should be acquired by fuch litte fenfe 5 
For words and wit did anciently agree, 
Ad Tully was no foul, though this man bet 
At bar abuiive, on the bench unable, 
Knave on the woollack, fop. at council-table. 
Thefe are the grievances of fuch fools as would 
Be rather wife than honeft, great than good. 
Some other kind of wits muf be made knowty 
Whote harmlefs errors hurt themfeWes alone; 
Excefs of luxury they think can pleafe, 
And lazinets cail loving of their cafe: 
Yo live diffolv’d in pleafares fill they feign, 
‘Though their whole life’s but intermiitting pain + 
So much of forfeits, bead-achs, claps, are fen, 
We fearce perceive the little time between ? 
Wellemeauing men who mrake this grofs miflake, 
And yhaluse lofe only for pleafure’s fake 5 
Each pleafare has its price, and when we pay 
Too munch of pain, we (quander life away. 
Thus Dorfer, parring hke a theughtful cat, 
Marry’d, but wifer puls ne'er thenght of that: 
And firft he werried her with railing rhyme, 
Like Pen:broke’s maflives at his kindest time 5 
‘Then fer one night told all bis flavith Life, 
widew, but a barren wilt 5 

















B4 

Swell'd by eonta@ of fuch a fulfom toad, 

He Jugy’d about the matrimonial load; 

‘Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill reftor’d him to his liberty ; 

Which he would we in his cid fheaking way, 

Drinking all night, and dozing all the day ; 

Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brifker tigres 

Had fam’d for dullneis in malicious rhymes. 

~Mulgrave had much ado to {cape the fnare, 

‘Though learn’d in all thofe arts that cheat the 

For after all his vulgar marriage mocks, {fair : 

With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the ftocks ; 

Deluded parents dry’d their weeping eyes, 

To fee him catch his tartar for his prize: 

‘Th’ impatient town waited the withed-for change, 
_ And cuckolds fmif'd-in hopes of fweet revenge; 
"Till Petworth plot made us with forrow fee, 

. As his eftate, his perfon too was free : 

Him no foft thoughts, no gratitude could move; 

‘To gold he fled from beauty and frem love ; 

‘Yet'failing there, he keeps his freedom ftill, 

Forc’d to live happily againft bis will : 

*Tit not his fault, if too much wealth and power 

Break not his basfted quiet every hour. 

And little Sid. for fimile renown’d, 

Pleafure has always fought but never found: 

‘Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall, 

His are fo bad, fure he ne'er thinks at all. 

‘The flefh he tives upon is.rank and ftrong, 

His meat and miftreffes are kept too long 

But fure we all mitake this pious map, 

‘Who mertifies his perfon ali he can: 

‘What we uncharitably cake for fin, 

Are only rules of this odd capuchin ; 

» For never hermit under grave pretence, 

Has liv'd more contrary to common fenfe; 

And ’tis a miracle we may {uppofe, 

No naitinefs offends his fkillful nofe : 

Which from all {tink can with peculiar art 

Extra@ perfume and effeuce from a f—t: 

Expecting fupper is his great delight; 

He toils all day but to be drunk at night: ° 

Then o'er his cups this night-bird chirping fits, 

Till he takes Hewit and Jack Hall for wits. 

Rochefter I defpife for want of wit, 

‘Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet; 

For while he mifchief means to all mankind, 

Himfelf alone the iil effects does find : 

And fo like witches july fuffers thame, 

Whoke harmlefy malice is fo much the fame. 
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Falfe are his words, aff-&ted is his wit & 

So often he does aim, fo feldom hit; 

To every face he cringes while he {peaks, 

But when the back is curn’d the head he breaks; 
Mean in each aétion, lewd in every limb, 
Manners themfelves are mifchievous in him : 

A proof that chance alone makes every creature, 
A very Killigrew without good-nature. 

For what a Beffus has he always liv'd, 

And his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 

For, there’s the folly thar’s {till mixt with fear, 
Cowards more blows than any hero bea= 

Of fighting fparks fome may thei pleafures fay, 
But ‘tis a bolder thing to run away : 

The world may well forgive him all-hisil!, 

Tor every fault does prove his penance ftill : 
Falfely he falls into fome dangerous noofe, 

And then as meanly labours to get loofe ; 

A life fo infamous is better quitting, 

Spent in bafe injury and low fubmitring. 

¥'d like to have left out his poetry ; 

Forgot by all almoft as well as me. 

Sometimes he has fome humour, never wit, 
And if it rarely, very rarely, hit, 

*Tis under fo much nafty rubbith laid, 

To find it out ’s the cinderwoman’s trade; 

Who for the wretched remnants of a fire, 
Mutt toil all day in afhes and in mire. 

So lewdly dull his idle works appear, 

‘The wretched texts deferve no comments here: 
Where one poor thought fometimes, left all alone, 
For a whole’ page of dullnefs muft atone. 

How vain a thing is man, and how unwife: 
Ev'n he, who would himfe!f the moft defpife ! 
1, who fo wife and humble feem to be, 

Now my own vanity and pride can’t fee. 
While the world’s nonfenie is fo tharpiy hewn, 
We pull down others but to raife our own; 
That we may angels feent, we paint them ¢ives, 
And are bur fatires to fet up ourfelves, 

I, who have all this while been finding fault, 
Ev’n with my matter, who firit fatire taught ; 
And did by that defcribe the taf fo hard, 

{t feems ftupenduous and above reward ; 

Now Jabour with unequal force to climb 

That lofty bill, unreach’d by former sime: 

*Tis jul that t thould to the bottom fall, 

Learn to write well, ar not to wiite at all, 
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“ Si propids ftes, 
«“ Te capiet magis——-”” 


PART SE 


TO THE 


Ir is not my intention to make an apology for 
my poem: fome will think it needs no excufe, 
and others will receive none. The defign, T am 
fure, is honeft; but he who draws his pen for 
onc party, muft expe@ to make enemies of the 
other. For wit and fool are confequents of Whig 
and Tory; and every man is a knave or an afs 
to the contrary fide. ‘There is a treafury of me 
rits in the fanatic church, as well as in the po- 
pith : and a pennyworth to be had of faintthip, 
honefty, and poetry, for the lewd, the factious, 
and the blockheads: but the longeft chapter in 
Deuferonomy has not curfes enough for an Anti- 
Bromingham. My comfort is, their manifett 
prejudice to my caufe will render their judgment 
of lefs authority againft me. Yet if a poem has 
genius, it will force its own reception in the 
world, For there is a fweetnefs in good verfe, 
which tickles even while it hurts; and no man 
can be heartily angry with him who pleafes him 
againft his will, The commendation of adver- 
faries is the greateft triumph of a writer, becaufe 
it never comes unlefs extorted. But I can be fa- 
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tisfied on more cafy terms: if I happen to pleafe ; 
the more moderate fort, I fhall be fure of an. ‘io- 
neft party, and, in‘ all probability, of the bef © 
judges; for the jeaft concerned are commonly the 
leaft corrupt. And 1 confefs I have laid in for 
thofe, by rebating the fatire, where juftice would 
allow it, from carrying too fharp an edge. They 
who can criticife fo weakly, as to imagine I ha 
done my worft, may be convinced at ‘their 1 
coft that I can write feverely, with more. eafé 
than I can gently. { have but laughed atfome. men’s: 
follies, when I could have declaimed againft their 
vices: and other men’s virtues Ihave commended, ae 
freely as I have taxed their crimes. And now, if 
you are a malicious reader,1 expec you should 
return upon me that I affect to be thought more 
| impartial than 1 am; but if men are not to be 
, judged by their profeflions, God forgive you com- 
‘ monwealth’s men for profeffing fo plaufibly for 
“the government. You cannot be fo unconfcion- 
_ able as to-charge me for not fubfcribing my names 
’ for that would refle&t too grofsly upon your own 
party, who never dare, though Mey eave the ads 
y 
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vaptage of a jury to fecure them, If you like 
mot my poem, the fault may poffibly be in my 
writing, though ic is hard for an author to judge 
againit himfelf. But more probably it is in your 
morals, which cannot bear the truth of it. “She 
violent on both fides will condemn the chara@er 
of Abfalom, as cither too favourably or too hard~ 
Jy drawn. "But they are not the violent whom I 
defire to pleafe. The fault on the right hand is 
to extenuate, palliate, and indulge; and to confefs 
freely, 1 have endeavoured to commit it, Befides 
the refpect which I owe pis birth, Uhave a greater 
for his heroic virtues; avd David himfelf could 
not be more tender of the young man’s life, than 
I would be of his reputation. But fince the moft 
excelignt natures are always the moft cafy, and, 
as being fuch, are the fooncit perverted by iil 
counfels, efpecially when baited with fame and 

* glory; it is no more a wonder that he withflood 
not the temptations of Achicophel, than it was 
for Adam not to have refifted the two devils, the 
ferpent-and the woman, The conclufion of the 
tory I purpofely forbore to profecute, becaufe [ 
could not obtain from myfelf to thew Abfalom 
unfortunate, The frame of it was cut out but for 
a pi@ture to the waitt; end if the draught be fo 
for'tepe, it is as much as I defigned, 
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Were I the inventor, who am only the hilo’ 
rian, I fhould certainly conclude the piece with _ 
the reconcilement of Abfalom to D: vid. And 
who knows byt this may come to pafs? ‘Things 
were not brought to an extremity where I ete 
the ftory: There fecms yet to be room left for a 
compofure ; hereafter there may be only for pity. 
1 have not fo much as an uncharirable with again it 
Achitophel; but am content to be aceufed of a 
good-natured error, and to hope with Origen, 
that the devil himfelf may at aft be faved. Vor 
which reafon, in this poem, he is neither brought 
to fet his houfe in order, nor to difpofe of his 
perfon afterwards as he in wifdom fhall think 
fit, God is infinitely merciful; and his viecgee 
rent is only not fo, becavfe he is nut infinite. 

‘The truc end of fatire is the amendment of 
vices by corrction. Aud he, who writcs honeft- 
ly, is no more an enemy to the offender, than the 
phyfician to the patient, when he preferibes hart 
remedies to an inveterate difeafe; for thofe arc 
only in order to prevent the chirurgion’s work of 
an Enfe refcindendem, which ¥ with not to my very 
enemies. To conclude all, if the body poliric 
have any analogy to the natural, in my weak 
judgment, an aét of oblivion were as neceffary in 
a hot diftempered ftatc, as an opiate would be in a 
raging feyer. 
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Tw plous times, e’er. prieftcraft did begin, 

Before polygamy was made a fin; 

‘When man on many multiply’d his kind, 

E’er one to one was curfedly confin'd ; 

‘When nature prompted, and no law deny"d 
Promifcuous ule of concubine and bride; 

‘Then Urael’s monarch after heaven's own heart 
His vigorous warmth did varioufly impart 

‘To wives and flaves; and wide as his command; 
Scatter'd his Muker’s image through the land. 
Michuel; of royal blood, the crown did wear ; 
A’ foil ungratuful to the tiller’s care: 

Not fo the reft; for feveral mothers bore 

‘To god-like David feveral fons before. : 

But fince like flaves his bed they did afcend, 

‘No true fucceffion could their feed attend. 

Of all the numerous progeny was rpne 

So beaatiful, fo brave, as Abfalom : 

Whether infpir’d by fome diviner luft, 

His father got him with a greater gut : 

Or that his confcious deftiny made way, 

By manly beauty to imperial fway. 

Early in foreign fields he won renown, 

With kings and ftates ally’d to [frael’s crown: 

In peace the thoughts of war he could remove, “ 
And feem’d as he were only born for love. 
Whate’er he did, was done with fo much eafe, 

In him alone ‘twas natural to pleafe : 

Hfis motions all accompany’d with grace; 

Aad paradife was opien'd in his face. 

With fecrct joy indulgent David view'd 

His youthful image in his fon renew’d + 

‘Yo ail his withes nothing he deny'd; 

And made the charming Annabel his bride, 
What fanits he had; foc who from faults is free? 
His father could not, or he would nor fee. 

Some warns exceffes which the law forborey 
Were conitrued youth that purged by boiling 
And Amnon's murder, by 3 fpecious name, {o’ers 
Was call’d a juft revenge for injus’d fame. 


‘Thus prais’d and lov’d, the noble youth reniain’d, 
While David undifturb'd in Sion reign’d, ‘ 
But life can never be fincetely blett ; 
Heaven punifhes the bad, and proves the bett. 
The Jews, a headitrong, moody, murmuriag 

race, 
As ever try’d th’ extent and ftretch of grace; 
God's pamper'd people, whom debauch'd with 

cafe, . 
No king could govern; nor God could pleale ; 
Gods they had try’d of every fhape and fize, 
‘That goldfmiths could produce or priefts devile = 
Thefe Adam-wits too fortunately free, 
Began to dreamt they wanted liberty ; 
And when no rule, no preeedent was foind, 
Of men, by laws lefs circumfcrib’d ald bound ; 
‘They led their wild délires to woods and caves, ~ 
And thought that ail but favagés were flaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without.a blow, 
Made foolith ithbotheth the erown forego; 8 
Who banifh’d David did from Hebron bring, * 
And with a general fhout proclain’d him king : 
Thole very Jews, who at their very bef 
‘Their humour more than loyalty cxpreft, 
Now wonder’d why fo long they had ohey’d 
An idol monarch, which their hands had thade 5 
Thought they night ruin him they could createy » 
Or melt him to that golden calf, a ftate, 
But thefe were random bolts: no form’d defign, * 
Nor intereft made the fa@ious crowd to join S 
The fober part of Ifragl, free from fain, 
Weil knew the value-of a peaceful reign: 
And, looking backward sith a wife’ aright, - 
saw feams of wounds dithoncft to the fight + 
In contemplation of whofe ugly fears, 
‘They cur& the memory of civil war: 
The maderate fort of men thus qu 
¥nclin'd the balance to the better fide; 
And David’s miianefs manag’d it fo well, 
The bad found no accafion to rebel, 

Cig 
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Bat when to fin our bias’d nature leans, j 
‘The careful devil is fill at hand with means; 
And providently pinnps for ill defires: 
‘The good old caufe reviv'd a plot requires, 
Plats true or falfe are neceffaty things, 
ife up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 
‘Th’ inhabitants of old Jernfalem 
‘Were Jebufites; the town fo call’d for them ; 
And theirs the native right. 
Bot when the chofen people grew more ftrong, 
‘The rightful canfe at length became the wrong; 
wand every lofs the men of Jebus bore, 
“They Sil were thought God’s enemies the more. 
"Thus worn or weaken’d, well or ill‘content, 
Submit they amit to David's government : 
Impoverifh'd and depriv’d of all command, 
“Their taxes doubled as they loft their land; 
Aud what was harder yet to flefh and blcod, 
Their gods difgrac’d, and burnt like common 
% wood, * 
‘This fet the heathen priefthcod in a flame ; 
For priefts of all regions are the fame. 
Of wharfoe’er defcent their godhead be, 
Stock, Rone, or other homely pedigree, 
In his defence his fervants are as bold, 
As if he had been born of beaten gold. ‘ 
‘The Jewith rabbins, though their enemies; 
In'this conclude them honeft men and wife : 
For ‘twas their duty, all the learned think, 
T’ efpoufe his caufe by whom they eat and drink. 
Erom hence began that plot, the nation’s curfe, 
Bad in itfelf, but reprefented worte ; 
Rais'd in extremes, and in extremes deery’ds 
With oaths affirm'd, with dying vows deny'd ; 
Nox weigh'd nor winnow'd by the multitude; 
+ But fiwallow’d in the mafs, unchew'd and crude 
1 Some truth there was, but dafh’d and brew’d 
ane with lies, 
" ‘To pleafe the forls, and puzzle all the wife. 
Succeeding times did equal fully call, 
Believing nothing, or believing all 
‘Th’ Egyptian-rites the Jebufites embrac’d ; 
‘Where gods are recommended by their tafte. 
Such favory deities muft needs be good, 
As ferv'd at once for worfhip and fur foud. 
By force they could not introduce thefe gods; 
For téu to one in former days was odds, 
So fraud was us’d, the facrificer’s trade : 
Fools are niore hard to conquer than perfuade, 
Their bufy teachers mingled with the Jews, 
And rsk’d for converts ev’n the coure and ftews: 
Which. Hebrew pricits the moré unkindly took, i 
Becaufe the fleece accompanies the flock, 
Soine thought they God’s anointed meant to flay 
By guns, inventeddince full many a day : 
Our author fwears it not; but-who can know 
t 
‘ 





How far the devil and Jebufites may go? 

‘This plot, which fail’d for want of common fenfe, 
Had yet a deep and dangérous confequetice ; 

For as; when raging fevers boil the blocd, 

‘The ftanding lake foon fleats into a fleod, 

And every hoftile humour, which before 

Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o'er ; 

So feveral factions from this firft fermeot, 

‘Work up to foam and threat the government, 
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Some by their friends, more by themfelves thought 
wile, 

Oppos'd the Power to which they could not rife.- 

Some had in courts been great, and thrown from 
thence, 

Like fiends were harden’d in impenitence, 

Some, by their mionarch’s fatal mercy, growa 

From pardon’d rebels kinfmen to the threne, 

Were rais'd in power and public office high ; 

Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie: 

OF thefe the falfe Achitophel was firft ; 

A name to all fucceeding ages curit ; 

For clofe defigns, and crooked counicls fit; 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit; 

Reltlets, unfix'd in principles and place ; 

In power unpleas’d, imjnatient of difgrace : 

A fiery foul, which working out its way, 

Fretted the pigmy-budy to decay, ‘ 

And o'er inform'd the tenement of clay. 

A daring piiot ib extremity; [high, 

Pleas’d with the danger when the waves went 

He fought the ftorms; but, for a calm unfit, 

Would ffeer too nigh the fands to hoatt his wit. 

Great wits ave fure to madne(s near ally’d, 

And thin partitions do their bounds divides 

Elfe why thould he, with wealth and honour blet 

Refufe his age the needful hours of reft ? 

Punifh a body which he could not pleate ; 

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of cafe ? 

And ail to leave what with his toil he won, 

Yo that unfeathér'd two-legg’d thing, a fon ; 

Got while his foul did huddled notions try; 

And born a fhapelefs lump, like anarchy. 

In friendthip falfe. implacable in hate; 

Refolv’d to ruin, or to rule the fate. 

‘To compafs this the triple bond he broke; 

The pillars of the public fafety fhook ; 

And fitted Hrael for a foreign yoke ; 

Then feiz'd with fear, yer fill affecting fame, 

Ulurp’d a patriot's all-atoning name. 

So eafy flill it proves in fa@ions times, 

Wuh public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How fafe is treafon, and how faered ill, 

Where none can fib againft the peaple’s will ! 

Where crowds can wink, and nodoffence be 
known, 

Since in anorher’s guile they find their own ? 

Yet fame defery'd no enemy can grudge 5 

The ftatcfinan we abhor, but praife the Judge. 

fn Mracl’s courts ne’er fat an Abethdin 

With more difcerning eyes, or hands more clean 

Unbrib’d, unfought, the wretched to redrefa; 

Swift of difpareh, and eafy of accefs. 

Oh! had he been content to ferve the crown, 

With vistuss only proper to the gown; 

Or had tle ranknefs of the foil been freed 

From cockle, that opprefa"d the noble feed ; 

David for him his tuneful harp had ftrung, 

And heaven bad wanted one immortal Joug, 

But wiid ambition loves ta flide, not ftand, 

And ferture’s tec prefers to virtue's laud. 

Achitophel, grown weary to poflefs 

A Jawtul fame, and lazy happinefs, 

Difdain’d the golden fruit to gather free, 

And lent the crowd his arm to thake the tree“” 


Park no. 
Now, manifeft of crimes concriv’d long fince, 
He ftood at bald defiance with his prince; 

” Held up the buckler of the people’s caufe 
Againft the crown, an 1 feulk’d behind the Jawa, 
The wifh’d occsfien of the plot he takes; 

Some circumftances finds, but more he makes. 
By buzzing emiffaries fill the cars : 
DE likening crowds with jealoufies and fears 

Of arbitrary counfels brought to light, ‘ 
And proves the king himfcif a Jebufite, 

Weak arguments! which yet he knew full well, 
Were ftrong with people eafy to rebel, 

Yor, govern'd hy the moon, the giddy Jews 


Tread thé fame srack when fhe the prime renews} 


And ance in tweaty years their feribes record, 

By natural initind they change their lord. 

Achitaphel ill wants a chief, and none 

Was found fo fit as warlike Abfatlom, 

Nor that he wifh’d his greatnefs to create, 

¥or politicians neither love nor hate + 

Bur, fer he knew his title not allow’d, 

‘Would keep him ftill depending on the trowd { 

+ ‘That kingly power, thus ebbing out, might be 

Urawn to the dregs of a democracy: 

Him he attempts with ftudied atts to pleafe, 

And fheds his venom in fuch words as thefe, 
Aufpicious prince, at whofe nativity | 

Some royal planet rul’d the fouthern fky 5 

‘Thy longing country’s darling and defire ; 

‘Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire 

"heir fecond Motes, whofe extended wand 

Divides the feas, and shews the promis’d land? 

Whofe dawning day, in every diftant age, 

Has exercis’d the facred prophet’s rage : 

The people’s prayer, the glad diviner’s theitié, 


"The young men’s vilion,and the old men’s dream? 


‘Thee, Savicur, thee the na:ion’s vows confefs, 
And, never fatisfy’d with feeing, blefs 
Swift unbefpoken pomps thy fteps proclaim; 


Ard fammering babes are taught to lifp thy names 


How long wilt chou the general joy detain, 
Starve and defraud the people of thy reign; 
Content inglorioufly to pafs thy days, 

Like one of virtue’s fools that feed on praife ; 


Till thy freth glories, which ew fhine fo bright, 


Grow fale, and rarnifh with cur daily fight ? 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit myft be 
Or gather’d ripe, or ret wpofi the trees 
Heaven bas to all allotted, foon or late, 
Some lucky revolution of theit fate ¢ 





Whofe motions if we watch and guide with ikill, 


For human goed depends oh human will, 

Our fortune roils as from a friteoth defcent, 
And from the firft impreilion take’ the bent 5 
But Sf unfeiz’d, fhe glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far behind, 

_Now, now fhe meets you with a glorious prize, 
“And {preads her locks before you as the flies. 


Had thus old David, from whofe loins you fpring, 
Not dar'd when fortune call’d him to be king, 
‘ 


At Gath an exile he might ftill remain, 

And heaven’s anointing oil had been in vain. 
Let his fuccefsttil youth your hopes engage ; 
But fhin th’ example of déclining age : 
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“a 
Behold him fetting in his weftern thits, 

The fhadovs lengthening as the vapours rife. 

He is not row, as when on Jordan's fand 2 












































The joyful people throng’d to fee him land,” 

Coveringthebeach,and blackening cll the ftrands 

But like the prince of angels, fr.m his height gi. 

Comes tumbling downward with diminith’d light: 

Betray’d by one pdor plot ro public feorn ¢ 

Our only bleffing fince his curft return : 

"Thofe heaps of people which one theaf did bind, ° 

Blown off and featter’d by a puff of wind. 

What ftrength can he to your defigns oppofe, 

Naked of trienas, arid round befet wirh foes ? 

if Pharaoh's doubtful fuccour he fhould ufe, 

A foreign aid would more incenfe the Jews!” 

Proud Egypt would diffembled friendthip bring 

Foment the war, but not fupport the king + 

Mor would the royal party e’er unite 

With Pharaoh’s arms ¢’ affifl the Jebofite ; 

Or if they fhould, their intereft foon would break, 

And with fuch odious aid make David weak. 

All forts of mén by my fuccelsful aris, 

Abhorring kings, eftrange their alter’d hearts 

From David's rule ; and 'tis their general ery, 

Religion, commonwealth, and liberty, 

If you, as champion of the public good, 

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 

What may not Irael hope, and what applaife 

Might fuch a general gain by fuch a caufe ? 

Not barren praife alone, thar gaudy flower 

Faie only ro the fight, but folid power + 

And nobler js a limited command, 

Given by the love of all your native land, 

Than a fucceffive title, long and dark, _ 

Drawn from the mouldy rotls of Noah’s arf, 
What cannot praife effect in mighty minds, 

When flattery fuoths, and when ambition blinds? 

Defire of power on earth a vicious weed, 

Yer fprung from high is of celeflial feed 

In God ’tis glory; and when men afpire, 

"Tis but a {park too much of heavenly fire. 

Th’ ambitious youth, too covetous of fame, 

Too fuil of angel's metal in his frame, 

Unwarily was led from virtue’s ways, 

Made drunk with honour, and debauch’d with 

praife. 

Half Joath; and half confenting to the ill, 

For royal blood within him ftruggled fill, 

He thus reply’d.— And what pretence have I 

To take up arms for public liberty ? 

My father governs with unqueftion’d right s 

The faith’s defender, and mankind’s delight ; 

Good, gracious. jut, obfervant of the laws; 

And heaven by wonders has efpous'd his caufe, 

Whom has he wrong’d in all bis peaceful reign 2 

Who fues for juftice to his throne in vain ?. 

What millions has he pardon’d of his foes, 

Whom joft revenge did to his wrath expofe! 

Mild, eafy, humble, fludious of our good ; 

Inclin’d to mercy, and averfe from blood. 

If mildnefs if] with Rubborn Hracl fuit, 

His crime is God's beloved attribute. 

What could he gain his people te betray, 

Or change his right for arbitrary fway ? 

Cit} 
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Let haughty Pharaoh curfe with fuch a teign 
His fioksfol Nile, and yoke a fervite train. 
Dwend's tw'e Jerufatem difpleafe, 
‘Vha dog-flar heat their brains to this difeafe, 
fhou'd §, encontaping the bad, 
sand run lacly wad ? ‘ 
‘ Tartyrant who by lawlefs might 
Onptsh'a Che Jews, and rais'd the Jebulite, 
Well might t mourn but nature's holy hands 
‘Woukd curt my {pirits and reftrain my hands : 
‘The people night affert their liberty; - 

“Bat what wad right in them were crime in me. 
His favour teaves aie nothing to require, 
Prevents my'withes, and out-ront defire ; 
‘What poors can ] expe white David lives? 
Aflibgt his kingly diadcm he gives : 
And ‘that—Bat here he paus'd; then, 

_ 1a julity deQin'd for a worthier head. 
For-when my father from his toils fhall reft, 

” Agtd Tate av t the number of she bleft, 

His lawfe) iffoc thall the throne sfcend, 
Or the collaseral line, where.that thall end. 
His brother, though opprefs'd with vulgar Spire, 
‘Yer dauntlefs, and fecure of native right, 
Of every royal virtue lands poll ; 
Still deur to all the braveft and the bet. 
Hin courage focs, his friends hia truth proclaim ; 
Hie Rrfalty the ting, the world his fame. 
His merey ev'n th’ offending crowd will find 3 
'or fure he comes of a forgiving kind. 
Why thould 1 then repine at heaven's deccec, 
Which gives me a0 pretence td royalty ? 
Yet oh chat fate, peopitionly inclin’d, 
Had rais'di my birth, or had debas'd my mind; 
‘Yo my large foul net all her treafure lene, 
And then betray'd ic co a mean delcent ! 

1 find, 4 find my riounting fpirits bold, 

And David's part difdains my mother’s mould. 
‘Why am I fconved by a niggard birth ? 

My foul ditcleims the kimtircd of her earth; 

- And made for empire whifpers me within, 
Detire of grearnefs is a god-like fin. 

Him Nagger ing fo, when hell's dire agent feand, 
White fainting virtuc fearce maintain'd her ground, 
fe puors freth forces in, and chus replica ; 

‘Th’ eternal God, fuprymely zood and wife, 
Smpares noe thefe predgi in vai 
‘What wonders are refetv'beo dich your tcign! 
Again your will your arguments ‘has, iro, 
Such virtue’s only Biten to guide a thre 
Not chat your father's mildaets | contemn 5 

Bur chanly force becomes the diadem. 

"Tis gene be grants the peo: fe a:l they crave ; 

And more perhaps than jects ought to have : 

For lavith gaurs fupggic 4 monarch tame, 

And move his yoodneh than his Wit proclaim. 
But when hoch 1 ccple Mtrive their bonds to break, 

HW not when kings ace negligent or weak ? 

Let hin give on till-he can Kite to mote, 

‘The thrifty Sanbedrim Malt keep kim poor; 

And evecy-thewel, which he cai receive, 

Si:ail colt a Himb of his Pierogacive. 

‘Yo ply bim with new plot. fha't be me care; 

Or pienge biai dcep-in Sene expentive war ; 


hid— 
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Which when his treafure can no more Supply, 
He mult, with the remains of kinghip, buy 
His faithful friends, our jeatoufies and fears 
Call Jebufites, and Pharaoh's penfooers: 
Whom when our fury from his aid has tora, 
He hail be naked left to public fcorm, 
The next fucceffor, whom 1 fear and hate, 
My arts have made obnoxious to the ftate; 

"ern'd all his virtues 0 his overthrow, 
And gain'd our elders to pronounce a foe. 
His sight, for fume of neceflary gold, 
Shall Gcft be pawn'd, and afterwards be fold 
Till time that] ever-wamting David draw, 
‘To pafs your doubtful title inzo Ja% ; 
If not, the people have a right fapreme 
‘To make their kings; for kings are made for then:. 
All empire is no more than power in tuft, 
Which, when refum'd, can be no longer juft. 
Succeflion, for the general gacd defign’d, 
ty its awa wrong a nation cannot bind: 
If alterix:g thar che people can relieve, . 
Beccer one fuffer than a nation grieve. (chofe, 
The Jews well know their power : ere Saul they 
Gal was theimting, and God they durft depofe. 
Urge now your picty, your filial name, 
A father’s right, and fear of (uture fame; 
‘the public good, chat univertal call, 
‘Fo which ev'n heaven fubmitted, aofwere all, 
Nov let his fove enchant your generous mind ; 
“Vis nature's trick to propagate her kicd. 
Ouse fond begetters, who would never die, 
tove bat theméetves in their pottcrity. 
Oc Ket bis kisutrets by tt’ cftccls be try'd, 
Or let him !:y his cain pretence afide. 
God taid, he lov'd your father ; could he bring 
A better proof, chan to anoint kin king ? 
Ic furely how'd he low’ the. thepheid well, 
Who yave fo fair a flock as Mrael. 
Would David have you thought hie éartiog fon, 
What micans he tiew to allicnate the crown ? 
The name af yodly he may bluth 20 bear : 
ie alter God's own heart to cheat his heir? 
He to his brother gives fupreme command, 
“To you a legacy of harren land; 
Perhaps th’ uld harp, ow which he thrams his lays, 
Or fome duit Hebrew bailsd in your praife. 
Th i 





the next heir, a prince fevere and wile, 
locks on you with jealoas eyes; 

wagh the thin difguifes of your arts, 

wks your peogrels in the people's hearts; 
row his mighty foul it grief contains : 

$s reveng: who leat complains: 4 

e flumbering in the way, 

Liing, while be wai 

Tis fearlels foes i 

Centrais bis roa 

“Till ae ths fal, bis time for fury found, 

His fhoots with fudden vengeance from the ground; 

The profiraze vu'gar pales o'er ard fpsrcs, 

But with a lordly rage his Lunters tears. 

Your cafe na tame expedieuts well afford : 

Refolve on death, or congueft by the ford, 
Wich for no lefs a ftake than fife you drew ; 
clnd fell-delence is rature’s cldeit Jaw. 
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Part I: 

--Laave the warm pedple no confidering time s 
For then rebellicn may be thought a crime. 
Axail yourfelf uf what occafion gives, 

But try your title while your father lives 

* od chat your arms thay have a fair pretence, 
Proctaim you tcke them in the king's defunce 3 
Whofe faced life each minute would cxpofe ; 
‘To plots, from feeming friends, and feerct foes, 
And who can found the depth of David’s fool ? 
Perhaps his fear his kindncfs may controul. 

He fcars his brother, though he ioves his fon, 
For plighted vows too late to be undone. 
If fo, by force he withes to be gain’d: 
Like women’s lechery, to fevm conftrain’d. Fi 
Doubt not : but, when he moaft affects the frown, 
Commit a pleafing rape apon che crown, 
Secure his perfon to fecure your caufe ; 
‘They who poflefs the prince peffefs the laws. 
He faid ; and this advice above the reft, * 

+ ‘With Abfalom’s mild nature fuitcd bef ; 

Unblam’d of life, ambition fet afice, 

Not ain’d with cruelty, nor puft with pride, 

How happy had he been, if deftiny 

Had higher plac’d his bitth, or not fo high |. 

His kingly virtees might have claim'd a throne, 

And ri all other countriss bat his own. 

, Bue charming greatnefs fince fo few refule, _ 
"Tis jufter to lament him than accufs, 

Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

‘With bfandifhments co gain the public love : 

To bead the fa@ion white their seal wus hot, 
And Popubsly profecute the plot. ‘ 

To further this, Achitophel unites 

“Che malcontents of all the Ifraclites : : 
Whofe differing parties he could wifely join, 

For feveral ends, to ferve the fame defign. 

‘The beft, and of the princes fome were fuch, * 
‘Who thought the power of nyouarchy too mach ¢ 
Miftaken men, snd patriots ith their hearts; © | 
Noe wicked, hut fedue’d by impious arta. 

. By thefe the fpringn of property were bent, 

+ And wound fo high, they crack the government. 

3 The nexe for intercft fought to embroil the fare, 

+ To fell their duty at a dearer rate ; 

* And make cheir Jewith markets of the throne ; 
Pretending public good en ferve their own, ‘ 
Others thought kings an ufelefs heavy load, 
‘Who coft toe mach, and did too fittle good. ° 
‘Thefe were for taying honeft David by, * 
On principles of pure good hufbandry. 
With them join'd all ch’ haranguers of the throng, 

+ That thought to get preferment by the tongue. 

* Whe follow next a double danger bring, * 

Not onty hating David, but the king; i 
The Solyrmsan rout ; well vers’d fe ol, 
In goodly fadion, and in‘treafon bold ; 
Cowring and quaking at a couqueror’s fword, 
_ But lofty to a Lawful prince reftor'd ; 
_ Saw with difdain an Ethnic plot begun, 
And fevrn'’d by Jebufites to be outdune, 
Hot Levites headed thefe; who pull’d before 

., From th’ ark, which in the jodges days they bore, 
Refam'd tiveir cant, and wich a zealous cry,. 
Parlued their old below’d theocwacy ¢ ; 

: an 
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‘Where faphedrim and pricft enflav’d the nation, , 
And juftify’d their fpoils by infpiration : 

For who fo fit zo reign 28 Aaron's race, 

If once dominion they could found in grace? 
‘Thefe Jed the pack; though not of fareft feea 
Vet deepeft-meuth'd again the governmeot. 

A numerous hoft of dreaming fainte Luccecd, 

Of the true old enthufiattic breed : : 

*Gainit form and order they their power employ, 
Nothing to build, and all things to deftroy. 

But far more numcrous was the herd of fuch, . 
Who think too little, and who talk too much, 
“Thefe out cf mere infin, they knew vot why, 
Ador'd their fathers God ard pr. ys 

And by the fame blind benefi: of fate, 

‘The devil and the Jebulite did hate: 

Burn to. be fav'd ev'n in their own defpite, 
Beeanfe they could not help believing right.” 
Such were the cools: but a whole Hydia more 
Remains of (preu:ing heads too long to fcure, 
Some of their chicfs were princes of the lands 

da the firt rank of thefe did Zimri Mand; 
A man fo various, that he fuem’d to be 
Not one, but all mankind's cpitome : 

‘Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong; 
‘Was every thing by ftarts, aud nothing longs 
Bur, in the courfe of one revolving moon, 
‘Was chemift, fidler, ftatefman, and buffvor': 
Thes all for womer, painting, thynting, drinking, 
Befides ten thoufand freaks that dy‘ iu thinking, 


rN 


*| Bleft madman, who could every hour employ, 


With fomething new to with, or to enjoy !. 
Railing 2nd praifing were bis ufual themes; 
ard both, to thew his judgmens, in catrcnses = 
‘So over violent, or over civil, z 
‘That every man with him was God or Devil. 
In fquandering wealth was his pecutiar art 
Nothing went unrewarded but defert. 
"d by fools, whom ftill he found too late ;. 

He had his jeft, and they had his cftate. 
He laugh'd himfcif from court ; then fought relief” 
By forming pasties, but could ne'er be chief: 
For fpite of hima the weight of bufinefs fell 
On_Abfalom, and wife Achitophel : : 
Thus, wicked but in will, of means berefe, 
He left wot f2@ion, but of that was lefe. 

Titles and names "twerc tedious to rehearfe 
Of lords, below the dignity of verfe. [beft :- 
‘Wits, warriors, commonwealths-men, were the 
Kind hufbands, aud mere nobles, all the ref. 
And therefore, in the name of dulnef, be 
The well-hung Balaam, and cold Caleb, free s 
Aad canting Nadab let oblivion damn, 
Who made new porridge for the ce lamb. 
Let (riendthip’s holy baud fome flames affure ; 
Some their own worth, and fonte let fcorn fecures 
Nor hall the rafcal rabble here have place, 
‘Whom kings no title gave, and God no 3 
Not bull-fac’d Jonas, who could ftacates aw 
To mean rebellion, and make treafon law.” 
But he, theugh bad, is folluw’d by a worfe, ° 
‘The wretch who heaven’s anointed dar'd to curfes 
Shimei, whofe youth did early promife bring, 
Of seal to God, and hatred to bis king ; 
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Did wilcly from expentive fins refrain, 

And never broke the fabbath but for gain : 
Nor ever = he koran snenth to vent, 

Or corte uolefs again goverament. 

‘Thus heaping wealth, by the molt ready way 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray; 
The city, to reward his pious hate 

Againft his mafter, chofe him magiftrate. 

Hie hand 2 vate of jultice did uphold ; 

Fis ueck wes-loaded with a chain uf gold. 
During his office creafon was no crime ; 

‘The fone of Belial had a glorious time : 

For Shenaei, though not prodigal of peif, 

‘Yee lov'd his wicked neighbour as himiif. 
‘When two or three were gather'd to deciaim 
AgsinG the monarch of Jerviatem, 

Shimei was always in the midi «f chem : : 
‘nd if they cars'd the king when he was by, 
‘Woold rather curfe than break good company. 
W any durlt his faGious friends accufe, 

He pack’d a jury of diffenting Jews; 

‘Whole fellow-teeliog in the godly caufe 
‘Would free the fuffering (ajnt from homan laws. 
For laws sre only made to punith thole 

‘Who ferve the king, aod to protect his foes, 

If any leifore time he hed from powcr, 
Becatfe ‘tie fin to mifemploy aq hour : 

His bufinets was, by writing to perfoade, 

‘That kings were ulelefe and actoy to trade + 
Aod that his noble fyle he might refine, 

No Rechabite more thun’d the fumes of wine. 
Chatle were his cellars and his (hricval board 
The grofinefs cf a city fealt abhore'd : F 
His cooks with long difafe their trade forget ; 


‘Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot. 


Such frogal virtue malice may accuie ; 
"Bur fure "twas peceffary to the Jews: 
For towns, once buent, fuch magiftrates require 
As dare not tempt God's ptovidence by fire. 
‘Wich fpiricual food he fed his fervants well, 
Bat free from fete that made the Jews rebel : 
And Motes’ laws he held in more accouot, 
For foity days of falling in the mount. 
ay freak the reft, who better are forgot, 
‘Would fire a well-breath' witaefs of the plot. 
Yet, Corsh, thou thale from oblivion pafs ; 
Bre@ thyfelf, thou monumental brafs, 
figh as the fe of thy metal made, 
ile naxions fecure beneath thy thade. 
‘What though his birth bapa yet simcity rife 
From earthly vapours ere they thine io fries, 
igious salons may as well be done 
By weaver's iffuc, as by prince's fon. 
‘This arch-ateflor for the public 
By that one dee@ronodtes all his blood. 
Who ever atk’d the witnels’s high race, 
‘Whole oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace ? 
Qore was a Levite, and as times went cheo, 
His wibe were God Almighty's gentlemen. 
Sank were his eyes, his voice was harth and loud, 
Sure figns be neither choleric was, nor proud : 
His loug chin prov'd his wit; his {aint-like grace 
A church vermilion, hr’ a Mofes’ face. 
His memory, miraco! ly great, 
Could plots, exceeding nvan’s belief, repeat; 


Which therefore cannot be accounted lies, 

For human wit could never fuch devife. 

Some future troths are mingled in bisbook;  _ 

But where the witnefs fail'd the prophet {poke ? 

Some things tike villonary flight appear; 

‘The fpicit caught him up the Lord knows where; 

And gave-Bim his rabbinical degree, 

Unknown to forcign univesfity. ote 

Hie judgment*yce bis memory did excel; 

Which piec'd his wondrous evidenee fo well, 

And Suited to the cemper of the times, 

Then groaning onder Jebufitic crimes. 

Let Ucael’s foes fufpeet his heavenly call, 

And rafhly judge his writ apocryphal ; 

Ous laws tor fuch affionts have forfeits made : 

He cakes his life, who takes away his wade. 

Were I mylelf in witnels Corah's place, 

The wretch whu did me fuch a dire ciizrace, 

Should whet my memory, though once jurgot, 

To make hin an appendix of my plo. 

His zeal to heaven made bim his prince defpifz, 

And load his perfon with indignitics. 

But zeal peculiar privilege alfords, 

Indulging latitude to deed. and words: 

And Corah might for Agag's murder call, 

In terms as courfe as Samuel us'd to Saul, 

What others in his evidence did join, 

The beft that could be had for love ur coin, 

In Corah’s own predicament will fall: 

For Witnefs is a common name to all. 
Surrovaded thus with friends of every fort, 

Deluded Abfatom forfakes she court : 

tmparient of high hopes, urg’d with renowe, 

And fir'd with near poflcfion of a crown, 

Th’ admiring crowd are daszled with furprize, 

And on his goodly pesfon feed ther eyes, 

His joy conceal’d, he fets himfelf to thow ; 

On each fide bowing popularly ow : 

His looks, his geftures, and his words he franics, 

And with familiar eafe repeats their names. 

Thus form'd by sature, furnith’d out with arte, 

He glides anfele into at fecrer ich 

Then with a kind compaffionsting . 

And Gghs, befpeaking pity ere he fpoke, 

Few words he faid; eafy thofc and fit, 

More flow than Hybla-drops, and fav more fweet. 
1 mousn, my countrymen, your loft cate; 

Thovgs far unable to prevent your fate; 

Be ty banith’d are for your dear caute 

Expos'd a prey to arbitrary laws! 

Yee oh! that f alone could he undone, 

Cut off from empire, and a0 more a fon! 

Now all your bcrties a fpuil arc made ; 

Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade, t 

Aad Jcbufites your facred rites invade. 

My father, whom with reverence yet I name, 

Charm’d into cafe, is carelefs of his fame; 

Aad, brib’d with petty fume of fureize gold, 

ts grown ia Baththeba’s embraces old ; 

Exalts his enemics, his friends deftroys: 

And all his power againft hinulelf employs. 

He gives, and let him give, my tight away: _ 

But why fhould he bis own and yours betray ? 

He, only he, can make the nation bleed, 


* Aud he alone from my revenge is freed, 
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Take thea my tears, with that he wip'd his eyes, 

+ "Tis all the aid my prefent power fupplies + 
Nu court-informee can thefe arms accufe ; 

“Phefe arms may fons aganft their fathers ules 
And ‘ts my wilh, the next focceffor’s reiga 
May make no other Mfraclite complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful a@inn, feldom fail 5 
Bat comnwn intereft always wid ptevail s 
And pity never ceafer co be thewn 
To hum who makes the people’s wrongs his own, 
The crowd, that Nill believe their kings opprefe, 
‘With Sifted hands their young Mcffish blefs 
‘Who now begins bis progcefs to ordain 
With chariots, herfemen, and a numerous train ¢ 
From ett co weft his glories he dilplays, 
And, like the fun, the promis'd land furveys. 
Fam: curs before him as the morning far, 
And thours of joy falute him from afar 
Each hovfe receives him asa guardian god, 
Aud confecsates the place of his abode. 
Bot hofpitable ereats did molt commend 
Wife Mlachar, his wealthy weltcrn friend. 
This moving cour:, that caught the people's eyes, 
And feen'd but pomp, did other ends difguife ; 
Achitophel had form’d it, with incene 
"Lo found the depths, and fathonr where it went, 
The penple’s hvarts, diflinguith friends from toes, 
And try their ftrength before they came to blows. 
Yet all was culuuc'd with a fmooth pretence 
Of {pecious love, and duty to their prince. 
Relyion, and redrefs of grievances, 
“N'wo names thac ulways cheat, and stways pleale, 
Are often urg'd; and good king David's life 
Endanget'd hy a brother aod » wife. 
Thusina Pageant fhew a plot is made, 
And peace ittchl is wae in mafquerade. 
Oh foolifh Hracl! never warn'd by ill! 
Bill che fame bait, and circumvcated Bill! 
Did ever men forfake their prefent eafe, ° 
tn midtt ¢f health imagine a difcafe; 

+ Take pains comingent mifchiefs to furefee, 
Make heirs fur monarchs, and for God decree? 
‘What fhall we think ? Can people give away, 
Both for themfehves and fons, their native (way? 

” Then they are left defencelefe to the (word 
Of each unbounded, arbitrary lord ! 

And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy, 

IC kings unqueftion’d can thofe laws deftroy. 

Yet if the crowd be judge of fir and jut, 

And kings are only officers in truft, 

‘Then this refuming covenant was declar’d 

When kings were made, or is for ever bart’d. 

If chofe who gave the (ccpter could nut tie 

By their own deed their own pofterity, 

How then could Adam hind his future race ? 
How could his forfek on mankind take place ? 

Or how could heavenly juftice damn us all, 

‘Who ne'er confented to our father's fall? {mand, 
Then- kings are flaves to thole whom they come 
And tenants to their peoyle’s pleafurc fland. 

Add, that the power for property allow’ © 

Is mifchiewoofly feated in the crowd: 

For who can be fecurc o! private right, 

Af fovercign fay may be disfoly'd by might ? 
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The mf may ere as grofely as the few 5 
And faultlefs kings run down by common cry, © 
For vice, eflion, and for tyranay. 
‘What ftandard is there in a Ackle rout, . 
Which, fowing to the mark, runs fatter out t 
Nor only crowds but fanhedrims inay be 
fofected with this public lunacy, 
And hare the madnefs of rebellious times, 
To murder monarchs for imagio’d crimes. 
If they may give and take whene’er they pleafe, 
Not kings alone, the Godhead’s images, 
But government itfelf at length mult fall 
To oature’s fate, where all have right co all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can make, 
‘What prudent men a fcttled throne would fhake 2 
For whatfoc'er their fufferings were before, —* 
That change they covet makes them fuller mora, 
All other ersors but difturb a fates 
But innovation is the blow of fate. 
ff ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall, 
To patch cheir flaws, and burtrefs up the wall, 
Thus far ‘tis duty : but here Gix the mask ; 
For all beyond it is to couch the ark. 
To change foundations, catt the frame anew, 
te work for rebels, who bafe ends purfue ; 
At once divine and human laws coatroul, 
And mend the parts by rain of the whole. 
The tampering world is (ubject to this curfe, 
To phyfic their difeafe into a worfe. 
juw what relief can righteous David briog 7° 

How fatal ‘tis to be too good a king ! 
Friends he has few, fo high the madnels grows; 
Who dare be fuch matt be the people’s foes. 
Yet fome there were, ev'n in the wort of days; - 
Some let me name, and namirg is to praife, 

In this hort file Berzillai firik appears; 
Berzillai, crown'd with honour and with 
Long fince, the rifing rebels he withftoud 
$n regions walte beyond the Jurdan’s ood 
Unfortunately brave to bany the face; 
But finking underneath his mafter's fate s 
In exile with his godlike prince he mourn’d; 
For him he fuffee'd, and with him return'd, 
The court he praGif’d, not the courtier’s art + 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart, 
Which well the noblef objects knew to chuole, 
The fighting warrior, and recording Mufe. 
His bed could once a fruitful iffue boaft ; 
Now more than half a father’s name is loft. 
‘is eldet hope, with every grace adom'd, 
By me, fo heaven will have it, always mourn’d, 
And always honour'd, (natch'd in maubood's 

prime 

B’ unequal fates, and providenee's crime : 
Yet not before the goal of honour won, 
All pasts fulfill'd of fubjed and of fon : 
Swift was the race, but thort the time to run, 
Oh barrow circle, but of power divine, 
Scanted in fpace, but perfedt in thy line! 
By fea, by land, thy matchlefs worth was known, 
Arms thy dclight, and war was all thy own : 
Thy force iaful’é che fainting Tycians prop’d ¢ 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortes Hop's 
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- His old inftrndor ere he loft his place, 
‘Was never thought indued with fo much grace. 
Good heavens, how faction can a patriot paint! . 

. My rebel ever proves my people’s faint. i 
‘Would they imypofe an heir upon the throne, 
Let fanhedrims be taught to give their own. 

: Aking’s at leafta part of government, 

: And mine as requilite as their confent 

+ ‘Without my Jeave a future king to chaofe, 
Infers a right the prefent to difpofe. 

: True, they petition me t” approve their choice : 

* But Efau’s hands fuit ill with Jacob’s voice. 
My pious fubjects for my fafery pray; 5 7 
Which to fecure, they take my power away. 
From plots and treafons heaven preferve my years, 
But fave me mof from my petitioners, 

' Unfatiate as the barren womb or grave 5 
God cannot grant fo much as they can crave, 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 
‘To guard the finall remains of royalty ? 
‘The law fhall ftill direct my peaceful fway, 
And the fame law teach rebels to obey : 
Votes fhall no more eftablifh’d power controul, 
Such votes as make a part excced the whole. 
No groundlefs clamours fhall my friends remove, 
Nor crowds have power to punifh ere they prove; 
For gods and god-like kings their care exprefs, 
Still to defend their fervants in diftrefs, 
Oh, that my power te faving were confin’d! ; 


- 


‘Why am J forg’d, like heaven, againft my mind, 
‘To make examples of another kind? : 
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Mott I at length the fword of juftice draw ? a 

Oh curft effects of neceflary law ! 

How ill my fear they by my mercy fcan! 

Beware the fury of a patient man. 

Law they require, let law then thew her faces ~ 

They could not be content to lock on grace, 

Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 

‘To tempt the terror of her front and die. 

By their own arts ’tis righteoufly decreed, 

Thote dire artificers of death hall bleed, 

Againft themfelves their witneiles will fwear, - 

"Fill, viper-like, their mother plot they tear ; 

And fack for nutriment that bloody gore, 

Which wus their principle of life before. 

Their Belial with their Beelacbub will fight : 

Thus on my foes, my foes fhall do me right, 

Nor doubt th’ event; for factions crowds engage, 

In their firft onfet, all their brutal rage. ee 

Then let them take an unrefifted courfe : 

Retire, and traverfe, and delude their force : 

But when they ftand all breathlefs, urge the fight, 

And rife upon them with redoubled might : 

For lawful power is ftill fuperior found ; 

When long driven back, at length it flands the 
round. 

He faid: Th' Almighty nodding gave confent; 
And peals of thunder fhook the firmament, ; 
Henceforth a feries of new time began, 

‘The mighty years in long proceffion ran: 
Once more the god-like David was reftor’d, 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord, 
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PART It, 


 — Si quis tamen hxc quoque, fi quix 
“ Captus amore leget —”” 


TO THE READER, 


Im the year 1680 Mr. Dryden undertook the { and ending with 

poem of Abfalom and Achitophel, upon the defire} « To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee.” 
of king Charles the fecond. The performance 

was applauded by every one ; and feveral perfons containing near two hundred verfes, were entirely 
prefling him to write a fecond part, he, upon de- } Mr. Dryden’s compofition, befides fome tonches 
clining it himfelf, {poke to Mr. ‘Tate to write one, | in other places.—The preceeding lines, upwards 
and gave him his advice in the direction of it; | of three hundred in number, were written by Mr, 
and that part beginning with Tate. The poem is here printed complete. 


“ Neat thefe, a troop of bufy {pirits prefs," 
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Styce men like beafts each other’s prey were 
made, 

Since trade began, and priefthood grew a trade, 

Since realms were form'd, none fyre fa curft as 
thofe 

‘That madly their own happinefs appofe; 

‘There heaven itfelf, and Gad-like kings, in vain 

Shower down the manna of a reign: 

While pamper’d crowds to mad fedition run, 

ind monarchs by indulgence are undone, 

‘Thus David's clemency was fatal grown, 

While wealthy faction aw'd the wanting throne. 

For now their fovereign’s orders to contemn 

“Was held the charter of Jerufalem, 

His rights t’ invade, his tributes to refufe, 

A privilege peculiar to the Jews; 

As if from, heavenly call this licence fell, 

And Jacob's feed were chofen to rebel! 

Achitophel with triumph fees his crimes 

‘Thus fuited co the madnefa of the times; 

Pay. pela to make his hopes fucceed, 

Of filttering charms no longer ftands in need ; 

While, fond of change, though ne'er fo dearly 
bought, 

Our tribes outftrip the youth’s ambitious thought ; 

Ais {wilteft hopes with {wifter homage meet, 

And crowd their fervile necks beneath his fect. 

‘Thus to his aid while prefling tides repair, 

He mounts and fpreads his ftreamers in the air, 

‘The charms of empire might his youth miflead, 

But what can our befotted Hrael plead? 

Sway’d by a monarch, whofe ferene command 

Seems half the bleffing of cur promis’d Jand. 

Whole only grievance is excefs of eafe; 

Freedom our pain, and plenty our difeafe | 

Yet as all foily would lay claim te fenfe, 

And wickednefs ne’er Wanted a pretence, 

‘With arguments they'd make their treafon good, 

And righteous David’s felf with flanders load + 

‘That arts of foreign fway he did affect, 

And guilty Jebufites from law protea, 


Whofe very chiefs, convid, were never freed, 

Nay we have feen the facrificers bleed 

Accufers’ infamy is urg’d in vain, a 

While in the bounds of fenfe they did contain, 

But foon they Jaunch’d into th’ unfathom’d tide, 

And in the depths they knew difdain’d to ride. 

For probable difcoveries to difpenfe, 

‘Was thonght below a penfion’d evidence; 

Mere truth was dull, nor fuited with the port 

Of pamper’d Corah when advanc’d to court. 

No lefs than wonders now they will impofe, 

And projedts void of grace or fenfe difclofe, 

Such was the change on pious Michal brought, 

Michal that néer was crue] ev’n in thoughe, 

The beft of queens, and moft obedient wife, 

Impeach‘d of curft defigns oa David's life! _ 

His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, 

’Tis fcarce fo much his guardian angel’s care. , 

Not fummer morns fuch mildnefs can difclofe, 

The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon rofe. 

Neglecting each vain pomp of majefty, ; 

Tranfported Micha} feeds her thoughts on high. 

She lives with angels, and, as angels do, AK 
uite heaven fometimes to blefe:the world below, 
here, cherith’d by her bounty’s plenteous 

pring, 

Reviving widows {mile, and orphans fing. 

Oh: when rebellious Ifrael’s crimes at beighs “ 

Are threaten’d with her Lord's approaching ity, 


The piety of Michal then remain 


In heaven’s remembrahce, and prolong his reigo! 


Lefs defolation did che peft purfue, 
That from Dan’s limits to. Beerfheba flew, 
Lefs fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 
And lefs Jerufalem’s avenging fire. 
With gentler terror thefe our ftate o’er-ran, 
‘Than fince our evidencing days began! 
On every cheek a pale confufion far, 
Continued fear beyond the worft of fate! 
Truft was no more, att, {cience, ufelefs made, 
All ecenpations loft but Corah’s trade, : 


“a 


Mean while a guard on mode Curah wait, 
Hf vot for fafery, needful yet for Mate. 
‘Well might he deem each peer and prince his are, 
And lord it o'er the tribes which he could fave : 
Ev'n vice in him was viriwe—what (ad fate, 
Bat for his honefty had feiz'd cor fiate! 
Aad with what tyranny hed we heen curtt, 
Had Corah never prov'd a villian firft ! 
‘S* have told his knowledge of th’ intrigue in grofs, 
Head been, alas, to our deponent’s lols: 
‘The travel'd Levite had th’ experience got, 
‘Te bufbend well, and make the beft of 's phe; 
And therefore, like an evidence of till, 
‘With wile referves fecur'd bis PenGon Bill; 
Not quite of furare power himlelf bereft, 
Lmbos for unbelievers left, 
And now hip writ fuch reverence had got, 
‘Twas worfé than plotting 6 fufpect his plor. 
Some were fo well convinc'd, they mare no doubt 
‘Themlelves to help the founder’d {wearers ou:, 
Same had their fenfe-impos'd-on by their (car, 
But more for intereft fake believe and fwear : 
Bv'n to that height with fome the frenzy grew, 
‘They rag’d to find their danzer not prove true. 
Yet, chan all thefe a viler crew temain, 
« Who with Achitophel the ery maintain ; 
‘Nox urg’d by fear, not through milguided fenfe, 
Blind zeal and ftarving peed had fume pretence, 
* Bot for the good old caufe that did excite 
‘Th’ original rebels wiles, revenge, and fpight. 
‘Thefe raife the plot co have the (candal thrown 
‘Uren the bright facceffor of the crown, 
‘Whoie virtue with fuch wrongs they had purfued, 
As fcem'd ail hope cf pardon to exclude. 
Thui, while on private ends their zeal is buile, 
‘The cheated crowd applaud and fhase their goilt. 

Such-pradtices as thele, too grots ro lie 

Long onobfirv'd by each difcerning cye, 
‘The more judicious Mraeliecs onfpell'd, 
‘Though ful the charm the giddy rabble held, 
Ev'n Abfalom amidtt the dazzling heama 

Of eanpire, and ambiion’s Mlatcerirg dreams, 
Peeteives the plot, too fuol vo be exens'il, 
To aid defigns, no lefs pernicious, us'd. 
And, Glial fenfe yet fisiving in his breaft, 
‘Thus to Achitophed his doubts expreft. 

‘Why are my thovghts upon a crown emplos‘d, 
‘Which once obtain'd can be hut half enjoy’d? 
Not fo when virtue did my arms requir:, 

-Ard to my father’s ware t flew intire. 
2vi7 topal power how will my foes refent, 
“When b myfelf have farce my own confeng ! 
Give me a fon's undlemifh'd truth again, 
Or quench the (parks of du'y thse remain. 
‘How flight to furce a throne chat legions guard 
“ihe tatk to me; to prove unjuft, how hard? 
aAnd if th’ imagin'd guilt shus wound my thought, 
What wiil it when the tragic Scene is wrovght? 
Dire war mu firf be conjur’d from below, 
‘The realm"we'd rule. we Srl mutt overthrow : 
Ard wher :he civil furies are on wing 
‘Phat bind end undiftingsith'd flanghrers flirg, 
Who krona what inupious chastce may reach 
the King? * 
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Oh! rather let me perith in the Arife, 
‘Than have my crewn the price of David's life » 
Or, if che tempefl of the war he ftand, 
In peace, fome vile officjous villain’s hand 
Hit foul's anoiored temple may invade, 
Or, pret by clamorous crowds, myfelf be-macz 
His mantheree ; rebelliv-us crowds, whofe guilt 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be fyik. 
Which if my fitial tenderncfs oppofe, 
Since to the empire by theit arms I rofe, 
Thofe very arms on me fhall be employ'd, 
A new ofarper crown'd, and I dc flroy’d : 
The fame pretence of public geod wil! hold, 
And new Achituphels be found as bold t 
To urge the needful change, perhzps the old. 

He faid, The ftatefman with a fmite reptize, 
A Smile chat did his riling fpleen difguitc, 
My thoughts prefen:'d our labours at au end, 
And ase we fiill with confcience to contend ? 
Whofe want in kings, as needful is allow'd, 
As ‘cis for them to find it in the crowd, 
Far in the doubtful paffage you ate gunc, 
And only can be fate by preffing on. 
‘The crown’s true heir, a prince fevere and wile, 
Has siew'd your motions long with jealous cyens 
Your perfun’s charms, your niore prevailing arts, 
And mark’d your progecfs in the Peopte’s hearts, 
‘Whofe pacicnce is th’ effc of flinted powe A 
Bat ercafurcs vengeance for the fatal hour, 
Aod if remote the perit he can bring, 
Your pretent dauget’s greater from the king. 
Let nee parent's name deceive your fenfe, 
Nor troft the father in a jeatons prince! 
Your trivial faults if be could fo refent, 
‘To doom you littie tefs than haniftiment, 
What rage nroft your prefumption fince infpirc ! 
Againll his order. you seturp from Tyre. 
Nor coly fo, but with a ponip more high, 
And open court of pepularity, 
The faBious tribes.—Aad this reproof from thee } 
‘The peince replics, O fatefrran’s wiudir g fxill! 
They fick condemn, that fir advin'd the ill! 
MMutsious youth, resuni'd Achitophel, 
Milconflrue not the words that mean you well; 
‘The cocrfe you fteer 1 worthy blame conclude, 
But ‘cis becaufe you leave $t pnpurfucd. 
A monarch’s crown with fate furrounded lies, 
Who reach, lay hold «.n death that mifs the prize, 
Did you for this expofe yous he fluw, 
And to the crowd bow pupulat!y low! 
For this your glorious progreds next ordain. 
With chariots, horfemen, and a nume:ou 
With fame before you ike the morning ft 
And hheurs of joy faleting frory afar ? 
Oh feom the heights yeu" : 
Searce leading Lucifer could Sali hi : 
And imei! here my Mipwreck'd arts bemean ?° 
Have f forthis fo o i 
Your fingle internal h’d, 
And tuen’d the frale where your defires were laid! 
Ev'n when at hel a courle fo dargeroue mov'd, 
To bead your hopes 2s my removal prov’, 

1 not dipute, the royal youth rephes, 
The keown perfedicn of your policies, 

a 
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- Nor in Achitophel yet grudge oz blame, 
The privitege that ftatefmen ever claim; 
‘Who private imtereft never yet parfued, 
Bat ftill pretended *twas for others’ good : 
‘What politician yet e’er fcap'd his fate, 
Who faving his own neck not fav'’d the ftate ? 


¥rom hence on every humorous wind that veer'd, 


With thifted fails a feveral courfe you fteer’d. 
What from a fway did David e’er purfue, 

That feem’d like abfolute, bue {prung fre"; you? 
Who at your inflance quafh’d each penal law, 
‘That kept diffenting factious Jews in awe; 
And who fafpends fixt laws, may abrogate, 
That done, form new, and fo enflave the ftate. 
Ev'n property, whofe champion now you ftand, 
And feem for this the idol of the lind, ~ 

Did ne’er fuftain fuch violence before, 

As when your counfel fhut the royal ftore ; 
Ativice, that ruin to whole tribes procur’d, 

But fecret kept till your own banks fecur’d. 
Recount with this the triple covenant broke, 
And Ifrael fitted fay a foreign yoke; 

Nor here your counfels fatal progrefs ftaid, 

But fent our levied: powers ta’ Pharaoh's aid. 


Hence Tyre and Irae}, low im ruiné laid, [made, 
And Egypt, once their fédrn, their common terror 


Ev'n yet of fuch a feafon camwe dream, 


‘When royal rights you made your darling theme. | 


Tor power unlimited could reafons draw, 
And place prerogative above the law; 
Which on your fall from office grew unjuft, 
‘The Jaws made king, the king a flave in traft : 
Whom with tlate eraft, to intcreft only true, 
You now accufe of ills contriv'd by you. 

‘To this hell’s agent—Royal youth, fix here; 
Lot intereft be the ftar by which you ftcer ; 
Hence to repofe your truft in me Was wife, 
Whofe intereft moft in your advancement lies. 
A tye fo firm as always will avail, 

‘When friendthip, nature, and religion, fail ; 

On our’s the fafety of the crowd depends, 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends, 
Whom I wi.l caufe fo far our guilt to fhare, 
‘Vill they are made our champions by their fear. 
‘What oppofitioh can your rival bring, 

While fanhedrims are jealous of the king ? 

« His ftrength as yet in David’s friendthip lies, 
And'what can David's felf without {upplies ? 
Who with exclufive bills muft now dilpente, 
Debar the heir, or tarve in his defence, 
Conditions which our elders ne’er will quit, 
And David's juftice never can admit. 

Or forc’d by wants his brother to betray, 

“Yo your ambition next he clears the way ; 

For if fucceffion once to nought they bring, 
‘Their next advance removes the prefent king 
Perfidting elfe his fenates to diffolve, 
1m equal hazard fhall his reign involve, 





Nor boots it on what caufe ar firit they join, 
‘Their troops once up, are-tools for our defign. 
At leaft fuch fubtle covenants thall be made, 
‘Fill peace itfelf is war in mafquerade. 

Vou VL 


[alarms, 
Our tribes, whom Phataoh’s power fo much 
Shall rife without their prince t’oppofe his arms ; 
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Affociations of myfterious fenfe, 

Againfk, but feeming for, the king's defenae 

Ev’n on their courts of juftice fetters draw, 

And from our agents muzzle up their law, 

By which a conqueft if we fail to make, — 

‘Tis a drawn game at worlt, and we \écure ‘oye 
ake. 

He faid, and for the dire fuccefs depend 
On various fé&ts, by commion guilt nyad: 
Whofe heads, though ne’er ‘fo differing: ig 

creed, 
T th’ point of treafon yet were well agreed: 
*Mongft thefé, extorting tthban.firft appearé, 
Purfued by a meager troop. of bankrupt heirs. 
Bleft times when ithhan, he whafe occupation 
So long has been to cheat, reforms the natian { 
Hhban of confciense fuited to his trade, . 
As good a ‘faint as tfurer ever madé, 
Yet Mammon has not fo engroft im quite, 
But Belial lays as latge a claim of fights *. 
Who, for thofe pardons from his prince he drawa 
Returns reproaches, and cricé up the caufe, 
‘That year in which the city he did fway, 
He left rebellion in a bopeful way. 
Yet his ambition onte was found fo bold, 
To offer talents of extorted gold ; : 
Could David's wants have fo been, brib’d, to thi 
And fcandalize our peerage with his name} 
For which; his dear fedition he'd forfwear, * 
And-ev'n turn loyal to be made a peer. 
Next him, let railing Rabthéka have place, 
So full of zeal he has no need of grace ; 
A faint that can both fleth and fpirit ufe, 
Alike haunt conventicles and the ftews : 
Of whom the queftion difficult appears, 
If mott i? th’ preachers or the bawds arrears, 
What caution ‘could appear foo much is-hitn, 
‘That keeps the treafure of Jerufalem! 3 
Let David’s brother but‘approach the town, 
Double oue guards, he cries, we are undone. 
Protetling that he dares not fleep in’s bed 
Left he fhould rife next morn without his head, 

“ Next thefe, a troop of bafy fpirits prefs,” 
Of little fortunes, and & conkieackien 
With them the tribe, whofe luxury had 
Their banks, in former fequeftrations geney 
Who rich and great by paft rebellions grew, 
And long to fith the troubled fircanss anew. 
Some future hopés, foie prefent ent draw: 
To fell their comfetence an cfpoure dhe canfe, ‘ 
Such ftipends thofe vile hirclings heft befir, 
Priefts without grace, and: poets Witods 
Shall that falfe Hebronite efcupe s 
Judas that keeps the rebels penfion-parfes 
Jedas that pays the treafon-writer's fee, 
Judas that well deferves his namelake’s iree - 
Who at Jerufalem's own gates ereéts 7 
His college for @ nurfery of feéts, 

Young prophets with an early care fecures, 
And with the dung of his own aits mazjures. 
What have the men of-Hebren here to do, 
What part ia irael’s promis’d land have you * 
Here Phaleg, the lay-Hebronite is come, + “* 
*Caufe like the reft he could not live at home; 
i b z : 
















ge. 


Who from his own poffeffions could not drain 
An omer even of Hebrsnitih grain, 
Here ftrute it like a patriot, and talks high 
OL injor’d Cubjeds, alter'd property : 
An emblem of chat buzzing infe& jut. 
‘That mourts the wheel, and thinks the raifes duft. 
Can dry bones live? or tkeletons produce 
The vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice ? 
Glign Phateg could, and at the rable fed, 
Retorn'd the grateful produ to the bed. 
A waiting-man to travclling nobles chofe, 
He bis cwn laws would faucily impofe, 
“Till baftinadoed back again he went, 
To learn thofe n:anners he to teach was fent, 
Chaftis’d he -ughe to have retreated home, 
But he reads politics to Abfalom. 
For never Hebronite, though kick'd and feorn'd, 
‘To his qwn country willingly return'd. 
Bat, leaving famith'd Ph te be fed, 
Aod we tak treaf o for his daily bread, 
et Acbrop, nay let Hell produce a man 
So made for mifchief as Ben-Juchanan, 
A Jew of humble parentage was he, 
By trade a Levite, though of low degrre : 

is pride no higher than the defk afpit'd, 
But for the drudgery of priefts way hir'd 
"Yo read and pray in linen ephod brave, 
Apd pick up fingle thekels from the grave. 

farry'd at latt, but finding charge come tafter, 
He could not live by God, but chang’d his mafter: 
Inipir'd by wane, was made a fa@ious tool, 
They got a villain, and we loft a fool. 
Still violent, whatever caufe be took, 
But moft againft the party he forfook, 
For renegadoes, ne‘cr turn by halves, 
Are bound in confcience to be double knaves. 
$0 this profe-prophet took moft monftrous pains, 
To bet hia mafters {cc he earn’d bis gains. 
But, asthe devil owes all his impe a fhame, 
He chofe th’ apoftate for his proper theme; 
‘With little pains he made the piure true, 
And from reflexion tock the rogue he drew. 
A woudrous work, tn prove the Jewifh nation , 
Jn every age a murmuring generation ; 
To trace them from their infancy of finning, 





And thew them fuctious frum their firit beginning. | 


"To prove they could rebel, and rail, and muck, 
Much to the credit of the chofen flock ; 
A ftrong authozity, which muft convince, 
‘That faints own uo allegiance to their prince, 
As 'tiea leading card to make a whore, 
To prove her iether had turn'd up before. 
But, tell me, dic che drunken patriarch blefs 
‘The fon that thew'd his father’s nakednefs? 
Sach ehanks the prefent church thy pen will give, 
ich proves tchellion was fo primitive. 

‘aft ancient failings be examples made ? 
‘Then mustherers from Cain may learn their trade. 
As thou the beathen and the faint haft drawn, 
Methinks th’ apuftare was the better man: 
Andehy hor father, waving my refped, 
Not of a mother-church, but of a fect. 
Acd fuch he necds muft be of thy inditing, 
‘This comes of drinking affes milk and writing. 
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If Balak fhoild be calt'd to icave his place, 
As profit is the loudeft call of grace, 
His temple, difpeffefs'd of one, would be 
Repienifh'd with fewen devils more by thee. 

Levi, thou art a load, f'll lay thee down, 
And fhew rebellion barc, without a gown; 
Poor flaves iu metre, dull and addle-pated, 
Who rhyme below ew'n David's Plaims traniated. 
Some in my {peedy pace | muft ovt-run, 
As lame Mephibotheth the wizard’s fn: 
To make quick way, I'll leap o'er heavy blocks, 
Shun rotten Uzza as C would the pox; 








And hafter Og and Doeg to rehcarfe, 
"Fwo fowl t crutch their feeble fenfe on verfe ; 
Who by my Mufe to all fucceeding wines, 

Shall live in fpight -f their own doggrel rhynice. 
Doeg, though without knowing how or why, 
Made ftiil a blundering kind of melody; {thin, 
Spurt'd boldly on, and dath'd through thick and 

Through fenfe and nonfenfe, never out nor in; 
Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 
And in one word, herpically mad: 

He was too warm on picking-work to dwell, 
But fagorted his no:ions as they fell, i 
And if they rhym'd and rattled, all was well, 
Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a fatyr, 

For ftill there goes fume thinking ¢o ili nature: 
He needs no more than birds and beafts co think, 
All his occafions are to eat and drink. 

{f he cali rogue and tafeal from a garret, 

He means you no more mifchief than a parrot : 
‘Yhe words for friend and foe alike were made, 
To fetter then: in verfe is all his trade. 

For almonds he'll cry whore to his own mother : 
And call young Abfalom king David's brother. 
Lt hina be gallowe-free hy my confent, 

And nothing fuffer fince he nathing meant; 
Hanging fuppofes human foul and reafon, 

‘This animal's below committing treafon : 

Shall he be haug’d who never could rebel ? 
‘That's a preferment for Achitophel, 

The woman that coinmited buggery, 

Was rightly fentenc'd by the law to die; 

But ‘twas hard fate that to the gallows led 

The dog that never beard the ftatute read. 
Raiiing in other meo may be a crime, 

Bur ought to pafe for mere inftin@ in him : 
Tnftine he follows and no farther knows, 

For to write verfe with him is tu tranfprofe. 
*Twere pity treafon at his door to lay, 

Who makes beavei:’s gate a Jock to its own key : 
Lee him rail on, let his inve@ive Mule 

Have fcur and twenty letters to abufe, 

Which, if he jumblex to one line of fenfe, 

Indi& him of a capital cffence, 

In fire-works give him Icave to vent his fpight, 
‘Thofe are the only ferpents he can write; 

The height of his ambition is, we know, 

But to be miafter of a puppee-thow, 

On that one ftaye his works may yet appear, 
And a month's harveft keep» him all the year, 
Now ftup your nofes, readers, all and fome, 
For here’s a tun of midnight-work to come, 
Og from a treafon-tavern rowling home, 
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Round as a globe, and liquor’d every chink, 

Goodly and great he Gaile bebind his link ; 

With all chis bulk there’s nothing bod in Og, 

For every inch that is not fool is rogue: 

A monftrous mafs of foul corrupted matter, 

Asall the devils had ipew'd to make tne barter. 

When wine has given him courage to blaiphente, 

He curfes God, but God before curf him; 

And, if man could have reafon, note haa more, 

‘hat made his paunch fo rich, and him fo por. 

With wealth he was not trifted, for heaven kne: 

What ‘twas of ald to pamper up a Jew; 

‘To what would he on quail and pheasant {well, 

"That ev'n on tripe and carrion could rebel? 

But tho' heaven nade him poor, with reverence 

{peaking, 

He never was a poet of God's making; 

The midwite laid her hand of his thick fkull, 

With this prophecic blefling—Be thou dull ; 

Drink, fwear and roar, forbear no lewd delight 

Fit for thy bufk, do any thing but weite : 

Thou art of lating make, like thoughtlefs men, 

A ftrong nativity—bet for the pen ! 

Eat opium, mingle arfenic in thy drink, 

Still thou mayft live, avoiding pen and ink. 

T fee, 1 fce, “tis counfel given ia vain, 

Fer treafon borcht in rhyme will be thy bane: 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck. 

‘Tis fatal to thy fare and to thy neck : 

Why thould thy metre good king David blag? 

A pfalm of his will furely be thy Jaft. 

Dar'ft thou prefume in verfe to meet thy foes, 

Thou whoro the penny pamphlet foil'd in profe? 

Daeg, whom God for mankind's mirth has made, 

O’er-tops thy talent in chy very trade; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings are {o coarfe, 

Apoct is, though he’s the poet's horfe. 

A double noofe thou on thy neck doft pull 

For writing treafon, and for writing duil ; 

To die for faction is a common evil, 

But to be hang’d for nonfenfe is the devil : 

Had thou the glories of thy king cxpre, 

Thy praifes had been fatyr at the beft; 

But thou in clunify verfe, unlickt, unpointed, 

Hatt shamefully defy'd the Lord’s aguinted : 

T will not rake the dunghill for thy crimes, ‘ 

For who would read thy life thae reads thy 

thymes ? 

But of king David's foes be this the doom, 

May all be like the young man Abfalom ! 

And for my foes, may this their bleffiog be, 

‘Yo talk like Doeg, ard to write like thee!" 
Achitophel, each rank, degree, and age, 

For various ends negie@s not to engage; 

The wife and rich for purfe and countel bronght, 

‘The fools and beggara for their sumber fought : 

Who yet not only on the town depends, 

For ev'n in court the fa@ion had ite friends; 

Thefe thoughe the places they poffeft too fmall, 

And in their hearts with'd court and king to fall : 

Whofe namesthe Mufe difdaining, holdsi'th' dark, 

"Fhruft in the villain herd without a mark; 

With parafites aod libel-fpawning imps, 

Mtriguing fops, dull jefters, and worfe pimps, 
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Difdaia the rifsal rabble to purfae, 

Their fee cabals are yet a viler crew; 

See where iavely'd in common fmoak Yhey fe 3 
Some for our mirth, fume for our fatys 

‘Thefe ghiomy, though'fut, and on mi! sai 
While thife for aere good [ellowthip frequent 
‘Th' appointed club, can let fed:tion pafs, 
Senfe, nonfenfe, any thing employs the glafes 





And who believe in their a: 
The reff talk treafon but to 
Who ne'er had wit or will for mifcht 
But pleased to be reputed of a fet. 

But in che facred annals of our ptot, 
Induftrions Arad never be forgot: 
The labours of this midnight-magiftrate, 

May vie with Corah’s to preferve the Rate. 

In fearch of arms he fail'd not to lay hotd 

Gn war's moft powerful dangerout weapon, gold 
And Iaft, to take from Jebufites ail odds, 

Their abvars pilag'd, flole their wery gods; 

Oft would he crs, when treafure he farpra’d, 
‘Lis Baalifh gold in David's coin difguis’d. 
Which to his boufe with richer reliques came, 
While lumber idols only fed the flante + 

For our wife rabble ne'er took peins t’ inquire, 
What ‘twas he barnt, fo'r made a roufing Gre. 
With which our elder was enricht no more 
Than falfe Gehazi with the Syrian's fore ; 

So poor, that when our chufing-ribes were mach, 
Ev'n for his ftinking votes he ran in debt; 

For meat the wicked, and as authors think, 

The faints he chous'd for his cleGing driok ; 
Thus every fhife and fubrle metnad pat, 

And ail to be no Zakea at the 12% 

Now, rais'd on Tyre’s fad ruins, Pharaoh's pride | 
Soar'd high, his legions threatoing far and wide 
As when a battering florm engender’d high, 

By wind: wpheld, hangs hovering in the fey, 
Js gaz’d upon by every trembling fwain, 

‘This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain; 
For blooming plante, and flowers ncw operas ia 
“thelee ‘ x 

For lambs ycan’d lately, and for labouring beet 
To guard his ftock each to the gods dose cali. 
Uncertain where the Gire-charg’d cloedé 

Ev'’o fo the doubrful nations watch bis erm 

With terror each expeing his alarms. . 
Where, Judah, where was now thy lion's rope? 
‘Thou only conleft the captive lands reftore : 

But thon, with inbred broits and faRion pres, 
From Egypt necd’t 2 guardian with the re@. 

Thy prince from fanhedrims ne craft allow’d, 

‘Too much the reprefenters of the crowd, 
Who for their own defence give no ft i 
But what the crown’s prerogatives mu® buy t 
As if their monarch’s rights to viglate ; 
More needful were, than to peeferve the Mate! 
From it dangers they divert their carc, 
And all their fears are of the royal het; 

Whom now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg'd would fentence, and ere crown @ 






ry 





Religion the nce, but their decree 
‘To bar bis reign, whate’er his faith thall be! 
D jj 
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By fanheerims and clamarous ceuwds thus prett, Religious fears their atzun-ent are made, 
‘What paflious sent the righteous David's breat ! Religious tears his fered ights invade 
‘Who knows not how ¢' oppofe or to comply, 
Unjuft to grant and danacrous to den yt 

Tlow near in this datk yunclure Iravl’s fate, 

Whoefe peace one fule expedient could create, 

Which yet dh’ extremeft virtue did require, 

Ev'n of chat wince whofe dowsfal they cuafpize! 

His abfence David docs with tears advile 

“V appeale their cage. Undaunted he complies 5 

‘Thu; he who prodigal of blou:l and eafe, 

A coyal life expos'c to winds and has, 

A+ once contending with the waves and fire, 

And heading danger in the wars of Vyre, 

Tn; Jorious now forfakes his native fand, 

Aud like an exile quits the promis'd land ! 

Ove monarch fearce from prefling tware refraing, 

And paisfully his royal Rare anne, 

‘Who now embracing on th’ extre fhore 
Alawolk revokes what he enjuin'd before + 
Concludes 7+ Ia more trult co be altow'd 
“Vo Norms aud feas than co the caging crowd t 
Forhcar, rath Mufe, the parting cone tu draw, 

With filence charm’ as decp as their's that saw. 
Not oniy oor atcending sobles weep, 

Bat haedy faiiors (well with tears the deep! 

“Yhe tide reflrain’d hue courfe, atid more umaz"d, 
‘The twia-fars on the royal brothers $a2'ds 
While this fole feas— : 

Doce trouble tw our fullcrivg hero bring, 

Asi next the popelar cage opprets the King! 

bes parcing, cach for th’ others danger griev'd, 

Shore the king, and feas the prince receiv'd, 
Go, injur’d hero, while propitious gales, 

Sele as thy conturt’s breath, infpire uhy fails ¢ 

may the cruft her beauties on 2 Rood, 

+ Where thy triumphant Alcets fu of: have rode ! 
Safe cv thy bresf reclin’d her rel be deep, 
Rock'd like a Nereid by the waves afeep; 
While happict dreams her fancy entertain, 
_And to Ey Gan Gelds convert die main! 

Go, injur’d hero, while the theres of Tyre 

Ac thy apy reach fo fiient thall admire, 

Who on thy thunder till their thoughts employ, 
And greet thy lunding with a trembling joy. 

Oa heroes thus the propiret's fate is 
Adniie’'d by every nation but their uso; 
Yet while ove taicu- Jews Lis worth deny, 
“Vheir aking conicicnce gives their tongue the lie. 
Ev'n in the word of men the noble parts 
Coches him, and he tsiumphs in heir hearts, 
‘Whom to his king the bu refpedis commend 
OF Tubjedt, fuldics, kiatman, prince, and friend ; 
All (acted ames of m: fl aivine eftcem, 

And to peifeclion all fuftau'd by him, 
Wik, jut, and couflant, courtly without art, 
Swile to difceré ard to reward defert; 

No hour of his in fruitlefs cate deftcoy'd, 
Buc co the noble fubjeAs Dill employ’d : 
Whofe fleady foul ne'er learnt to feparate 

Petween bis sonarch’s interefl and the ftate, 
Bot heaps thufe bleflings on the royal head, 
Which he well knows mfult be on dubjeGs thed, 

On what pretence could thea the vulgar ra 
Againg his worth and cative rights engige? 













in his reign ; 
With fuch alarms his foc the crowd deceive, 
With dangers fright which not shemielves beliewer 

Since nothing can-our Cacred rites remove, < 
Whate'er the faich of the fuccellor prove + 7 
Our Jews their ark thall undiflueb'd retain, . 
Ac leat while theie religion is their gain, : 
‘Who know by old experience Baal's commands : 
Not only claim’d their confcience but their landes 
They grudge God's titles, how therefore thail they 
An idol (ull poftefiion of the field? (yield 
Grant fuch a prince enthron’d, we mult contefs - 
The people's fulferings than that momnarch’s lily, 
Whu nuuft to hard cenditians fill be bound, 
And for his quice with the crowd compound 5 
Or fhould his chooghts to tyranny incline, 
Where are the means to compats the defign ? 
Our crown’s rever.ues are too fhort a ftore, 
And jcalous fanhedrims would give no p:ore. 

As vain our fears of Egyy’s potent aid, 
Net fo has Pharach learnt ambition’s trade, 
“| Nor ever with fach meafures can comply, 

As fhock the comnuon rulzsof policy: 
None dried like him the growth of Irael's king, 
And he alone fufficient aids can bring ; ‘ 
Who knuws that prince to Egypt can give law, 
That on our Rubborn teibcs his yoke could draw, 
At fach profound cxpence he has nut ftood, 
Nor‘dy'd for this his hands fo deep in blond; 
Would ne'er through wrong and right his progrefe 


























take, 
Grodge his own reft, aud heep the world awake, 
To fix a lawlefs prince on Judah's throne, 
Fir® to invade our tights, and then his own; 
His dear-gain'd corquefis cheaply to defpoil, 
And reap the barvel! of his crimes and wil, 
We geant his wealth vaft 2s our ocean's fand, 
And curle its fatal influence on our Jand, 
Whi ur brib’d Jews fo rumcroofly partake, 
That ev'n am hoft bis penfioners would make; 
Frem thefe deceivers out divifions (pring, 
Our weaknels, and the growth of Fpypt's king 3 
Thede with prevended friendthip co the Rate, 
Gur cruwd’s falpicion of their yrince create, 
Both pleas'd and frightcn'd with che (pecious ery, 
‘Lo guard their facied rights snd property ; 
‘To ruin, thucthe chefen fleck are fold, 
While welvcs are ta’en for guardians of the fold; 
Sedue'd hy thefe we grounclefty complain, 
And loath che manna of a gentle reign : 
‘Thus our forefathers crooked paths are trod, 
‘We trutt our prince no more than they their God. 
But all in vain our reafoning prophets preach, 
To thofe whom fad experience ne’er could teach, 
Who can commence new broils in blecding fears, 
And freth remembrance of inteftine wars; 
Whea the fame houfbould mortal foes did yield, .. 
And brothers Nain'd with brothers blood the fieldg 
When tons curit Reci the fathers gore did fain, 
And mothers moutn'd for fons by fathers fain 
When thick as Egypt's locufts on the fand, (land, 
Ous wibcs Jay daughtes'd through the promi’d 
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Part IT. 


Whofe few furvivors with worfe fate remain, . 
‘To drag the bondage of a tyrant’s reign : 
Which fecne of woes, unknowing, we renew, - 
And madly, ev'n thofe ills we fear, purfue ;- 
While Pharaoh fauphs at our domettic broils, 
And faiely crowds his tents with nations {poilsz 
Yet our fierce fanhedrim in reftlefs rage, 
Again cur abfent hero ftill engage, 
And chiefly urge, fuch did their frenzy prove, 
The only tuit their prince forbids to move, 
Which till obtain’d they ceafe affairs of ftate, 
And real dangers wave for groundlefs hate. 
Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 
‘With all th’ indulgence of a lawful king, 
Expecting till the troubled waves would ceafe, 
But found the raging billows {till increafe: 
‘The crowd, whole infolence forbearance fwells, 
While he forgives too far, almoft rebels, 
At laft his deep refentments Gilence broke, » 
Th’ imperial palace thook, while thus he {poke, 
Then Jatice wake, and Rigor take her time, 
For lo! our mercy is become our crime. 
While halting Punifhment her ftroke delays, 


Our fovercign right,-heaven’s facred traf, decays! 


For whofe fupport ev’n fubjects interest calls, 
Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falis{ 


‘That prince who yields the leait of regal fway, »» 


So far his peopte’s frecdem does betray. 

Right lives by law, and law fubfifts by power ;. 
Difarm the fhepherd, wolves the flock devour. 
Hard lot of entpire o’er a ftubborn race, 


‘Which heaven itfelf.in vain has try’d with grace! 
‘When will our reafon’s long-charm’d eyes unclofe, 


And Iirael judge between her friends and foes? 
When fhall we fee expir’d deceivers way, 

And credit what our God and monarchy fay? 
Diffembled patriots, brib’d with Egypt’s gold, 
Evo fanhedrims in blind obedience held; 
‘Thofe patriots falthood in their actions fee, 

And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree; 

Jf auybt for which fo loudly they declaim, 
Religion, laws, and freedom, were their aim 3 
Our fcnates in due methods they had led, [dreads 
‘T’ avoid thofe mifcbiefs which they feem'’d to 
Bat firft ere yet they propt the fiuking ftate, 

T’ impeach and charge, as urg’d by pri 

Proves that they ne’er believ'di the ivais they pref, 
But barbaroufly deftioy’d the nativn’s rett! 

©! whither will ungovern’d jenates drive, 

And to what hounds licentious votes arrive ? 
When their injuftice we ase preis'd to hare, 

‘The monarch urg’d t’ exclude the lawful heir; 
Are princes thus diftinguifh’d from the erowd, 
And this the privilege of royal blood ? : 
But grant we fhenld confirm the wrongs they prefs, 
His fuflerings yet were thau the peopie’s lefss 
Condemn’d for life the murdering {word to wield, 
Aed on their heirs entail a bloody field : x 
Thus madly their own freedom they betray, - 
And for th’ oppreffion which they fear make way; 
Sueceflion fix'd by heaven, the kingdom's bar, 
‘Which once difloiv’d, admits the fload of war 3 
Wafte, raping, fpoil, without, th’ affaule begin, 
And our mad tribes fupplant the fence Within. 














ivate hate’; 
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Since then their good they will not underfland, 

’Tis time to take the monarch’s power in hind; 

Authority and force to join with dill, 

And fave the lunatics againft their will. ‘ 

The fame rough means that {wage the crowd, ap= 
peale * 

Our fenates raging with the crowd’s difeafe. 

Henceforth unbiais’d: meafures let them draw 

Fron no falfe glofs, but genuine text of laws 

Nor urge thofe crimes upon religiou’s fcore, « 

‘Themfelves fo much in Jebulites abhor? 

Whom laws convi@, and only they, fhall bleed; 

Nor pharifees by pharifves be freed. 

Impartial juftice from our throne fhall fhower, 
All fhall have right, and we our fovereign powers 
He faid, th’ attendants heard with awful joy; 

And glad prefages their fix'’d thoughts umploy ; 

From Hebron now the fuffering heir return'd, 
A realin that jong with civil difeord mourn’d; 
Till his approach, like fome arriving God, 
Compos'd and heal’d the place of his abode s 
‘The deluge check’d that to Judea fpread, 

and flopp'd fedition at the fountain’s head, 
‘Thus in forgiving David’s paths he drives, H 
And, chas’d front Mrael, Mrael’s peace contrivess 
‘The field confefs’d his power in arms before, 
And feas proclaim’d his triumphs to the fhore; 
As nobly dias his fway in Hebron fhown, 

How fic U inherit godlike David’s throne, | - 


| Through Sion’s flreets his glad arrival’s fpread, 


And contcious fadiion thrinks her fnaky head-; 
Mis crain their fufferings think o’erpaid, to fee - 
‘The crowd’s applaufe with virtue-once agree. 
Succefs'charms ail, but zeal for worth diftrett, 
A virtue proper to the brave and beft ; 
*Mongfl whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 
‘To ferve the crown, and loyal by defcent, 
Whole conflancy fo firm, and conduct jolt, 
Deferv’d at once two royal matters trutt ; 
Who T'yre’s proud arms had manfully withftood 
On feas, and gather’d laurels from the floud ; ° 
Of} ing yet, no portion was deny‘d, 
Friend to the Mefes and the Mules’ pride. 
Nor can Benaiuh’s worth forgotten lie, 
OF Aeady foul when public florms were cre : 
Whofe conduct, while the Moor fierce onfets made, 
Secur’d at once our honour and. our trade. 
Such were the chicl who-moft his fufferings 
mourn'd, 

Ang view*d with filent joy, the prince return'd ; 
While thofe that fought his abferce to betray, 
Profs firtt their nautcous fulle refpedts to pay ; 
Him fill th’ officious hypocrites mole?, 
AM with inalicious duty break his reft. 

Whilé real traniports thas his friends employ, 
And. foes are loud ia their diffembled jay, . 
His triumhps fo refounded far and near, , |” 
Mifs'd not his young ambitious rival's car ; 
Anc as when joyful hunters clamourous train 
Seme flumbering lion wakes in Max’: 7 
Who oft had 'd the bold affailants yale, 























, And featrer’d his purfuers through the field, 


Diftaining, fur's pis mane and tcars.che ground, 
His cyes iaflaming all the defert round, 
Dif Be 
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With roar of feas diredts his chafers sway, 
Provokes from far, and dares them to the fray $ 
Sach rage fterm'd now in Abfalom’s fierce breaft, 

» Such indignation his fir'd eyes confelt ; 

‘Where now was the inftrudtor af his pride? 

Sleps the old pilot in fo reugh a tide? 

‘Whofe wiles bad from the happy ‘hore betray’d, 
And thus on thelves the credu!ous youth convey'd ; 
In deep-revalving thoughts he weighs his flate, 
Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate, 

At leaft, ifhis form’d bark mutt go adrift, 

‘To baulk his charge, and for himfelf to thift, 

“4n which his dextrous wit had oft been hewn, 
AAnd'in the wreck of kingdoms fav'd his own; 
But now with more than common danger pret, 
“Of various refolution ftands poffett, 

Perceives the crowd's unftable zeal decay, 

> Left their recanting chief the caufe betray, 
‘Who on a father’s grace his hopes may ground, 

. And for his pardon with their heads compound. 

. Him therefore, ere his fortune flip her time, 

The ftatefman plots t’ engage in fome bold crime 
* Paft pardon, whether to attempt his bed, 
Or threat with open arms the royal head, 

.. Or other daring method, and unjuft, 

® “Phat may confirm him in the people's truft. 
But failing thus t' en{nare him, nor fecure 

~ How long his foil'd ambition may endure, 
Plots next to lay him by as pafi his date, 
And try fome new pretender’s luckier fate; 
‘Whofe hopes with equal toil he wuld purfue, 
Nor cares what claimer’s crown'd, except the true. 
Wake, Abfalom, approaching ruin fhun, 
And fee, O fee, fer whom thou art undone! 
How are thy honours and thy fame betray'd, 
‘The property of defperate villains made ? 

Loft power and confcious fear their crimes create, 
And guilt in them was little lefs than fare; 
But why shouid'ft thou, from every grievance free, 
Forfake thy vineyards for their ftormy fea? 
For thee did Canaan’s miik and honey flow, 
Love drefs'd thy bowers, and laurels fought thy 

brow, 

_ Drefermgtt, wealth, and power, thy vaffals were, 

And ofa monarch all things bur the care. 
Oh fhould our crimes again char curfe draw down, 
And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 
Bure ruin waits unhappy Abfalom, 
Alike by conqueft or defeat undone ; 
Who could relentlefgfce fuch youth and charms, 
Expire with wretched fate in impions arms? 
A prince fo form’d with earth’s and heaven’s ap- 
plaufe, 
To triumph o’er crown'd heads in David's caufe: 
Or grant him victor, ftill his hopes mutt fail, 
*» ‘Who conquering would not for himfelf prevail; 
é, “The fadtion whom he trufts for future fway, 
Him and the public would alike betray ; 
Amongit themfelves divide the captive itate, 
And fourdneir hydra-empire in his fare ! 
‘Thus hatag beat tie clouds with painful fight, 
‘The pity'd youth, with {cepters in his fight, 
So have their cruel politics decreed, 


Muft, by that crew that made him guilty, bleed! 
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For could their pride brook any prince's fway, 

Whon: but mild David would they chufe t’ obey? 

Who once at fuch a gen'le reign repine, : 

The fall of morarchy itfelf defign; 

From hate to that cheir reformations fpring, 

And David not their grievance, but the king, 

Seiz'd now with panic fear the faGtion lies, 

Left this clear truth ftrike Abfalom’s charm’ 

eyes, 

Left he perceive, from long enchantment free, 

What ali befide the flatter’d youth mutt fee. 

But whate’er doubts his troubled bofom fwell, 

Fair carriage ftill became Achitophel. - 

Who now an envious feftival inttals, 

And to furvey their ftrength the faction calls, 

Which fraud, religious worfhip too mutt gild’s 

But oh how weakly does feditien build? 

For Jo! the royal mandate iffues forth, 

Dafhing at once their creafon, zeal, and mirth! 

Su have § feen difaftr:us chance invade, 

Where careful cmmets had their forage laid, 

Whether fierce Vulean’s rage the furzy plain 

Had feiz'd, engender'd by fome carelefs fwain; 

Or fwelling Neptune lawlefs inroads made, 

And to their ced of ftore his flood convey'd; 

The commonwealth broke up, diftracted go, 

And in wild hatte their loaded mates o'erthrows 

Ev'n fo our featter’d guefts confus'dly meet, 

With boil’d, bak'd, roaft, all juitling in the ftreet a 

Dejedting all, and ruefully difmay'd, 

For theke] without treat or treafon paid. 
Sedition’s dark eclipfe now fainter fhews, 

More bright each hour the rey planet grows, 

Of force the clouds of envy to'fiperfe, 

In kind cunjundtion of affifting ftars. 

Here; labouring Mufe, thofe glorious chiefs relate, 

That turn’d the doubtful fcale of David's fate; 

The reft cf that illuftrious band rehearfe, 

Immortaliz’d in laurel’d Afaph’s verfe : 

Hard tafk! yet will not I thy flight recal, 

View heaven, and then enjoy thy glurious fall, 
Firtt write Bezaliel, whofe illuftricus name 

Foreftalis our praife, and gives his poet fame. 

‘The Kenites rocky province his command, 

A barren fimb of fertile Canaan’s land; 

Which for its generous natives yet could be 

Held worthy fuch a prefident as he! 

Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught, 

Serene his looks ; ferene his life and thought ; 

On whom fo largely nature heap’d her ftore, 

There {carce remain’d for arts to give him more} 

To aid the crown and ftate his greateft zeal, 

His fecond care that fervice to conceal ; 

Of dues obfervant, firm to every truft, 

And to the needy always more than juft, 

Who truth from {pecious falfhoud can divide, 

Has all the gownimens {kill without their pride; 

‘Thus crown'd with worth from heights of honour 

won, 

Sees all his glories copy’d in his fon, 

Whofe forward fame fhould every Mufe engage: 

Whofe youth boatts fkill deny’a to others’ age. 

Men, manners, language, books of nobleft kind, 

Already are the conqueft of bis mind, 
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Whofe loyalty before its date was prime; 

Nox waited the dull courfe of rolling time: 

‘The monfter faction early he difmay’d, 

And David’s caufe long fince confefs'd his aid. 
Brave Abdael o’er the prophet’s fchool was 


lac’d; 
Abdael vith all his father’s virtue grac’d ; 
A hero, who, while flars leok’d wandering down, 
Without one Hebrew’s blood reftor’d the crown. 
‘That praife was his; what therefore did remain 
For following chiefs, but bolily to maintain 
That crown reftar'd; and in this rank of fame, 
Brave Abdae] with the firft a place muft claim. 
Proceed, illuftrious, happy chief! proceed, 
Forefeize the garlands De thy brow decreed, 
While th’ infpir'd tribe attend with noble Strain 
To regifter the glories thou thalt gain: 
For {ure the dew hail Gilboali’s hills forfake, 
And Jordan mix his ftream with Sodom’s lake ; 
Or teas retir’d their fecret flores difclofe, 
And cy the fun their fealy brood expofc, 
Or Swell’d above the elifte their billows raife, 
Before the Mufes leave their patron's praife. 
Eliab our next labour does invite, 
And hard the tafk to do Eliab right: 
Long with the royal wanderer he rov'd, 
An:j firm in all the turas of fortune prov'd! 
Such ancien: fervice and defert fo large, 
‘Weil clasm’'d the royal honfhold for his charge. 
His age with only one mild heirefs bleft, 
In all the bloom of fmiling nature dreft, 
And biei again to fee his flower ally’d — {bride! 
‘To David's ftock, and made young Othniel’s 
‘The bright reftorer of his father’s youth, 
Devoted to a fon's and fubjegt’s truth : 
Refolv'd to bear that prize of duty home, 
So bravely fought, while fought by Abfalum. 
Ah prince! th’ illuftrious planet of thy birth, 
And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth; 
That no Achitophel thy ruin boaft ; 
lirael too much in one fuch wreck has loft. 

Ev’n envy muft confent to Helon’s worth, 
‘Whee foul, though Egypt glories in his birth, 
Could for our captive-ark its zeal retain, 

And Pharaoh’s altars in their pump difdain: 
To flight his gods was fmall; with nobler pride, 
He all th’ allurements of his court defy’d, 
Whom profit nor example could betray, 
But Ifracl’s friend, and true to David’s fway. 

+ Whee acts of favour in his province fall, 
On merit he confers, and freely all. 

Our lift of nobles next let Amri grace, 

Wh fe merits claim'd the Abethdin’s high place; 
‘Who with a loyalty that did exce}, R 
Brought all th’ endowments of Achitophel. 
Sincere was Amri, and not only knew, 

But firael’s fan@tions into practice drew ; 

Our laws, that did a boundlefs ocean feem, 
‘Were coafted all, and fathom’d all by him. 
No rabbin {peaks like him their myftic fenfe, 
So juft, and with fuch charms of eloquence ; 
‘To whom the double bleffing does belong, 
‘With Moles’ infpiration, Aaron’s tongue. 4 

Then Sheva nore more loyal zeal have fhown, 
Wakeful as Judah’s lion for the crown, 
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Who for that caufe Mill combats in his age, 
For which his youth with danger did engage, 
In vain our factions priefts the cant revive ; 
In vain feditious {cribes with libel ftrive 

T’ enflame the crowd; while he with watchful 
Obferves, and fhoots their treafons as they fy: 
‘Theis weekly fraude his keen replies detects 
He undeceives more faft than they infect. 

So Mofes, when the peft on legions prey’ 
Advanc’d his fignal, and the plagne-was ftay'd. 
“Once more, my fainting Mufe, thy pinionadey, 
And ftrength’s exhautted ftore let love fapply. ” 
What tribute, Afaph, fhall we render thee? re 
We'll crown thee with a wreath from thy ant 

tree! * ial 

Thy laurel grove no envy’s flath can blaft; 

‘The fong of Afaph thall for ever laft. 

With wonder late pefterity thall dwell 
On Abfalom and falfe Achitophel : 

Thy ftrains thall be our flumbring prophets <dréag 
And when our Sion virgins fing their theme; 
Our jubilees thall with thy verfe be freed, 

The fong ef Afaph shall for ever Jait. = 

How fierce hie fatyr loof'd; reftrain’d, bow, 

tame; rn 
How tender of th’ offending young man’s fame! 
How well his worth, and brave adventures fil’, 
Juft to his virtues, to his error mild, 
No page of thine, that fears the ftri@elt view, 
But teems with juft reproof, or praife as. duc $ 
Not Eden could a fairer profpect yield, 
All paradife without one barren field : 
Whofe wit the-cenfure ofthis foes has patt, 
The fong of Afaph fhall for ever laft, 

Still Hebron‘'s honour*d happy foil retaine 
Our royal hero’s beauteous dear remains; * 

Who now fails off with winds nor wishes flack, 
To bring his fufferings’ bright companion back, 
But ere tuch tranfport can our fenfe employ, 
A bitter gricf mutt poifon half our joy ; : 
Nor can our coafts reftor’d thofe BleGhage fee 
Without a bribe to envious deftiny 4 # 
Curs'd Sedom’s doom for ever fix the tide 
Where by inglorious chance the valiant dy’d! 
Give not infulting Afkalon to kno 
Nor let Gath’s daughters triumph in oar web) 
No failor with the news {well Egypt's pride,’ 
By what inglorious fate our valiant dy’d! 
Weep, Arhon Jordan, wecp thy fountains dry, 
While Sion’s rock diflolves for a fupply. 

Calm were the elements, night’s filence deep, 
The waves fcarce murmuring, and the winds Micep 
Yet farc for ruin takes fo ftiit an hour, a 
<And treacherous fands the princely bark devours 
Then death unworthy feiz’d a generons race, 

To virtue’<feandal, and the ftars difgrace ! 

Ob ! had th’ indulgent powers vouchiaf’d to yigh4; 

Inftead of faithlefs thelves, a lifted field : 

A hited field of Heaven's and David's focs, 

Hierce as the troops that did his youth oppofe, 

Each life had on his flaughter'd heep retir’d, 

Net tamely, and uncongnering thus expir'd 

But deftiny is now their only foe, 

And dying ev’n o’er that they triumph too }* 

With loud left breaths their matter’s fcape applaud 
D itij 
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Of whom kind farce could fearce the fates defraud; 
Who for fuch: followers loft, O matchlefs mind! 
At his own fafety now almoft repin'd ! 

Say, reyal Sir, by all your fame in arms 
Your praife in peace, and by Urania’s charms; 
If all your fuffcrings pat fo nearly pref, 
Or piere'd with half fo painful grief your ‘break? 
‘Thus fome diviner Mufe her hero forms, 
Not Mlodth'd with foft delights, but toft in ftorms, 
Nor firetch'd on 10's in the myrtle grove, 
Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with 
love, 
But far remov'd in thundering camps is found, 

His flumbers fhort, his bedthe herblefs ground : 
In tatks of danger always feen the firtt, 

Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his 
thir. 

Long snuft his patience ftrive with fortune’s rage, 

Aud long oppofing gods themfetves engage, 

Mult fee bis country flame, his friends deftroy’é, 

Before the promis’d empire be enjoy’d: 

Such toil of fare muft build a man of fame, 

And fuch, to Ifrael's crown, the god-like David 
came, 


_ What fudden beams difpe! the clouds fo faft, 
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Whole drenching rains faid all our vineyards 
walte! 

The fpring fo far behind her courfe detay’d. 

On th’ inftant is in all her bloom array’d : 

‘The winds breathe low, the elements ferene; 

Yet mark what motion in the waves is fecn ! 

‘Thropging and bufy as Hyblaan fwarms, 

Or ftragyled foldiers fummon’d to their arms. 

See where the princely bark in loofeft pride, 

With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide ! 

High on her deck the royal lovers fland, . 

Our crimes te pardon ere they touch’d our land. 

Welcome to Hracl and to David's breaft ! 

Here all your toils, here all your fufferings reft., 
Chis ycar did Ziloah rule Jerafalem, 

And boldly all fedition’s Syrtes ftem, 

Howe’er incumber’d with a viler pair, 

Than Ziph or Shimel to affift the chair ; 

Yet Ziloah’s loyal labours fo prevail'd 

‘That faction at the next election fail’d, 

When ev'n the common cry did juftice found, 

And merit by the multitude was crown’d : 

With David then was Ifrael’s peace reftor'd, 

Crowds mourn’d their error, and obey'd their 

lord, 
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KEY TO ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL, 


Abdael, General Monk, Duke of Albemarle, 

Abethdin, The name given, through this poem, to 
a Lord Chancellor in general. : 

Abfalom, Duke of Monmouth. 

Achitophel, The Earl of Shaftefbury. 

Adriel, Varl of Mulgrave. 

Agog, Sir Edmundbury Godfrey. 

Amiel, Mr. Seymour, Speaker of the Houfe of 
Commons. 

Amri, Six Heneage Finch, Eat] of Winchelfea, and 
Lord Chancellor. 

Annatel, Duchefs of Monmouth. 

Arod, Sir William Waller. 

Afaph, A character drawn by Tate for Dryden, 
in the fecond part of this poem. 

Balaam, Bari of Huntingdon. 

Balaak, Barnet. 

Barzillai, Duke of Ormond, 

Bathfeeba, Duchefs of Portfmouth, 

Benaiah, General Sackville, 

Ben Fecbanan, Rev. Mr. Samuel Johnfons. 

Bexaliel, Duke of Beaufort. 

Caleb, Lord Grey, ; 

Corab, Dr. Oates. 

David, Charles Ii. 

Doeg, Elkanah Settle. 

Egypt, France, 

Ekiab, Sir Hen. Bennet, E. of Arlington. 

Etbnic-Plot, The Popifh-Plot.  ~ 

Gath, The Land of Exile, more particularly 

- Bruffels, where King Charles Il, long re- 
fided. 

Hebron, Scotland, 

Hebrew Priefts, The Church of England Clergy. 


Helon, Hyde, Earl of Faverfham, 
Hufai, Earl ef Rochefter. 
Febufites, Papitts. 

Ferufalem, London, 

“Fews, English. 

Jonas, Sir William Jones. 
“Fordan, Dover. 

“Fotham, Marquis of Halifax. 
Fotbran, Lord Dartmouth. 
Afobefeeth, Richard Crorawell. 
Zirael, F.ngland. 

Mfacbar, Thomas Thynne, Efq. 
Fudas, Mr. Fergufon, a canting teacher, 
Uoban, Sir Robert Clayton. 
Mepbibofoetb, Pordage. 

Michal, Queen Catharine. 
Nadaé, Lord Howard of Efcriek. 
Og, Shadwell. 

Phaleg, Forbes, 

Pharaob, King of France. 





Rebeka, Sir Thomas Player. 
Sagan of Ferufalem, Dr. Crampton, Bithop: 
London, ef 


Sanhedrim, Parliament. 

Saul, Oliver Cromwell 

Shimei, Sheriff Bethel. 

Shewa, Sir Roger Leftrange. 

Solymean Rout, London Rebels, 

‘Tyre, Holland, 

Uzza, Jack Hall. : 
Zadec, Sancroft, Archbifhop of Canterbury, 


| Zaken, A Member of the Hovfe of Commons 


Zimri, Villiers, Duke of Buckingham. 
Ziloab, Six Jahn Moor, 
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EPISTLE TO THE WHIGS. 


Fox to whom can 1 dedicate this poem, with fo 
much juftice as to you? St is the reprefentation of 
Your own hero + it is the picture drawn at length 
which you admire and prize fo much in lietle. 
None of your ornaments are wanting; neither 
» te landfcape of your Cower, nor the rifing fun; 
hor the Anno Domini of your new fovereign’s 
coronation. Thismuft needs be a grateful uader- 
taking to your whole party’; efpecially to thofe 
‘who have not been fo happy as to purchafe the 
original. I hear the graver has made a good 
wmarket of it: all his kings are brought up al- 
ready; or the value of the remainder fo inhanced, 
that many a poor Polander, who would be. glad 
te worhhip the image, is not able to go tothe coft 
of him; but mutt be content to fee him here. 1 
mutt confefs 1am no great artift; but fign-poft 
painting will ferve the turn to remember a friend 
by ; efpecially when better is not to be had. Yet, 
for your comfort, the lineamenta are true; and 
though he fat not five cimes-to me, ashe did to B. 
yet I have confulted hiftory, asthe Italian pain- 
ters do, when they would draw a Nero or a Ca- 
ligula; though they have not feen the man, they 
-ean help their imagination by a ftatue of him, 
and find out the colouring from Suetonius and 
Tacitus, Trath is, you might have {pared one 
fide af your Medal: the head would be feen to 
more advantage if it were placed on a fpike of 
the tower, a little nearer to the fun, which would 
‘then break out to a better purpofe. 
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You tell us in your preface to the No-proteftant 
Plot, that you fhall be forced hereafter to leave off 
your modefty : I fuppofe yon mean that littlewhich 
is left you : for it was worn to rags when you put 
out this Medal. Never was there pracifed fuch 
a piece of notorious impudence in theeface of an 
eftablifhed government. ! believe, when he is dead 
you will wees him in thumb-rings, as the Turks 
did Scanderbeg; as if there were virtue in his 
hones to preferve you againft monarchy. Yet all 
this while you pretend not only zeal forthe public 
good, but. a due veneratiun for the perfon of the king. 
But all men who can fee an inch before them, may 
eafily detect thofe grofs fallacies. That it ie ne~ 
ceffary for men in your circumftances to pretend 
both, is granted you; for without them there 
be no ground to raife a faction. But I would 
aik you one civil queftion, What right has any man 
among you, or any affociation of men, to come 
hearer to you, who, out of parliament, cannot be 
confidered in a public capacity, to meet as you 
daily do, in fadtious clubs, to vilify the govern« 
ment in your difcourfes, and to libel it in all your 
writings? Who made yoo judges in Mrael? Or 
how is it confiftent with yeur zeal for the public 
welfare, to promote {edition ? Does your defini- 
tion of loyal, which is to ferve the king accord- 
ing to the laws, allow you the licenfe of traduc- 
ing the executive power with which you own he 
is invefted? You complain that his majefty has 
lo the love and confidence of his people ; ang, 
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your very urging it. you endeavour what in 
ou lies to make him Iefe them, All good fub- 
[jee abhor the theught of arbitrary power, whe- 
ither it be in one or many: if you were the pa- 
trigts you would feem, you would not at this 
rate incenfe the multitude to affume it; for no 
fober man can fear it, either from the king’s dif- 
pofition or his practice ; or even, where you would 
adjoufly lay it, from his minifters, Give us leave 
to enjoy the government and benefit of laws under 
which we were born, and which we defire to 
itranfmit to our pofterity. You are not the truf- 
tees of the public liberry; and if you have not 
‘fight to petition in a crowd, much Iefs have 
| you to intermeddle in the management: of affairs, 
| or to arraign what you do not like; which in ef 
! fet is every thing that is done by the king and 
{sounci], Can you imagine that any reafonable 
man will believe you refpes the perfon of his 
j Majefty, when it is apparent that your feditious 
! pamphlets are ftuffed with particular reflections 
on him? If you have the confidence to deny this, 
it is eafy to be evinced from a thoufand paflages, 
which I only forbear to quote, becaufe 1 defire 
they fhould die and be forgotten. 1 have perufed 
many of your papers; and to fhew you thar I 
have, the third part of your No-proteftant Plot 
is much ef it ftolen from your dead author’s 
pamphiet, called the Growth ot Popery, a8 mas 
pifeitly as Milt-n’s Defence of the Englith People 
is from Buchan de jure regni apud Scotos: or 
your firft Covenan: and new Affociation from the 
holy league of the French Guifards. Any one 
who reads Davila, may trace your pradtices all 
along. There were the fame pretences for refor- 
mation and loyalty, the fame afperfions of the 
king, and the fame grounds of a rebellion. 1 
kuow not whether you will take the hiftorian’s 
word, who fays it was reported, that Poltrot a 
Hugonot murdered Francis Duke of Guife, by 
the inftigations of Theodore Beza, or that it 
was a Hugonot minifter, otherwife called a Pref- 
byterian ; for our church abhors fo devilifh a tenet, 
who firft writ a treatife of the lawfylnefs of depofing 
and murdering kings of a different perfuafion in re= 
ligion : but Iam able to prove, from the doce 
trine of Calvin, and principles of Buchanan, that 
_ they fet the peeple above the magiftrate; which, 
if I miftake net, is ycur own fundamental, and 
which carries your loyalty no further than your 
liking. When a vote of the Houle of Commons 
© goes on your fide, you are as ready to obferve it, 
as if it were paffed into a law; but when you 
are pincked with any former and yet unrepealed 
act of parliament, you declare that in fome cafes 
you will not be obliged by it. The paflage is in 
the fame third part of the Non-proteitant Plot, 
and is toe plain to be denied. The late copy of 
your intended affociation, you neither wholly juf- 
tify nor condemn ; but as the papifts, when they 
are unoppofed, fly out into all the pageantries of 
-worthip ; but in times of war, when they are 
hard preffed by arguments, lie clofe intrenched 
‘pehind the Council of Trent; fo now, when 
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your affairs are in a low condition, you dare not 
pretend that to be a legal combination; bat 
whenfoever you are afloat, I doubt not but it will 
be maintained and juftified to pnrpofe. For ine 
deed there is nothing to defend it but the {word : 
it in the proper time to fay aby thing, when men 
have all things in their power. 

In the mean time, you would fain be nibbling 
at a parallel betwixt ‘this eflociation and chat in 
the time of Queen £lizabeth. But there is. thig 
fmall difference betwixt them that the ends of the 
one are direétly oppofite to the other: one with 
the queen’s apprebation and conjuiction, as head 
of it, the other without either the confent 
or knowledge of the king, againft whofe an- 
thority it is manifeftly defigned. Therefore 
you do well to have receurfe to your laft evation, 
that it was contrived by your cnemies, and fhuf- 


Y fled into the papers that were feized; which yet ~ 


you fee the nation is not fo cafy to believe as 
your own jury; but the matter is not difficult to 
find twelve men in Newgate who would acquit a 
malefa&tor, 

1 have ane only favour to defire of you at 
parting, that when you think of anfwering this 
peem, you would employ the fame pens againft 
it, who have combated with fo much fuccefe 
againft Abfalom and Achitophel: for then you 
aflure yourfelve- of a clear viGory, without the 
leaft reply. Rail at me abundantly ; and, not to 
break a cuftom, du it without wit: by this me- 
thod you will gain a confiderable point, which is 
wholly tn. wave the anfwer of my arguments, 
Never own the bottom of your principles, for 
fear they thould be treafon. Fall feverely on the 
mifcartiages of government; for if feandal be not- 
allowed, you are not freeborn fubjeGts, If God 
has not bieffed you with the talent of rhyming, 
make ufe of my poor ftack and welcome; ict 
your verfes run upon my feet; and, for the ute 
moft refuge of notorious blockheads, reduced to 
the laft extremity of fenfe, turn my own lines up~ 
on me, and, in utter defpair of your own, fatyx, 
make me fatyrize myfelf. Some of you have heeg 
driven to this bay already; but, above all theréft,, 
commend me to the non-conformift parfon, why, 
writ the Whip and Key. I am afraid it +is’ 
not read fo much as the piece deferves, becanfc 
the bookfeller is every weck crying help at the 
end of his Gazette, to get it off. You fee 1 am 
charitable enough to do him a kindnefs, that ic 
may be publifhed as well as printed; and that fo 
much kill in Bebrew derivations may not lie for 
wafte paper in the fhop, Yet I half fufpect he 
went no farther fcr his learning, than the index 
of Hebrew names and etymologies, which is 
printed at the end of fome Englith bibles. If 
Achitophel fignify the brother of a fool, the an- 
thor of that poem will pafs with his readers for 
the next of kin; and perhaps it is the relation 
that makes the kindnefs, Whatever the veries 
are, buy them up, | befeech you, out of pity; fot 
T hear the conventicle 1s fhut up, and the brother 
of Achitophel out of fervice. ts 
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Now footmen, yeu know, have the generofity 
toimake a purfe for 2 member of their fociety, 
who has had his livery pulled over his ears; and 
even proteftant-forks ate bought- up among you 
ont of vencrafién to the name. <A diflenter in 
poetry from fenfe apd Englifh will make. as good 
a proteftant rhymer as a diflenter from the church 
of England a groteitant parfon. Befider, if you 
encourage a young beginner, who knows but he 
may elevate his flyle a little above the vulgar 
epithets of prophane and fawey Jack, and atheistic 
Fevtbler; with which he treats me, when the fit of 
enthufiafa is ftrong‘upon,him ;.by which well- 
mannered and charitable-expreffions I was certain 
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you have more of a man? He has damned me in_ 
your caufe from Gencfis to the Revelations; und 
hasha.f the texts of both the Teflaments aganit 
ine, if you will be fo civil to yourfelves as to take 
him for your interpreter, and not to take then 
for Irith witneffes, After ail, perhaps, you will 
tell me, that you retained him only for the opening 
of your caufe, and that your main lawyer is yer 
behind. Now. if it fo happen he meet with no . 
other reply than his predeceffors, yormay ci- 
ther conclude that I truft to the goodnefs of my 
caufe, or fear my adverfary, or difdain him, or 
what you pleafe; for the thort of it is, it is in- 
different to your humble fervant whatever your 


of hia feet before | knew bis name. What would | party fays, or thinks of him. 
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Or all our antique fights and pageantry, 
Which Englith jdcots run in crowds to fee, 
Vbe Polifh Medal bears the prize alone : 

A montter, more the favourite of the town 
"Vhan cither fairs or theatres have fhewn. 
Never did art fo well with nature rive; 
Nor never idol feem’d fo nvuch alive 

80 like the man; fo golden to the fight, 

So bafe within, fo counterfeit and light. 

One fide is fill'd with title and with face 5 
And, let the king thould want a legal piace, 
On the reverfe, a tower the town furveys; 
O’er which our mounting fun his beams difplays. 
"The word, pronone’d aloud by thricval voice. _ 
Letamur, which, in Polith, is rejoice. 

The day,.month, year, to th@ great ad are join’d: 
And a new canting holiday defign’d. 


: Five days he fat, for every cait and look ; 


Four more than God to finifh Adam took. 
But who can tell what effence angels are, 


* Or how long heaven was thaking Lucifer? 


Oh, could the ftile that copy’d every grace, 
And piough’d fuch furrows for an eunuch face, 


«Could it have forni'd his everchanging will, 


"Lhe various picce had tir'd the graver’s fill ! 
A married hero firft, with early care, 

Blown like a pigmy by the winds, to war. 

A beardlels chief, a rebel, e’er a man ; ° 


* So youug his hatred to his prince began.” 


Next this, how wildly will ambition fteer ! 


 Avermin wriggling in th’ ufurper’s car. 


Kartering his venal wit for fus of gold, 


- He caft himfelf into the faint-like mould; (gain, 
© Groan’d, figh'd, and pray’d, while godlinefs was 
“phe loudelt bagpipe of the {queaking train. 

* But, as ’tis hard to cheat a juggler’s eyes, 


& 


His open lewdnefs he could ne'er difguile,’ 
‘There fplit the faint ; for hypocritic zeal 
Allows go fins but thof¢ it can conceal, 





Whoring to fcandal gives too large a {cope 

Saints maft not trade ; but they may interlope. 

Th’ ungodly principle was all the fame ; 

But a grofs cheat betrays his partner's game. 

Befides, their peace was formal, grave, and flack; 

His nimble wit oatran the heavy pack. 

Yet ftill he found his fortune at a ftay; 

Whole droves of blockheads choaking up his ways 

‘They took, but not rewarded, his advice ; 

Villain and wit exaé a double price. 

Power was his aim: but, thrown from that 
pretence, 

The wretch turn’d loyal in his own defence; 

And malice reconcil’d him to his prince. * 

Him, in the anguifh of his foul he ferv’d 5 

Rewarded fafter {till than he deferv’d. 

Behold him now exalted into truft ; 

His counfel’s oft convenient, feldom juft. 

Ev’n in the moft fincere advice he gaye 

He had a grudging fiill to be a knave, 

The frauds he learn'd in his fanatic yeare 

Made him uneafy in his lawful gears. 

At beft as little hone as he could, 

And like white witches mifchievoufly good. 

To his firft bius longingly he leans; 

And rather would be great by wicked means. 

‘Thus fram’d for i!l, he loos’d our triple hold; 

Advice unfafe, precipitous, and hold. 

From hence thofe tears! that Ilium of our woe! 

Who helps a powerful friend, fore-arms a foe. 

What wonder if the waves prevail fo far 

When he cut down thg. banks that made the 
bar? 

Seas follow but their nature to invade; 

But he by art our native ftrength betray’d. - 

So Samfon to his foe his force confeft;  ” 

And to be fhorn lay flumbering on her breaft, 

But when this fatal counfe!, found teo late, - 

Expos’d its author to the publik hate; 


te THE WORKS 

When his jutt fovereign, by no impious way 

Could be fedue'd to arbitrary (way 5 

Forfaken of the hope he thifts his fail, 

Drives down the current with a popular gale; i 

And thews the fiend confefs’d without a veil. 

He preaches to the erowd, that power is lent, 

But not convey'’d to kingly government; 

‘That claims fucceffive bear no binding forcé, 

‘That coronation oaths are things of coutfe! : 

Maintains the multitude can never err; 

And fets the people in the papal chair. 

"The reafon ‘s chvious; intereft never lies; 

‘The moft have itill their interctt in their eyes; 

‘The power is always their’s, aud power is ever 
wife. 

Almighty crowd, thou fhorteneft all difpute; 

Power is thy effence, wit thy attribute! 

No: faith nor reafon make thee at a ftay, [way ! } 

‘Thon leap’ft o'er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric 

Athens no doubt did righteoufly decide, 

‘When Phocion and when Socrates were try’d = 

As righteoufly they did thofe dooms repent ; 

Still they were wife whatever way they went: 

Crowds err not, though to both extremes they run; 

‘To kill the father, and recal the fon, 

Some think the fools were moft as times went then, 

But now the world’s o’crftock’d with prudent men. 

‘The common cry is ev’n religion’s teft, 

"The Turk's is at Conftantinople beft ; 

Idols in India; popery at Rome; 

And our own. worthip only true at home. 

And true, but for the time ‘tis hard to know 

How long we pleafe it thall continue fo. 

"This fide to»day, and that to-morrow burns ;' 

So all are God-almighties in their turns. 

A tempting doctrine, plaufible, and new ; 

‘What fools our fathers were, if this be true!, 

Who, to deftroy the feeds of civil war, 

Inherent right in monarchs did declare : 

And chat a lawful power might never ceafe, — 


» Secut’d fucceflion to fecure our peace. 


‘Thus property and fovereign fway at laft 

In equal balances were juftly caft : 

But this new Jehu {purs the hot-mouth’d horfe ; 
Anftrudts the beft co know his native force ; 

‘To take the bit between his teeth, and fly 

To the next headlong fteep of anarchy. 

‘Too happy England, if our good we knew, 
Would we poflefs the freedom we purfue! 

‘The lavith government can give no more ; 

Yer we repine, and plenty makes us poor. 

God try’d us once; our rebel-fathers fought: 
He glutted then: with allthe power they fought; 
‘Till, mafter’d by their own alurping brave, 
‘The free-born fubject funk into a flave. 

‘We loath our manna, arid we long for quails; 
Ah, what is man when his owa wihh prevails! 
How rath, how {wift to plunge hinvelf in ill! 
Proud of his power, and boundlefs in his will! 
‘That kings cau do no wrong, we muft believe ; 
None can they do, and muft they all receive? 
Help, heaven! or fadly we fhall fee an hour, 
‘When neither wrong nor right are in their power! 
Already they have loft their beft defence, 

The benefit of laws which they difpenfe. 
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No juftice to their righteous caufe allaw’d; 
But baffled by an atbitrary crowd, . 
And medals grav’d their conqueft to record, 
The ftamp and coin of their adopted lord, 

The man who laugh’d but once, to fee an a‘s - 
Mumbling to make the crof-grain’d thiftles pafss 
Might laugh again to fee a jury chew 
‘The prickles of unpalatablelaw. 

The witneffes, that leech-like liv’d on bldot, 
Sucking for shem was med’cinally good ; 
But, when they faften'd on their felter’d fore, ? 


| Then Jnftice and religion they forfwore; 


Their maiden oaths dcbauch’d into a whore. 
"Thus men are rais’d by factions, and decty’d 
And rogue and faint diftinguifh’d by their fide, 
They rack ev’n {cripture to confefs their caufe, 
Aud plead a call to preach in fpite of laws, | + 
But that’s no news to the poor injur’d page ; 

Tt has been us'd as ill in every age, 

And is conftrain’d with patience all to take, 


| For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make? 


‘Happy who can this talking trumpet feize ; 
They make it fpeak whatever fenfe they pleafe! 
’Twas fram’d at firft our oracle t’ inquire : 
But finee our fects in prophecy grow higher, 
‘The text infpires not them, but they the text 
infpire. 

London, thou great emporium of our ifle, 
© thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Nile ! 
How fhall I praife or curfe to thy defert? 
Or feparate they found trom thy corrupted part ? 
I call'd thee Nile ; the paratlel will ftand : 
Thy tides of wealth o’erflow the fatren’d Jand; 
Yet monfters from thy large increafe we find, 
Engender’d on the flime thou leav’{t behind, —- 
Sedition has not wholly feiz’d on thee, 
Thy nobler parts are from infection free. 
Of Ifrael’s tribe thou haft a numerous band, * 
But ftill the Canaanige is in the land, 
Thy military chiefs are brave and true; 
Nor are thy difenchanted burghers few, 
The head is loyal which thy heart commands, 
But what’s ahead with two fuch gouty hands? 
The wile and wealthy love the fureft way, 
And are content to thrive and to obey. 
But wifdom is to floth too great a flave 5. 
None are fo bufy as the fool and knave. —_[urge, 
Thofe let me curfe; what vengeance will they- 
Whofe ordures neither plague nor fire can purge ? 
Nor fharp experience can to duty bring, 
Nor angry heaven, nor a forgiving king! 
In gofpa-phrafe, their chapmen they betray; . 
Their fhops are dens, the buyer is their prey. 
The knack of trades is living on the fpoil; 
They boaft even when each other they beguile. 
Cuftoms to fteal is fuch a trivial thing, 
That ’tis their charter to defraud their king. 
All hands unite of every jarring {e@ ; 
They cheat the country firft, and then infedt. 
They for God’s caufetheir monarchs dare dethrone,’ 
And they "il be fure to make his caufe their owa. 
Whether the plotting jefuit lay’d the plan 
Of murdering kings, or the French pnritan, 
Our facrilegious fects their guides outgo, j 
And kings and kingly power would murder 190, 
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“What means that traiterous combinations lefs, 
(uo’plain ¢’ evade, too fhameiui to confefs, 

nt treafon is not own’) when ‘tis defery’d 5 
“Suc.efstul crimes alone are juftify'd. 

“Zheimen who no confpiracy would Gind 

‘BWho doubts? but had it taken, they bad join'd, 
agoin’d in a mutual covenant of defence; 

wAt firfk withont, at Jaft againi, their prince. 

Af fovereign right by fovereign power they fcan, 
2The fame bold maxim holds in God and man: 
[Bod were not fafe, his thunder could they fhun; 

Hie fhould be forc’d to crown another fon. 
‘Thus, when the heir was from the vineyard 
x thrown, 

“The rich poffeffion was the murderer’s own. 

<Jn vain to fophiftry they have recourfe ; 

By proving their's no plot, they prove ‘tis 
worfe; 

Unmatk’d rebellion, and audacious force ; 

Which though not a@tual, yet all eyes may fee 
:’Tis working in th’ immediate power to be; 
‘For from prctended grievances they rife, 

“Firft to diflike, and after to defpife. A 
‘Then cyclop-like in human fleth to deal, 

Chop up a minifter at every meal : 
:Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king; 

But clip his regal rights within the ring ; 

-From thence t’ afflume the power of peace and 
" war 5 
wAnd eafe him by degrees of public care. 

Yet, to confult his dignity and fame, 

‘He fhould have leave to exercife his name ; 

And hold the cards while commons play’d the 

yame. 

‘For what can power give more than food and 

drink, 

To live at eafe, and not be bound to think ? 
“Thefe are the cooler methods of their crime, 
‘But their hot zealats think ’tis lofe of time ; 

“On utmoft bounds of loyalty they ftand, ; 





‘And grin and whet like a Croatian band ; 
“That waits impatient for the laft command. 
‘Thus outlaws open viliainy maintain, 
‘Whey fteal not, but in {quadrons fcour the plain : 
‘And if their power the paffengers fubdue, 
The moft have right, the wrong is im the fey. 
‘Such impious axioms foolifhly they thew, 
‘For in fome foils republics will not grow 
‘Our temperate ifle will no extremes fuftain, 
‘Of popular (way or arbitrary reign : 
But flides between them both into the beft, 
‘Secure in freedom, in a monarch bleft, 
: And though the climate vex'd with various winds, 
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds, 
‘The wholefome tempeft purges what it breeds, 
«To recommend the calmnefs that fucceeds. 
:__ But thou, the pander of the people's hearts, 
“40 crooked foul, and ferpentine in arts, 
‘Whole blandifhments a loyal land have whor’d, 
And broke the bonds the plighted to her lord; 
* ‘What curfes on thy blafted name will fall! 
* Which age to age their legacy thall call ; 
For all Te the woes that muit delcend 
to all, 
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Religion thou haft non¢: thy Mercury _[thee. 

Has pa6'd through ev-ry fe, 0: theirs through 

But what thowgiv'ft, that venom fill remains 

And the pox’d nation feels thée in their brains, 

Whit elfe infpires the congues and fwells the breafts 

Of all thy bellowing renegado priefts,- 

That preach up thee for god ; difpenfe thy laws; 

And with the {cum ferment their fainting canfe ? 

Freftt fumes of madnefs raife; and toil and feat 

To make the formidable cripple great. : 

Yet thould thy crimes fucceed, fhould lawlefs power * 

Compafs thofe ends thy greedy hopes devour, 

Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be, 

Thy God and theirs will never long agree; 

For thine, if thou haft any, muft be one 

That lets the world and human kind alone : 

A jolly god, that paffes hours too well 

To promife heaven, or threaten us with hell, 

‘That unconcern’d can at rebellion fit, 

And wink at crimes he did him{felf commit. 

A tyrant theirs; the heaven their priefthood paints 

A conventicle of gloomy fullen faints; 

A heaven like Bedlam, fovenly and fad; 

Fore-doom’d for fouls, with falfe ‘religion, mad. 
Without a vifion poets can forefhhow : 

What all but fools by common fenfe may know: 

If true fucccflion from our ifle fhould'fail, 

And crowds prefane with impious arms prevail, 

Not thou, nor thofe thy factious arts engage, t 








Shall reap that harvelt of rebellious rage, 
With which thou flattereft thy decrepit age. 
‘The fwelling poifon of the feveral feéts, 
Which, wanting vent, the nation’s health infe@s, 
Shail burft its bag; and fighting out their way 
“Lhe various venoms on each other prey. 
‘The prefbyter puff’ up with fpiritual pride, 
Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles ride : 
His brethren damn, the civil power defy ; 
And parcel out republic prelacy. 
But fhort fhall be his reiga : his tigid yoke 
And tyrant power will puny feéts provoke ; 
And frogs and toads, and all the tadpole train, 
Will croak to heaven for help, frem this devonr- 
ing crane, {jar, 
The cut-throat fword and clamoreus gown fhalf 
In tharing their ill-gotten fpoils of war: 
Chiefs fall be grudg’d the part which they 
pretend ; 
Lords envy lords, and friends with every friend 
About their impious merit thail contend, 
The furly commons fhall refpe& deny, 
And jultle peerage out with property. 
Their general either thall his truft betray, 
And force the crowd to arbitrary fway ; 
Or they, fufpe@ing his ambitious aim, 
In hate of kings fhall caft anew the frame ; 
And thrufi out Collatine that bore that name. 
‘Thus inborn broils the factions would engage, 
Or wars of exil’d heirs, or foreign rage, 
Tit} halting vengeance overtook our age: 
And our -wild labours wearied into reft, 
Reclin’d us on a rightful monarch’s breaft. 
« ———. Pudet hec opprobria, vobis 
“Et dici potuiffe, & non potuiffe refei.”” 
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Tw times when princes cancel’d nature’s law. 

And declarations which themfelves did draw 5 

‘When children us’d their parents to dethrone, 

And griaw their way, like vipers, to the crown; 

‘Tarquin, a favage, proud, ambitious prince, 

Prompt to expel, yec thoughtlefs of defence, 

‘The cavied iceptre did from Tullius fnatch, 

‘The Roman king,-and father by the match. 

‘To form his party, hiftories report, 

A fanétuary, was open’d in his court, ¢ 

Where glad offenders fafely might refort, 

Great was the crowd, and‘wondrous the fuccefs, 

For thofe' were fruitful times of wickednel’, 

And all, that liv’d obnoxious to the Jaws, 

Flock'd to prince Tarquin, and embrac’d his 
gaufe. 

"Mongit thefe a pagan prieft for refuge Red ; 

A prophet deep in godly faction read ; 

«A fycophant, that knew the modifh way 

To cant.and plot, to flatter and betray, 

To whine and fin, to feribble and, recant, 

A fhamelefs author, and a lufttul faint. 

2 ‘To ferve all times he could diflinctions coi 
And with great eafe flat contradictions join : 
A traitcr now, once loyal in extreme, 

And then obedience was his only theme : 
He fung in temples the mott paffive lays, 
sind wearied monarchs with repeated praife; 
Bat manag’d aukwardly that lawful part ; 

‘To vent foul lics and treafon was his art, 

And pointed libels at crown'd heads to dart, 
‘This prieft, and others learned to defame, 

Tirft murder injur’d ‘Tullius in his name; 

‘With blackcft calumnics their fovercign load, 

A poifon’d brother, and dark league abroad ; 

A fon uvjuftly top’d upon the throne, 

Which yet was prov'd undoubtecly his own ; 
Though, as the law was there, ‘twas his behvof, 
‘Who dif offefe'd the heir, to bring the proof. 
This heliith charge they back'd with dilmal fights, 
The lofs cf property and facred rights, 











And freedom, words which all falfe patriots uly 

As fureft names the Romans to abufe 

Jealous of kings, and always malecontent, 

Korward in change, yet certain to repent. 

Whilft thus the plottets needful fears createy 

‘Farquin with open force invades the flate. 

Lewd nobles join him with their feeble might, 

And atheift fools for dear religion fight. 

The prieits their boafted principles difown, 

And level their harangues againft the throne. 

Vain promiles the peopie’s minds allure, 

Slight were their ills, but defperate the cure. 

Lis hard for kings to fteer an equal courfe, 

And they who banifh one, oft gain a worfe. 

‘Thofe heavenly bodies we admire above, 

Do every day irregularly move; 

Yet ‘Pullius, 'tis decreed, mut lofe the crown, 

For faults, that were his councii’s, not his own. 

He now in vain commands ev'n thofe he pay’d, 

By darling troops deferted and betray'd, 

By creatures which his generous warmth had 
made. 

OF thefe a czmain of the guards was worft, 

Whofe memory to this day ftands accurit. 

This rogue, advaze’d to military truft 

By bis own whoredom, and his fiiter’s lnft, 

Forfuok his mafter, alter dreadful vows, 

And plotted to betray him to his foes; 

"Phe kindeft mafter to the vileft flave, 

As free to give, as he was fure to crave, 

His haughty female, who, as books declare, 

Did always tofs wide nofirils in the air, 

Was to the younger Tullia governefs, 

And did attend her, when, in borrow’d drefs, 

She fled by night from Tullius in diftrefs. 

This wretch, by letters, did invite his foes, 

And us’d all arts ker father to depofe ; 

A father, always gencrovfly bent, 

So kind, that ev’a her wifhes he’d prevent. 

° Twas now high time for Tuilius to retreat, 

When ev'n his daughter haften’d his defeaz; 
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When faith and duty vanifh’d, and no more 

*The name of father and of king he bore: 

_ A king, whofégight his foes could ne’er difpute ; 

So mild, that mercy was his attribute ; 

*Affable, kind, and eafy of accefs; 
Swit to relieve, unwilling to opprefs ; 
Rich without taxes, yet in payment juit; 

, 80 honeft, that he hardly could diftruft : 
His active foul from labours ne’er did ceafe, 
Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace ; 
Studious with traffic to enrich the land; 
Strong to proteét, and fkilful to command ; 
Liberal and fplendid, yet without excefs; 
Prone to relieve, unwilling to diftrefs ; 
In fum, how godlike mutt his nature be, 
Whofe only fault was too much piety! {fic 
‘fhis king remov’d, th’ alembled ftates thought 
‘That Tarquin in the vacant throne fhould fit ; 
Vored him regent in their fenate-houle, 
And with an empty name endow’d his fpoufe, 
"The elder Tullia, who, fome authors feign, 
Drove o’er her father’s corfe a rumbling wain : 
But fhe more guilty numerous wains did drive 
"Lo crufh her father and her king alive; 
And in remembrance of his hatten’d fall, 
Refolv'd ro inititute a weekly ball. 
"Phe joll¥ gluttdn grew in bulk and chin, 
Feafted on rapine, and enjoy’d her fins 
With luxury fhe did weak reafon force, [morfe; 
Debauch’d good-nature, and cram’d dowa re- 
Yet when the drank cold tea in liberal fups, 
‘The fobbing dame was maudling in her cups. 
But brutal Tarquin never did relent, 
Too hard to melt, tov wicked to repent ; 
Cruel in deeds, more mercilefs in will, 
And bleft with natural delight in ill. 
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From a wife guardian he reeeiv'd his doom 
‘Fo walk the change, and not to govetn Romes 
He fwote his native honours to difown; 
And did by perjory afcend the throne. 
Oh! had that oath his fwelling pride repreft; 
Rome had been then with peace and_plenty-blefts 
But Tarquin, guided by deitrudtiye fate, 
The country wafted, and embtoil'd the ftate; 
Tranfported to their foes the Roman pelfy 
And by their ruin hop'd to fave himfelf. 
Innumerable woes opprefs the land; 
When it fubmitted to his curs’d command, > 
So juft was heaven, that "twas hard to tell, 
Whether its guilt or loffes did excel, 
Men that renounc’d their God for dearer tradé, 
Were then the guardians of religion made, 
Rebels were fainted, foreigners did reign, 
Outlaws return’d, preferment to obtain, 
With frogs, and toads; and all their croaking 
train. 

No native knew their features nor their birth; 
They feem’d the greafy offspring of the earth. 
The trade was funk, the flect and army {pent 
Devouring taxes fwallow’d leffer rent 
Taxes impos'd by no authority ; 
Fach lewd colieétion was a robbery. 
Bold felf-creating men did ftatutes draw; 
Skill'd to eftablith villainy by law; 
Fanatic drivers, whofe unjuft careers 
Produc’d new ills exceeding former fears. 
Yet authors here except a faithful band, 
Which the prevailing faction did withftand 
And fome, who bravely ftood_in the defence 
Of baffted juiticé and their exil’d prince, 
‘Thefe thine to after-times, each facred name 
Stands ftill recorded ia the rolls of fame. 
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Warn lawlefs mén their neighbours difpottefs, 
‘The tenants they extirpate or opprefs ; 
. And make rude havock in the fruitful foil, 
Which the right owners plough’d with careful 
toil, 
‘The fame proportion does in kingdoms hold, 
A new prince breaks the fences of the old! 
And will o’er earcafes and deferts reign, 
Unlefe the land its rightful lord regain. 
* He gripes the faithlefs owners of the place, 
« And buys a foreign army to deface ; 
The fear’d and hated remnant of their race. 
He flarves their forces, and obftru&s their trade ; 
Vaft fums are given, and yet no native paid. 
‘The church itfeif he labours to affail, 
And keeps fit tools to break the facred pale. 
Of thofe let him the guilty roll commence, 
) “Who has betray’d a muiter and a prince; 
“ A man, feditious, lewd, and impudent ; 
An engine always mifchievoufly bent: 
One who from all the bands of duty fwervers; 
No tye can hold but that which he deferves; 
An author dwindled to a pamphleteer ; 
Skilful to forge, and always infincere 5 
Carelefs exploded pra@iices to mend; 
Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend. 
Fate’s blindfold reign the athcilt loudly owns, 
And providence blafphemoufly dethrones, 
In vain the leering a@or ftrains his tongue 
‘Fo cheat, with tears and empty noife, the throng, 
Since all men know, whate’er he fays or writes, 
Revenge or ftronger intereit indites, 
“And that the wretch employs his venal wit 
How to confute what formerly he writ. 
Next him the grave Socinian claims a place, 
Endow’d with reafon, though bereft of grace; 





4 A preaching pagan of furpaffing fame ; 


No regifter records his borrow’d name. 

O, had the child more happily been bred, 

A radiant mitre would have grac’d his head 
But now unfit, the moft he fhould expe, 

Is to be enter’d of T—— Fas fect. 

To him fucceeds, with looks demurely fad, 
A gloomy foul, with revelation mad ; 
Falfe to his friend, and carelefs of his word; 
A dreaming prephet, and a griping lord ; 
He fells the livings which he can’t potfefs, 
And farms that fine-cure his diocefe. 
Unthinking man ‘ to quit thy barren fee; 
And vain endeavours in chronology, ¢ 
For the more fruitlefs care of royal charity. 
Thy hoary noddle warns thee to return, 
The treafon of old age in Wales to mourn, 
Nor think the city-poor may lofs faftain, 
Thy place may well be vacant in this reign, 

I fhould admit the booted prelate now, 
But he is even for lampoon too low : 
‘The feum and outcaft of a royal race ; 
The nation’s grievance, and the gown’s difgraces 
None fo unlearn’d did e’er at London fit; 
This driveler does the facret chair befR—t. 
I need not brand the fpiritua! parricide, 
Nor draw the weapon dangling by his fide: 
‘Fh’ afionifh’d world remembers that offence, 
And knows he ftole the daughter of his prince. 
“Tis time enough, in fisme fucceeding age, 
To bring this mitred captain cn the flage. 

‘Thefe are the leaders in apoftacy, 
The wild reformers of the liturgy, i 
And the blind guides of poor eledtive majefty ; 
A thing which commonwealth’smen did devifey 
‘Till plots were ripe, to catch the people’s eyew 
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Pheir king’s a ronfter, in a quagmire born, 

br all the native brutes the grief aud fcorn ; 
With a big {nout, caft in a crocked mould, 
Which runs with glanders and an inborn cold, 
adis fubftance is of clammy {not and phlegm; 
Sleep is his effence, and his life a dream. 
Caprez this Tiberius does retire, 

‘To quench with catamite his feeble fire. 
Dear catamite! who rules alone the ftate, 
While monarch dozes on his unpropt height, ; 
Silent; yet thoughtlels; and fecure of fate, 


Could you but fee the fuifortie hers ted 

By loathirig vaffals to his noble bed! 

in flannen robes the coughing ghoft does walk, _ 

And his miouth moates like cleaner bréech off 
hawk; 

Corruption, ipringing froin his canker’d breaity 

Furs up the channel, and difturbs his reft. 

With head propt up the bolfter’d engine lige; 

If pillow flip afide, the monarch dies, 
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THE PREFACE. 


A vorm with fo bold a title, and a name pre- 
fixed from which the handling of fo ferious a fub- 
ject would not be expected, may reafonably oblige 
the author to fay fomewhat in defence, both of 
himfelf and of his undertaking. In the firft place, 
if it be objected to me, that, being a layman, | 
ught not to have concerned myfelf with fpecula- 
‘tions, which belong to the profeffion of divinity ; 
1 could anfwer, that perhaps laymen, with equal 
advantages of parts and knowledge, are not the 
moft incompetent judges of facred things; but, in 
the due fenfe of my own weaknefs and want of 
Yearning, I plead not this: I pretend not to make 
myfelf a judge of faith in others, but only to make 
2 confeffion of my own, I lay no uuhallowed 
jhand upon the ark, but wait on it with the reve- 
ence that becomes me at at a diftance. In the 
next place I will ingenioufly confefs, that the helps 
1 have ufed in this fmall treatife, were many of 
them taken from the works of our own reverend 
divines of the church of England; fo that the 
weapons with which I combat irreligion, are al- 
ready confecrated; though I fuppdfe they may be 
.-vaken down as lawfully as the fword of Goliah 
“was by David, when they are to be employed for 


the common caufe againft the enemies of piety, 
lintend not by this to intitle them to any of my 
errors, which yet I hope are only thofe of charity 
to mankind; and fuch as my own charity 
has canfed rye to commit, that of others may more 
eafily excufe. Being naturally inclined to fcepti- 
cifin in philofophy, I have no reafon to impofe my 
opinions in a fubje&@ which is above it; but, 
whatever they are, I fubmit them with all reve- 
rence to my mother church, accounting them no 
further mine, than as they are authorifed, or at 
Jeaft uncondemned, by her. And, indeed, to fe- 
cure myfelf on this fide, { have ufed the neceffary 
precaution of fhewing this paper before it was 
publifhed to a judicious and learned friend, 4 man 
indefatigably zealous in the fervice of the church 
and ftate; and whofe writings have highly de~ 
ferved of both. He was pleafed to approve the 
body of the difcourfe, and I hope he is more my 
friend than to do it out of complaifance : it is true 
he had too good a tafte to like it all; and a+ 
mongft fome other faults recommended to my 
fecond view, what I have written perhaps too 


boldly on ,St Athanafius, which he advifed me 
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wholly to omit. Iam Jenfible enough that I had 
done more prudently to have followed his opi- 


ion : but then T could-not have fatisfied myfelf 


~ that I had done honeftly not to have written what 
lavas my own.” It has always been my thought, 
Shat heathens who never did, nor without miracle 
dould, hear of the name of Chrift, were yet in a 
pofibility of falvation, Neither will it enter eafi- 
#y into my belief, that before the coming of our 
Saviour, the whole world, excepting only the Jewiih 
nation, fhould tie under the inevitable necellity of 
evertafting punifhment, for want of that revelation 
which was confined to fo fmall a fpot of ground 
as that ef Paleftine:’ Among the fons of Noah 
we read of one only who was accurfed ; and if 
a blefling in the ripenefs of time was referved for 
Japhet (of whofe progeny we are), it feems un-~ 
‘accountable to me, why fo many generations of the 
fame offspring, as preceded our Saviour in the fleth, 
fhould be all involved in one common condemna- 
tion,and yet that their pofterity fhould be entitled to 
the hopes of falvation : asif2 bill of exclution had 
paffed only on the fathers, which debarred not the 
fons from their fucceffion. Or that fo many ages 
had been delivered over to hell, and fo many re- 
ferved for heaven, and that the devil had the firft 
choice, and God the next. ‘Truly I am apt to 
think, that the revealed religion which was taught 
by Noah to all his fons, might continue for fome 
ages in the whole pofterity. That afterwards it 
was included wholly in the family of Sem, is mani- 
feft; bac when the progenies of Cham and Ja- 
phet fwarmed into colonies, and thofe colonics, 
were fubdivided into many others: in procefs of 
time their defeendants loft by little and little the 
primitive and purer rites of divine worthip, re- 
taining only the nation of one deity; to which 
fucceeding generations added others: for men took 
their degeces in thofe ages from conquerors to 
gods Revelation being thus eclipfed to aimott all 
mankind, the light of nature as the next in digni- 
ty was fubflicuted; and that is it which St, Paul 
concludes to be the rule of the heathens, and by 
which they are hereafter to-be judged. If my 
fappofition be true, then the confeqtence which 
T have affumed in my poem may be alfo trues 
namely, that Deifm, or the princip! f natural 
worthip, are only the faint remvants or d 
flames of revealed religion in the pofterity of 
Noah: and that our modern philufophers, nay 
and fome of our philofophifing divines, have too 
much exalted the faculties of our fouls, when they 
have maintained that, by their force, mankind bas 
















been able to find out that there is one fupreme | 


agent or intellectual being, which we call-God: 


that praife and prayer are his due worlhip; and | 





the reft of thofe deducements, which | am conf- 
devt are the remote effects of revelation, and 
attainabie by our difcourfe, I mean as fimply cor: 
fidered, and without the benefit’of divine illu: 
nation. So that we have not lifted up ourfelves 
to God, by the weak pinions of our realon, but he 
has been pleafed to defcend to us; and what So- 
grates faid .£him, what Plato writ, and the reft 
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of the heathen philofophers of feveral nations, is 
all no more than the twilight of revelation, after 
the fun of it was fet in the race of Noah. That 
there is fomething above us, fome principle of 
motion, our reafon can apprehend, though it can= 
not dicover what it is by its own virtue. Aad 
indeed it is very improbable, that we, who by the 
firength of our faculties cannot enter into the 
knowicdge of any being, not fo much as of'our 
own, fhould be able to find out by them, that fue 
preme nature, which we cannot otherwile define 
than hy faying it is infinite: as if infinite were 
definable, or infinity a fubjeét for our narrow un= 
derftanding. They who would prove rcligion 
by reafon, do but weaken the caule which they 
endeavour to fupport : it is to take away the pil- 
lars from our faith, and to prop it only with a 
twig; it is to defign a tower Hike that of Babel, 
which if it were poffible, as it is not, to reach 
heaven, woald come to nothing by che confufion 
of the workmen, For every man is building a 
feveral way; impotently conceited of his own 
model and his own materials: reafon is always 
ftriving, and always at a lofs; and of necellity st 
mut fo come to pafa, while it is exercifed about, 
that which is not its proper object. Let us be 
content at laft to know God by his own Methods; 
at Jeaft, fo much of him as he is pleafed to reveal 
to us in the facred {eriptures: to apprehend them, 
to be the word of God, is all our reafon hasto do; 
for all beyond it is the work of faith, which is the 
feal of heaven impreffed upon our human @der= 
ftanding. 

And sow for what concerns the holy bifhop 
Athanafius, the preface of whofe creed feems in- 
confiftent with my opinion; whichis, that hea- 
thens may poflibly be faved: in the firft place f 
defire it may be confidered that it is the preface. 
only, not the creed itfelf, which, till Tam better 
informed, is of too hard a digeftion for my charity. 
ft is not that T am ignorant how many feverad 
texrs of feripture feemingly fupport that caufes 
but neither an: { ignorant how ell thofe texts may” 
re a kinder and more mollified interpratation, 
n who is read in church hiftory, kneves 
Jong conceftation 
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etic was drawn up after 
h Aruus, concerning the di of onr hieffed 
Saviour, and his being one fub%ance with the fae 
ther; and that thus compiled, it was fent abroatl 
among the chriftian churches, a3 a kind of teftd 
which whofoever tock was lioked upon as an r=) 
thodoy believer, It is manife& from hence, thes, 
the heathen part of the empire was rot concerned 
in 1:3 for its bufinels was not to difkinguith he~ 
twixt Pagans and Chriftians, but betwixt Heres 
tics and true Believers. ‘This, well confidered, 
! takes off the heavy weight of cenfure, which 1 
‘ould willingly avoid frem fo vencradie a man; 
} for if this propofition, ‘ whefoever will be faved,” 
be reftrained only to thofe to whom it was in- 
tended, and for whom it was compofed, [ mean 
the Chriitians; then the anathema reaches not the 
Heathens, who had never heard of Chrift, and were 
| nothing interefted in that difpute. After all, Fam 
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‘falvation iis clear, fublicient, and ordained by God 
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fac from blaming even that prefatory addition to 
the creed, and as far from caviling at the continue 
ation of it ip the liturgy of the church, where on 
the days appointed it ia vublicly read : for I fup- 
pole there is the fame reafon for it now, in oppo- 
fition to the Sociniang, as there was then againtt 
the Arians; the one being a Herefy, which feems 
to have been refined out pf the other; and with 
how much more plaulibility of reafon it combats 
our religion, with fo much more caution it ought 
to be avoided: therefore the prudence of our 
church is to be commended, which has interpofed 
her authority for the recommendation of this 
greed Yet to duch as are grounded in the true 

lief. thofe explanatory creeds, the Nicene and 
this of Athanafivs, might perhaps he {pared ; for 
what iv fupernatural, will always be a myftery in 

ight ef gxpofition; and for my own part, the 
plain apottles creed is moft fuitable to my weak 
underitancing. ag the fimpleft diet is the moft eafy 
of digetiipn.’ 

T have dwelt longer on this fubje& than I ing 
tended, and longer than perhaps t ought; for 
having laid down, as my’ foundation, that the 
feripure is 3 rule; that in all things needful to 





Aimighty tor that purpofe, 1 have left: myfelf 
no right to interpret obfcure places, fuch as cons 
ecrnthe poliibiity of eternal happincfs to heathens: 
becaule whatfoever is oblcure ig concluded not 

peceffary to be known, 
* Bow, by aflerting the feripture to be the canon 
of our faith, I have unavoidably created to myfelf 
two fess of enemies? the papifts indced, more 
diredly, becaufe they have kept the feripture from 
ms what they conld; and have referved to them~ 
felves a right of interpreting what. they have de- 
livered uridgr the pretence of infallibility : and 
the fanatics move collajerally, becaule they have 
affamed what amcunts tp an infallibitiry, in the 
privaré fpizit ; and have detorted thofe texts of 
feripture which are not neceffary to feivation, to 
the damnable vfes of fedition, difturbance and 
deftruction of the civil government. To begin 
with the papifts, and to tpeck freely, t think them 
the felg dangerons, at leatk in ajpearance, to our 
prefent fate; for not only the peal laws are in 
force agajnit thein, and their number iy contempti- 
bles bur. fo their peels aud commzons are excluded 
from parliament, ‘and confeqnently thofe laws in 
no prebabiliry f being repealed. A general and 
uninter:upted plot of their clergy, ever fince the 
Reformation, | {uppofe all proteitants believe; for 
jt ix not’ reafunuble to think but that fo many of 
their prders, as were outed from their fat poffef. 
fiors, would endeayour a re-enterance againft thale 
whom they aceount heréticsa. As for the late de» 
fign, Mr. Coleman’s letters, for aught § knew, are 
ridence; and’ what they difcover. with» 
drawing their fen{e,or maticioupglofies, all 
pocnof réafon concindecyedible. If therebeany thing 
frore than this required of me, [ muft believe it as 
well as [ am able, in (pight of the witnefles, and 
BE gf a decent sopformity to the votes cf parlia- \ 
‘ : eer 
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ment; for I fappofe the fanatics will not allow the 
private fpirit in this cafe. Here the infallibility ix 
at Jeaft in one part of the government; and oft 
underftandings as well as our wills are reprefented: 
But to return to the Roman Catholics, how can 
we be fecure from the practice of jefuited papi 
in that religion? For not two or three of tha, 
order, as fome of them would impofe upon us, but 
almoft the whole body of them are of opinion, 
that their infallible mafter has a right over kings, 
not only in {pirituals but temporals. Not to nama 
Myriana, Beilarmine, Emanuel Sa, Molina, San- 
tare, Simancha, and at Jeaft twenty others of fo- 
reign countries; we can preduce of our own nay 
tion, Campiari, and Doleman or Parfons, befides 
many are named whom I have not read, who all 
of them atteft this doctrine, that the pope can de+ 
pofe and give away the right of any fovercign 
prince, “ fi vel pavlum defcgeret,” if he thal 
never fa little warp: but if he o1:ce comes to be 
excommunicated, then the bond of obedience ig 
taken off from fubje@s; and they may and 
ought to drive him hke another Nebuchadnezzar, 
“ex hominum Chrifianorum dominatu,” from 
exercifing dominion- over Chriftians; and to this 
they are bound by virtye of divine precept, and by 
all the ties of confcience, under no lefs penalty 
than dammation. [ff they anfwer me, as a learned 
prieft has lately written, that this doctrine of the 
Jefuits is not “ de fide;” and that conicquently 
they are not obliged by it; they myft pardon me, 
if 1 think they have faid nothing tp the purpofe s 
for it isa maxim in their church, where points of 
faith are not decided, and that dodtors ‘are of cony 
trary opinions, they may follow which part they 
pleafe;” but more fafely the moft received ang 
authorized, And their champion Bellarmine has 
told the world, in his apology, that the king of 
England is a vaffel ta the pope, “ ratione dire} 
“ Domini,” and that he holds in villanage of hig 
Reman landlord, Which is no new claim put ini 
jor England. Our chronicles are his anthenti¢ 
witnefles, that king Johu was depofed by the fame 
plea, and Philip Auguftus admitied tenant. And 
which makes the more for Bellarmine, the French 
king was again ejecled when our king fubmitted 
to the church, and the crown was recejved under 
the fordid condition of a vaffalage. 

It is not fufficient for the more moderate and 
yeell-meaning papifts, of which I doubt not there 
are many, to produce the evidericep of their loyalty 
to the late king, and to declare their innocency 
in this plot: {will grant their behaviour in the 
firft, to have been as loyal and as brave as they 
defire ; and will be willing to hold them excufed 
asto the fecond, | mcan when it edmes to my 
tarn, and after my betrers; for it is a madnefs 
to be fpber alone, while the nation continues 
drunk ; but that faying of their father Cref, 
Rill running in my head, tha: they may be dif 
pented with in their obedignce to an_ heretic 
prince, while the neceffity of the times fhall oblige 
them to ic: for that, as another of them telis us, 
is only the effect of chriftiau prudence ; but w 
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wee they thall get power to thake him off, an 
heretic is no lawful king, and confequently to rife 
~gainft him is no rebeilion, J fhould be glad, 

+. therefore, that they would follow the advice which 
was charitably given them by a reverend prelate 
of our church; namely, that they would join 
in a public a& of difowning and detefting thofe 

cfuitic principles; and fubferibe to all doctrines 
which deny the pope’s authority of depofing kings, 
and releafing fubjects from their oath of allegi- 
ance? to which I fhould think they might eafily 
be induced, if it be true that this prefent pope has 
condemned the dodtrine of king-killing, a thefis 
of the Jefuits maintained, amongft others, “ ex 
eathedra,” as they call it, or in open confiftory. 
Leaving them therefore in fo fair a way, if 
they pleafe themfelves, of fatisfying all reafonable 
men of their fincerity and good meaning to the 
goverpment, I fhall make bold te confider that 
other extreme in our religion, I mean the fanatics, 
or fchifmatics, of the Englith church. Since the 

* Bible has been tranflated into our tongue, they 
have ufed it fo, as if their bufinefs was not to he 
faved but to be damned by its contents. If we 
confider only them, better had it been for the 
‘Englih nation, that it had ftill remained in the 
original Greek and Hebrew, or at leaft in the 
honeft Latin of St. Jerome, than that feveral texts 
in it fhould have been prevaricated to the deftruc- 
tion of that government, which put it into fo un- 
grateful hands. 

- How many herefies the fir tranflation of Tin- 
dal produced in few years, let my lord Herbert’s 
hittory of Henry the Eighth inform you; info- 
muuch, that for the grofs errors in it, and the great 
mifchiefs it occafioned, a fentence paffed on the 
fief edition of the Bible, too thameful almott to 
“be repeated. After the thort reign of Edward 
the Sixth, who had continued to carry on the 
Reformation on other principles than it was be- 
gun, every one knows that mot only the chief 

. promoters of that work, hut many others, whofe 
tonfciences would not difpenfe with popery, were 
forced, for fear of perfecution, to change climates: 
from whence returning at the beginning of Queen 
Elizabeth's reign, many of them who had been 
in France, and at Geneva, brought back the rigid 
opinions and imperious difcipline of Calvin, to 
graft upon our reformation, Which, though they 
cunningly concealed at firft, as well knowing 
how naufeoufly that drug would go down in a 
lawful monarchy, which was prefcribed for a re- 
bellious common-wealth, yet they always kept it 
in referve ; and were never wanting to themfelves 
either in court or parliament, when either they 
had any profpeé of a numerous party of fanatic 
members of the one, or the encouragement of any 
favourite in the other, whofe covetoufnels was 

gaping at the patrimony of the church. They 
who will confult the works of our venerable 
Hooker, or the account of his life, or more parti- 

. gularly the letter written to him on this fubje@, 
by George Cranmer, may fee by what gradations 
they proceeded ; from the dillikg of cap and far- 


ria 
plice, the very next ftep was admonitions to the 
parliament againft the whole government eccle# 
fiaftical : then came out volumes in Englith and 
Latin in defence of their tenets: and immediately 
practices were fet on foot to erect their difcipline 
without authority. Thofe not fucceeding, fatire - 
and railing waa the next: and Martin Mar-pre~ 
late, the Marvel of thofe times, was the firth 
prefbyterian {cribler, who fancified libels and 
feurrility to the ufe of the good old caufe.. Which 
was done, fays my author, upon this account; 
that their ferious treatifes having been fully ans 
fwered and refuted, they might compafs by rail- 
ing what they had loft by reafoning ; and, when 
their caufe was funk in court and parliament, 
they might at leaft hedge in a ftake amongft the 
rabble ; for to their ignorance all things are wie 
which are abufive ; but if church and ftate were 
made the theme, then the doctoral degree of wit 
was to be‘ taken at Billingfeate: even the moft 
faintlike of the party, though they durft not exe 
cufe this contempt and vilifying of the govern~ 
ment, yet were pleafed, and grinned at it with 2 
pious {mile ; and called it a judgment of God 
againft the hierarchy. Thus fectaries, we may 
fee, were born with teeth, ‘foul-mouthed and . 
fcurrilous from their infancy: and if fpiritual 
pride, venom, violence, contempt of fuperiors, 
and flander, had been the marks of orthodox be 
lief; the prefbytery and the reft of our {chifmatics, 
which are their fpawn, were always the moft 
vifible church in the chriftian world. ’ 

It is true, the government was too firong at 
that time for a rebellion ; but to. fhow what pros 
ficieney they had made in Calvin's fchool, even 
then their mouths watered at it: for two of their’ 
gifted brotherhood, .Hacket and Coppinger, as 
the ftory tells us, got up into a peafe-cart and. 
sharangued the people, to difpofe them into an 
infurrection, and to eftablih their difcipline by 
force: fo that however it comes about, that now 
they celebrate Queen Elizabeth's birth-night, as 
that of their faint and patronefs; yet then they 
were for doing the work of the Lord by arms 
againf her; and in all probability they wanted 
bur a fanatic lord mayor and two fherifis of their 
party, to have compaffed it. 

Our venerable Hooker, after many admonitions 
which ie had given them, towards the end of his 
preface, breaks out into this prophetic fpeech. 
“ There is in every one of thefe confiderationa 
“ mott juft caufe to fear, left our haftinefs to em= 
“ brace a thing of fo pcrilous confequence (mean~ 
“ig the prefbyterian qifcipline) thould caufe 
* pofterity to feel thofe evils, which as yet are 
“ more eafy for us to prevent, than they would 
“ be for them to remedy.” 

How fatally this Caffandra has foretold, wa 
know tvo well by fad experience: the feeds were 
fown in the time of Queen Elizabeth, the bloody 
harveft ripened in the reign of King Charles the 
Martyr: and becaufe all the fheaves could not 
he carried off without thedding fome of the loofe 
rains, another crop Hine like to follow; nay, [ 

. ay + 
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fear it is unuvoidable if the conventiclers be per- 
Mitted fill to fcatter. 

A, man may be fuffered to quote an adverfary 
to our religion, when he fpeaks truth: and it is 
the obfervation of Maimbourg, in hi itory of 
Calvinifm, that wherever that difcipline was 
planted and embraced, rebellion, civil war, and 
yifery, attended it. And how indeed fhou!d it 
happen otherwife? Reformation of church and | 
flate has always been the ground of our divilions | 
in England, While we were papifis, our holy 
father rid us, by pretending authority out of the 
Scriptures to depofe primees; when we thook off | 
his authority, the fefaries furnished themfelves 
with the fame weapons; and out of the fame ma- 
‘azine, the Bible: fo that the fcriptures, which 
are in themfelyes the greateft fecurity of govern- 
ors, as commanding exprefs obedience to them, 

» Bre now turned to their deftrudtion ; and never, 
fince the Reformation, has there wanted a text | 
of their interpreting to authorize a rebel. And it 
is to be noted by the way, that the do@rines of | 
king-killing and depsfing, which have been taken | 
up only by the warn party of the papifis, the moft | 
frontlefs Hatterers of the pope's authority, have j 
been-efpoufed, defended, and are ftiil maintained 
by the whole body of non-conformifts and re- j 
publicans, Jz is but dubbing themfelves thi 
people of God, which it is the intereft of their | 
Preachers to tell them they are, and their own 
intereft to believe ; and after that, they cannot dip 
into the Bible, but one text or another will turn 
up for their purpofe: if they are under perfecu- 
tion, as they call it, then that is a mark of thar 
¢ledtion ; if they flourifh, then God works miracles 
for their deliverance, and the faints are to poles 

e earth, 


“They may t 




















ink themfe!ves to be too roughly 
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handled in this paper ; but I, who know heft how 
far I could have gone on this fubject, muft be bold 


to tell them they are {pared : though at the fame- 


time I am net ignorant that they interpret the 
mildnefs of a writer to them, as they do the mercy 
of the government ; in the one they think it fear, 
and conclude it weaknefs in. the other. 


them true Englifhmen when they obey the king, 
and true Proteftants when they conform to tha 
church-difcipline. 

It remains that { acquaint the reader, that thefe 
verfes were written for an ingenious young gentlee 
man my friend, upon his tranflation of the critical 
hilory ‘of the Old Teftament, compofed by the 
learned father Simon 3, the verfes therefore are 
addreifed to the tranflator of that work, and the 
ftyle of them is, what it ought to be, cpiulary. 

if any one be fo lamentable a critic as to rew 
quirg the fmcothnels, the numbers, and the turn 
of heroic poetry in this poem; [ muft tell hin, 
that if he has not read Horace, 1 have ftudied 
him, and hope the flyle of his epiftles is not ill 
imitated here. The expreflions of a poem dew 
figned purely for inftrugtion, ought to be plain 

od natural, und yet majeftic: for here the poet 

is prefumed to be a kind of lawgiver ; and thofe 
three qualities which 1 have named, are proper 
to the legiflative fyle. ‘The flurid, elevated, and 
figurative way is for the pallions; for Jove and 
hatred, fear and anger, are begotten in the foul, 
by fhewing their objets out of their true propor= 
tion, either greater than the life, or lefs: but ine 
flrudion is to be given by fhewing them what 
they naturally are. A man is to be cheated inta 
paffion, but to be reafoned into truth, 


The bef’ 
way forthem to confure me jas I before advifed the’ 
Papifts, to difclaim their principles and renounce - 
their pra@ices. We fhall all be glad to think ~ 


Se 
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Dim as the borrow'd beams of moon and flars 
To lonely, weary, wandering qavellers, 
Is reafon to the foul + and as on high, 
‘Thofe rolling fires difcover but the fky, 
Not light us here; fo reafon’s glimmering ray 
‘Was lent, not to affure our doubtful way, i 
But guide us upward to a better day. 
And as thofe nightly tapers difappear 
When day’s bright lord afcends our hemifphere ; 
So pale grows reafon at religion's fight ; 
So dies, and fo diffoives in fupernatural light. [led 
Some few, whofe lamp fhone brighter, have been 
From caufe to caufe, to nature's fecret head ; 
And found that one firft principle muft be: 
But what, or who, that univerta} He ; 
‘Whether fome foul inéompafling this ball 
Unmade, unmov'd ; yet making, movirg all; 
Or various atoms, interfering dance, 
Leap’d into form, the noble work of chance ; 
Or this great all was from eternity; 
Not ev’n the Stagirite himfelf could fee ; ‘ 
And Epicurus guefs'd as well as he : 
A3 blindly grop’d they for a future ftate; 

, Asrathly judg’d of providence and fate : 

£ But leaft of all couid their endeavours find 
‘What moft concern’d the good of human kind ; 
For happinefs was never to be found ; 
But vanifh’d from them like enchanted ground. 
One thought content the gaod to be enjoy’d; 
‘This every litle accident deftroy'd : 


The wifer madmen did for virtue toil : 

A thorny, or at beft a barren foil: 

In pleafure fome their glutton fouls would fteep 

But found their line too fhort, the well too ae 

And leaky veffels which no blifs could keep. 

‘Thus anxious thoughts in endlefs circles roll, 

Without a centre where to fix the foul: * 

In this wild maze their vain endeavours end: 

How can the lefs the greater comprehend ? 

Ox finite reafon reach Infinity ? 

For what could fathom God were more than He, 
‘The Deift thinks he ftands on firmer ground; 

Cries elgnxa, the mighty feeret’s found : 

God is that fpring of good ; fupreme, and beft 5 

We made to ferve, and in that fervice ble, 

If fo, fome rules of worthip muft be given, 

Dittributed alike to all by heaven: 

Elfe God were partial, and to fome deny’d 

‘The means his juftice fhould for all provide. 

‘This general worthip is to praife and pray ¢ 

One part to borrow bleflings, one to pay + 

And when frail nature flides into offence, 

‘The facrifice for crimes is penitence. 

Yet, fince the effets of providence, we find, 

Are varionfly difpens'd to humz=n kind; 

‘That vice triumphs, and virtue fuffers here, 

A brand that fovercign juftice cannot bear; 

Our reafon prompts us to a future flate : 

‘The laft appeal from fortune and from fat¢; 


% 
Where God's all-righteous ways will be declar’d ; 
The bad meet punishment, the good reward. 

‘Thus man by his own ftrength to heaven 

would foar : 

And would not be oblig’d to Ged for more. 
Vain wretched creature, how art thou mified 
‘To think thy wit thefe god-like notions bred! 
‘Thefe truths are net the produc of thy mind, 
But dropt from heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal’d religion firft inform’d thy fight, 
‘Abd reafon faw not till faith fprung the light. 
Hence all thy natural worfhip takes the fource : 
*Tis revelation what thou think’{t difcourfe, 
Elfe how com’ft thou to fee thefe truths fo clear, 
Which fo obfcure to heathens did appear? 
Not Plato thefe, nor Ariftotle found: 
Nor he whofe wifdom oracles renown’d, 
Haft thou a wit fo deep, or fo fublime, 
Or canft thou lower dive, or higher climb ? 
Canft thou by reafon more of godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero? 
Thofe giant wits in happier ages born, 
‘When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 
Koew no fuch fyftem . no fuch piles coutd raife 
Of natural worfkip, built on prayer and praife 
To one fole God. * 
Nor did remorfe to expiate fin prefcribe : 
Bot flew their fellow. creatures for a bribe : 
The guiltlefs vidtim groan’d for their oftence 5 

. And cruelty and blood was penitence. 
Tf theep and oxen could atone for men, 
Ah! at how cheap a rate the rich might fin! 
And great oppreffors might heaven's wrath bee 

ile, 

By offering his own creatures for a fpoil! 

‘Dar'ft thou, poor worm, oflend Infinity ? 

And muft the terms of peace be given by thee? 
- Then thon art Juttice in the laft appeal ; 

"Thy eafy God infiruas thee to rebel : 

And, like a king remore and weak, muft take 

What fatistaction thou art pleas'd to make, 

But if there be a power too juft and firong, 
‘To wink at crimes, aud bear unpunifh’d wrong ; 
Look humbly upward, fee his will difclofe 
"The forfeit firft, and then the fine impofe : 

A muld thy poverty could never pay, 

Had not eternal wildom found the way : 

And with celeftial wealth fupply’d thy ftore : 

His juilice makes the fine, his mercy quits the 
fcore, 

See God defcending in thy human frame ; 

‘Th’ offended fuffering in th’ offender’s name 

“all thy mifdeeds to him imputed fee, 

“And ail his righteoufnefs devolv’d on thee. [fence 

For, granting we have finn’d, and that th’ of- 
Of man is made againft Omnipotence, 

Some price that bears proportion muft be paid ; 
And infinite with i:finite be weigh’d, 

See then the Deift loft + remorfe for vice, 

Not paid ; or, paid, inadequate in price : 

What farther means can reafon now dire, 
Or what relief from human wit expect ? 

That fhews us fick; and fadly are we fure 

Frill to be fick, till heaven reveal the cure: 
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If then heaven’s will muft needs be underftood, 
Which muft, if we want cure, and heaven be good, 
Let all records of will reveal’d be fhown; ’ 
With feripture all in equal balance thrown, 2 
And our one facred book will be that one. o 
Proof needs not here; for whether we compa'¢ 
‘That impious, idle, fuperftitious ware } 
OF rites, luftrations, offerings, which before, | 
In various ages, various countries bore, 
Which chriftian faith and virtues, we fhall find 
None anfwering the great ends of human kind 
But this one rule of life, that fhews us beft 
How God may be appeas‘d, and mortals bleft. 
Whether from length of time its worth we draw, 
‘The word is fearce more ancient than the law : 
Heaven's early care preferib'd for every ages 
Firft, in the foul, and after, in the page. 
©, whether more abfiradtedly we look, 
Or or the writers, or the written book, [arts,. 
Whence, but from heaven, could men unfkill’d in 
In feveral ages born, in several parts, 
Weave fuuch agreeing truths? or how, or why, 
Should all confpire to cheat us with a lye? 
Unalk’d their pains, ungrateful their advice, 
Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 
If on the book itfelf we caft our view, 
Concurrenz heathens prove the ftory true: 
The doétrine, miracles; which nuit convince, 
For heaven in them appeals to human fenfe + 
And though fhey prove not, they confirm the 
caufc, 
When what is taught agrees with nature’s laws. 
Then for the ftile, majeftic and divine, 
Tt fpeaks no Iefs than God in every line : 
Commanding wordgs whofe force is ftill the fame 
As the firft fiat that "produc’d our frame, 
All faiths befide, or did by arms afcend ; 
Or fenfe induly’d has made mankind their friend ; 
This only doctrine does our lufts oppofe: 
Unfed by nature’s foil, in which it grows; 
Crofs to our interefts, curbing fenfe and fin ; 
Oppreis’d without, and undermin’d within, 
It thrives through pain ; it’s own tormentors tires 5 
And with a itubborn patience ftill afpires, 
To what can reafon fuch effets aflign 
Tranfceuding nature, but to laws divine ; 
Which in that facred volume are contain’d; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that ufe ordain'd ? 
But flay : the deift here will urge anew, 
No fupernatural worfhip can be true ; 
Beeaule a general law is that alone 
Which mutt to all, and every where, be known: 
A ftile fo large as not this book can claim, 
Ner ought thac bears reveal'd religion’s name, 
*Tis faid the found of a Meffiah’s birth ‘ 
1s gone through all the habitable earth 
But fill that text muft be confin’d alone 
To what was then inhabited and known ¢ 
And what provifion could from thence accrue 
To Indian fouls, and worlds difcover'd new ? 
In other parts it helps, that ages paft, (brac‘d, 
The fcriptures there were known, and were ems 
Till fin {pread once again the fhades of night + 
What's that to thefe, who never faw the light 3 
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‘Of all obje@tions this indeed is chief 
"To flartle reafon, fagger frail belief + 
We grant, ’tis true, that heaven from human fenfe 
~ Has hid the fecret paths of providence 
* But boundlefa wifdom, boundlefs mercy, may 
ind ev'n for thofe bewilder’d fouls, a way = 

} from hisnatore foes may pity claim, (name. 
Yfuch more may ftrangers who ne'er heard his 
cand theugh no name be for falvation known, 
But that of his eternal Son’s alone 5 

Wher knoes how far tranfcending goodnefs can 
Extend thé merits of that Son to man? 

Who knows what reafons may his mercy lead; 
Or ignorance invincible may plead? 

Not only charity bids hope the heft, 

But more the great apoftle has expreft + 

« That if the Gentiles, whom no law infpir’ds 
By nature did wha was by Jaw requir'd 5 

They, who the written rule had never known, 
‘Were to themfelves both rule and law alone : 

* ‘To nature's plain indi&tment they fhall plead; 
And by their confcience be conder:n'd or freed.” 
Molt righteous doom! becaufe a rule reveat'd 
Is none to thofe from whom it was conceal’d, 
Then thole who folinw?d reafon’s dictates right 5 
Liv’d up, and lifted bign their natural light ; 
With Socrates may fee their Maker’s face, 

While thoulund rubric martyrs want a place, 

Nor does it baulk my charity, to find 
Th’ Egyptian bithop of another mind : 
For though bis creed eternal truth contains, 
YPis hard for man to doom to endless pains 
All who beliew’d nat all his zeal requir’d ; 
Unlefs he firft could prove he was infpir’d. 
"Then lec us cither think he nieant to fay 
‘Lhis faith, where publifh'd, was the only way 5 
Or eife conchide that, Arius to confute, 
The good old man, tuo eager in difpute, 
Flew high; and as his chritiian tury role, 
Damn’d all for heretics who durit oppeic. 

‘Thus far my charity this path bas try’d5 
‘A much unikilful, but wellemeaning guide : [bred 
Yet whar they are, ev’n thefe crude thoughts were 
By reading that which better thou haft read. 
"hy matchlels author's work ; which thou, my 

friend, 
By well tranflating better doft commend + 
Thofe youthful hours which, of thy equals moft 
In toys have fquander'd, or in vice have loft, 
"Thole hours halt thou to nobier ufe enpioy’d 5 
And the fevere delights of truth enjcy’d. 
‘Witnefs this weighty book, in which appeays 
"The crabbed toil of many thoughtlul years, 
Spent by my author, in the fifting care 
Of rabbins old fophifticated ware 
From gold divine; which he whe well can fort 
May afterwards make algebra afport. 
A trealure, which if country curates buy, 
They Junius and ‘'remellius may defy : 
Save pains in various readings, and tranflations 3 
And without Hebrew make moft learn’d quota~ 
tons, 

A work fo full with various learning fraught, 
fie aicely ponder’dy yet fo Rropgly wieyght, 














8 
As nature's height and art's laft hand requir'd : - 
‘As much as man could compafs, uninfpir’d. 
‘Where we may fee what errors have been made 
Both in the copyers and tranflators trade : 

How Jewifli, Popith, interefts have prevail’d, 
And where infallibility has fail’d. 

For fome, who have his fecret meaning gnefs'd, 
Have found our author not too much a prief ¢- 
For fafhion-fake he feems to have recourfe 
To pope, and councils, and tradition’s force 2 
But he that old traditions could fubdue, 

Could not but find the weaknefs of the new < 
If fcsipture, though deriv’d from heavenly birth, 
Has been but carelefsly preferv'd on earth ; 
If God’s own people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promis'd 
more, 
In fuller terms, of heaven’s affifting care, 
And who did neither time nor ftudy fpar¢ 
To keep this book untainted, unperplext, 
Let in grofs errors to corrupt the text, 
Omirted paragraphs, embroil'd the fenfe, 
With vain traditions flopt the gaping fence, 
‘Which every common hand pull'd up with café’ 
What {afety from fach brafhwood-helps as thefe? 
If written words from time are not fecur’d, 
How can we think have oral founds endur'd ? 
Which thus tran{mitted, if one mouth has fail’d, 
Immortal lyes on ages are intail’d + 
And that fome fuch have been, is prov’d too plaing 
If we confider intereft, church, and gain, 
O but, fays one, tradition fet afide, 
Where can we hope for an unerring guide? 
For fince th’ original {cripture has been loft, 
All copies difugreeing, maim'd the moft, 
Or chriftian faith can have no certain ground, 
Or truth in church-tradition muft be found. 

Such an omnifcient church we with indeed ; 
“Swere worth both Teltaments ; caft in the creed 
Bat if this mother be.a guide fo fure, 

As can all doubts refolve, all truth fecure, 
‘hen her infallibility, as well 

Where copies are corrupt or lame, can tell; 
Reftore lott canon with as little pains, 

As truly explicate what ftill remains ; 

Which yet no councii dare pretend to do; 
Unies like Efdras they could write it new : 
Strange confidence ftill to interpret true, 

Yer not be fure that all they have explain’d 

Is in the bleft original contain’d. 

More fafe, aud much more modeft ’tis, to fay 
God would not leave mankind without a way ¢ 
And that the {ceiptures, though not every where 
Free frum corruption, or intire, or clear, 

Are uncorrupt, fufficient, clear, intire, 

In all things which uur needful faith require. 
If others in the fame glafs better fee, 

*Tis for themielves they look, but not for mes 
For my falvation muft its doom receive, 

Not from what others, but what | believe, 

Mutt all tradition then be fet afide ? 

‘This to affirm, were ignorance or pride. 
Are there not many points, fome needful fera 
To faving faith, that igripture leaves ob{cure ? 
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‘Which every fc& will wreft a feveral way, 

For what one Yect interprets, ail {ects may: 

‘We hold, and fay we prove from f{eripture plain, 

‘That Chrift is God; the bold Socinian i 

From the fame {cripture urges he's but man. 

Now what appeal can end th’ important {uit ? 

Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
Shail I {peak plain, and in a nation free 

Affume an honett layman’s liberty ? 

I think, according to my little fill, 

‘To my own mother-church fubmitting fill, 
‘That many have been fav’d, and many may, 
Who never heard this queftion brought in play. 
‘Th’ unletter’d Chriftian, who believes in grofs, 
Plods on to heaven; and ne'er is at a lofs: 

For the ftreight-gate would be made ftreighter yet, 

‘Were none admitted there but men of wit. 

‘The few by nature form’d, with learning fraught, 

Born to inftrud, as others to be taught, 

Mutt fludy well the facred page; and fee 

Which doétrine, this, or that, does beft agree 

‘With the whole tenor of the work divine : 

And plainlieft points to heaven's reveal'd defign : 
ich expofition flows from genuine fenfe, 

And which is fore’d by wit and eloquence. 

Not that tradition’s parts are ufelefa here : 

‘When general,’old, difintcrefted, clear : 

" That ancient Fathers thus expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majefty of age: 
Confirms its force by bideing every telt ; 

For beft authorities, next rules, are beft. 
And. ftill the nearer to the {pring we go 
More limpid, more unfoil’d, the waters flow, 
‘Thus firft traditions were a proof aloue ; 
Could we be certain fuch they were, lo known : 
But fince fome flaws in long defcent may be, 
They make not truth, but probability. 

Ev'n Arius and Pelagius durft provoke 

‘To what the centuries preceding {poke. 

Such difference is there in ap oft-told tale : 
But truth by its own finews will prevail. 
‘Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from voice defcends : 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 

Rolls down to us the facred hiftory : 

‘Which, from the univerfal church receiv'd, 
We try’d, and after, for itfelf beliew'd, 

__ The partial Papifts would infer from hence 
‘Their church, in laft refort, fhould judge the fenfe, 
But firft they would afflume with wonderous art, 
‘Themfelves to be the whole, who are but part 
Of that vaft frame the church, yet grant they 

were 

‘The handere-down, can they from thence infer 

A right Cinterpret ? or would they alone, 

Who brought the prefent, claim it for their own? 
‘The book’s a common largefs to mankind ; 

Not more for them than every man defig 
‘The welcome news is in the letter found ; 
‘The carrier's not commiffion’d to expound, 

It {peaks itfelf, and what it does contain, 

In all things needful to be known is plain. 
©’ In times o’ergrown with ruft and ignorance, 
A gainful trade their clergy did advance ; 
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‘When want of learning kept the laymen lew, 

And none but priefts were authoriz’d to know : - 

When what fmall knowledge was, in them did 
dwell; 

And he a God who could but read and fpell ; 

Then mother church did mightily prevail : 

She parcel’d ont the Bible by retail : 

But ftill expounded what fhe fold or gave; 

To keep it in her power to damn and fave ¢ 

Scripture was fearce, and, as the market went, 

Poor laymen took falvation on content; 

As needy men take money good or bad: 

God's word they had not, but the pricit's they had, 

Yet whate’er falfe conveyances they made, 

The lawyer ftill was certain to he paid. [well, 

In thofe dark times they learn’d their knack fo 

That by long ufe they grew infallible : 

At lat a knowing age began tinguire 

If they the book, or that did them infpire: 

And making narrower fearch they found, though 
late, 

That what they thought the pricft's, was their 
eftate: 

Taught by the will prodnc'd, the written word, 

How long they had been cheated on record. 

Then every man who faw the title fair, 

Claim’d a child’s part, and put in for a fhare : 

Confulted foberiy his private good ; 

And fav'd himfeif as cheap as e’er he could. 

"Tis true, my friend, and far be flattery hence, 
This good had full as bad a confequence : 

‘The book thus put in every vulgar hand, 
Which each prefum’d he beft could underftand, 
The commen rule was made the common preys 
And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with horny fifts was gall’d; 
And he was gifted moft that loudef baul’d : 
The fpirit gave the doftoral degree : 

And every member of a company 

Was of his trade, and of the Bible free. 

Plain truths enough for needful ufe they found; 
But men would fill be itching to expound : 
Each was ambiticus of th’ obicureft place, 

No meafure ta’en from knowledge, ail from grace. 
Study and pains were now no mare their care; 
Texts were explain’d by fafting and by prayer > 
‘This was the fruit the private fpirit brought ; 
Occafion'd by great zeal and little thought. 
While crouds unlearn’d, with rude devotion warm, 
About the facred viands buz and fwarm. 

The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood ; 
And turns to maggots what was meant for fvod. 
A thoufand daily feéts rife np and die; 

A thoufand more the perifh’d race fepply : 

So all we make of heaven's difcover'd will, 

Is not to have it, or te ufe it ill. 

‘The danger’s much the fame ; on feveral fhelves 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourfelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each cxtremc , 
The tides of ignorance and pride to flem? 
Neither fo rich a treafure to forego ; 

Nor proudly feek beyond our power to know : 
Faith is not built on difquifitions vain; 
The things we moft believe are few and plain; 
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But, fince men will believe more than they 1 And, after hearing what our church can fay, 


-~ need, 
And every man will make himfelf a creed, 
In doubtful queftions ‘tis the fafeft way 
‘To learn what unfufpected ancients fay + 
Fir “tis not likely we fhould higher foar 
In Jearch of heaven, than all the chorch before : 
Nor can we be deceiv’d, unlefs we fee 
‘Tue f{cripture and the fathers difagree. 
Vf after all they ftand fulpected full, 
For no man’s faith depends upon his will; 
Tis fome relief, that points not clearly known 
‘Without much hazard may be let alone ; 


1f ftill our reafon runs another way, 
That private reafon ’tis more juft to curb, 
Than by difputes the public peace difturb 5 
For points obfcure are of fmall ufe to learn, 
But common quiet is mankind’s concern. 
‘Thus have f made my own opinions clear; 
Yet neither praife expect, nor cenfure fear 
And this unpolifh’d rugged verfe I chofe 
As fitteft for difcourfe, and neareft profe ; 
For while from facred truth 1 do not fwerve, 
Tom Seaneld's or Tom Shadwell’s rhymes wil} 
ferve, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


‘Tha tranflation of monflear Boileau’s Art of names, as it was firft tranflated, Sir Wiiliane 
Poctry was made in the year 1680, by Sir Wil- | defired he would take the pains to make that 
liam Soame of Suffolk, Baronet; who being very | alteration; and accordingly that was entirely 
intimately acquainted with Mr. Dryden, defired | done by Mr. Dryden. 

his revifal of it. I faw the manufcripe lie in Mr. ‘The poem was firft publithed in the year 16835 
Dryden’s hands for above fix months, who made | Sir William was after fent ambaffador to Con 
very confiderable alterations in it, particularly | ftantinople, in the reign of king James, but died 
the beginning of the fourth Canto: and it being | in the voyage. 

his opinion that it would be better to apply the . 

Poem to Englith writers, than keep to the French j: Toxses 
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CANTO Ff 


Rasu author, ‘tis a vain prefumptuons crime, 
To undertake che facred art of rhyme 5 

If at thy birth the ftars that rul’d thy fenfe 
Shone not with a poetic influence ; 

In thy ftrait genius thou wilt {till be bound, 
Find Phabus deaf, and Pegafus unfound, 

You then that burn with the defire to try 
The dangerous courfe of charming poetry; 
Forlicar in fruitlefs verfe to lofe your time, 
Or take for genius the defire of rhyme + 
Fear the allurements of a fpacious bait, 

And well confider your own force and weight. 

Nature abounds in wits of every kind, 
And tor each author can a talent find: 

One may in verfe defcribe an amorous flame, 
Another fharpen a fhort epigram + 

Waller a hero’s mighty acts extol, 

Spenfer fing Rofalind in paftoral : 

But authors that themfelves too much cfteem, 
Lofe their own genius, and miftake their theme; 
Thus in times paft Dubartas vainly writ, 
Allaying facred truth with trifling wit, 
Impertinently, and without delight, 
Defcrib’d the Mraelites triumphant flight, 
‘And following Mofes o’er the fxndy plain, 
Perifh’d with Pharaoh in th’ Arabian main. 

Whate’er you write of pleafant or fublime, 
Always let fenfe accompany your rhyme : 
Falfely they {eem each other to oppole ; 


Rhyme mutt be made with reafon’s laws to clofe: 


‘And when to conquer her you bend your force, 


“The mind will triumph in the noble courle; 


| 


To reafon’s yoke the quickly will incline, 
Which, far from hurting, renders her divine = 
But if neglected, will us cafily ftray, 
Agd maer reafon which fe fhould obcy. 

? 


Love reafon then; and let whate’er you write 
Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 
Moft writers mounted on a refty Mufe, 
Extravagant and fenfelefs objeéts choofe ; 

They think they err, if in their verfe they falf 
On any thought that’s plain or naturals ~~ 
Fly this excefs, and let Italians be 

Vain authors of falfe glittering poetry. 

All ought to aim at fenfe; but moft in vain 
Strive the hard pafs and flippery path to gains 
You drown, if to the right or left you ftray; 
Reafon to go has often but one way. ; 
Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought, 
Purfues its objects till "tis over-wrought : 

If he deferibes a houfe, he fhews the face, 

And after walks you round from place to placeg 
Here is a vita, there the doors unfold, 
Balconies here are ballaftred with gold; 

Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 
« The feftoons, freezes, and the aftragals 
Tir'd with his tedious pomp, away | run, 
And fkip o’cr twenty pages to be gone, 

OF fuch defcriptions the vain folly fee, 

And fhun their barren fuperfluity. 

Ail that is needlefs carefully avoid; 

"The mind once fatisty’d is quickly cloy’d : 

He cannot write who knows not to give o’er$ 
To mend one fault, he makes a hundred more s 
A verfe was weak ; you turn it, much too ftrong, 
And grow obfcure fur fear you fhould be long. 
Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry ; 

Not to be low, another foars too high. 

Would you of every one deferve the praife ? 

In writing, vary your difcourfe and phrafe 

A frozen @ile that neither cbbs nor flows, 
Inftead of pleafing, makes us gape and doze, 








to 


Thofe tedious authors are efteem’d by none 
‘Who tire us, humming the fame heavy tone. 
Happy who in his verie can geutly freer, 

From grave to light, from pleafant to fevere; 
His worke will he admir’d wherever found, 
And oft with buyers will be compat round. 

In all you write, be neither low nor vile ; 

The meaneft theme may have a proper ftile. 
‘The dull burlefque appear'd with impudence, 

‘And pleas’'d by bovelty in fpite of fenie. 

All, eaccpt trivial points, grew out of date ; 

Parnaflus {poke the cant of Billingfgate : 

Boundlef and mad, diforder’d rhyme was fcen : 

Difguis'd Apollo chang’d to Harlequin 

This plague, which firit in country towns began, 

Cities and kingdoms quickly over-ran : 

The dulleft feribblers fome admirers found, 

(And the Mock ‘Vempeft was a while reauwn’d + 

But this low ftuff the town at lft defpiv’d, 

And feorn'd the folly that they once had priz’d; 

Diftinguifh'd dull from v2-ural and plain, 

And left the villages to Fieckno’s reign. 

Let not fo mean a ftile your Mude debafe; 

But learn from Butler the buffooning grace ; 

And let burlefque in ballads be empioy’d ; 

‘Vet noify bombaft carefully avoid, 

Nor think to raife, though on Pharfatiah’s plain, 

“ Millions of mourning mountains of the flain :” 

Nor with Dubartas bridle up the floods, 

And periwig with wool the baldpate woods. 
Choofe a jut ftile, be grave without conftraint, 
Great without pride, and lovely without paint : 
Write what your reader may be pleas’d to hear; 
And for the meafure have a careful ear. 

On eafy numbers fix your happy choice : 

Of. jarring founds avoid the odious aoife : 
‘The fulleft verfe and the moft Jabour'd fenfe, 
Dilpleafe us, if che ear once take offence. 

Our ancient verfe, as homely as the times, 
‘Was rude, unmeatur’d, only tagg’d with rhymes ; 
Number and cadence that have fince been flewu, 

"Fo thofe unpolifh’d writers were unknown, 

Fairfax was he, who, in that darker age, 
By his-juft rules reftrain’d poetic rage ; 
Sperfer did next in paftorals excel, 

And taught the nobler art of writing well ; 
‘To ftriéter rules the fanza did reitrain, 
And found for poetry a richer vein. 

Then Davenant came, who, with new-found art, 
Chang’ all, fpoil’d all, and had hissway apart ; 
His haughty Mote all others did defpile, 

And thought in triumph to bear off the prize, 
"Till the fharp-fighted critica of the times 
In their Mock-Gondibert expas’d his rhymes; 
The laurels he pretended did refufe, 

And dath’d the hopes of his afpiring Mufe. 

"This headftrong writer falling from on high, 
Made following authors take lefs liberty. 

‘Wailer came Jaft, but was the firft whofe art, 
Jott weight and meafure did to verfe impart; 
"Phat of a well-plac’d word could teach the force, 
ind fhew’d for poetry a nobler courfe : 

His happy genius did our tongue refine, 
And eafy words with plesfing numbers join + 











THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


His verfes to gowd method did apply, 

And chang’d hard difcord to foft harmony. ~ 

All own'd his laws; which, long approw’d att 

try'd, 

To prefent authors now may be a guide. 

Tread boldly in his eps, fccure from fear, 

And be, like him, in your expreffions clear. 

If in your verfe you drag, and fenfe delay, 

My patience tires, my fancy goes aftray ; 

And from your vain difcourfe | turn my mind, 

Nor fearch.an author troublefome to find. 

‘There is a kind of writer pleas'd with found, 

Whofe fuftian bead with clouds is cumpafs’ 

round, 

No reafon can difperfe them with its light, 

Learn then to think e’er you pretend to. write. 

As your idea ’s clear, or elfe obfcure, 

Th? expreffion follows perfeét or impure : 

What we conceive with cafe we can exprcfs; 

Words to the notions flow with readinets, 

Obferve the language weil in all you write, 

And fwerye not from it in your loftieft fight. 

The fmootheft verfe and the exacteft fenfe 

Difpleafe us, if ill Erglifh give offence ; 

A barbarous phrafe no reader can approve ; 

Nor bombaft, noife, or affectation love. 

In fort, without pure language, what you write 

Can never yield us profit nor delight. 

Take time for thinking; never work in hafte; 

And value not yourfelf for writing faft, 

A rapid poem, with fuch fury writ, 

Shews want of judgment, not abounding wit, 

More pleas’d we are to fee a river lead 

His gentle ftreams along a flowery mead, 

‘Than fron: high banks to hear loud torrents roas 

foamy waters on a muddy fhore. 

Gently make hatte, of. labour not afraid : 

A hundred times confider what you ’ve faid : 

Polifh, repolifh, every colour lay, 

And fometimes add, but oftcner take away. 

Tis not enough when {warming faultsare writ, 

That here and there are featter’d {parks of wit ; 

Each objec muft be fix’d in the due place, 

And differiug parts have correfponding grace : 

Till, by a curious-art difpos’d, we find 

One perfe& whole, of all the pieces join’d. 

Keep to your fubjed clofe in all you fay; 

Nor for a founding fentence ever ftray. 

‘The public cenfure for your wricings fear, 

And to yourfelf be critic malt fevere. 

Fantaftic wits their darling follies love ; 

But find you faithful friends that will approve, 

That on your works may look wich careful eyes, 

And of your faults be zealous enemics : 

Lay by an author’s pride and vanity, 

And from a friend a flatterer defery, 

Who feems to like, but means not what he fays 

Embrace true counfel, but fufpe@ falfe praife. 

A fycophant will every thing admire : 

Each verfe, each fentence, fets his foul on fire ¢ 

All is divine! there’s not a word amife! 

He thakes with joy, and weeps with tendernefs, 

He overpowers you with his mighty praife. 

‘Trath never moves in thofe impetuous ways = 
4 





Canto I, 


A faithful friend is careful of your fame, 
And freely will your heedlefs errors blame 3 
He cannot pardon 2 neglected line, 

But verfe to rule and order will confine. 
Reprove of wordsthe too affected found ; 


Here the fenfe flags, and your exprefiton’s round, 


our fancy tires, and your difcourfe grows vain, 
‘our terms improper, make them juft and plain. 
_’Chus "tis a faithful friend will freedom ufe; 
ut authors, partial to their darling Mule, 
‘Think to prote@ it they have juft pretence, 
And at your friendly counfel take offence. 
Said yeu of this, that the-expreffion’s fat ? 
Your fervant, Sir, you mutft.excufe me that, 
He anfwers you. This word has here nu grace, 


Pray leave, it out: That, Sir, ’sth¢ propereft place. 
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This turn J like not: "Tis a approw’d by all. 
Thus, refolute not from oue fault to fall, 

If there’s a fyllable of which you doubt, 
°Tis a {ure reafon not to blot it out, 

Yet ftill he fays you may his faults confute, 
And over him your power is abfolute : 

But of his feign’d humility take heed ; 

°Tis a bait laid to make you hear him read. 
And when he leaves you happy in his Mufe, 
Reftlefs he runs fome other to abufe, 

And often finds; for in our fcribbling times 
No fook can want a fot to praife his rhymes 3 
The flatteft work has ever in the court 4 
Met with fome zealous afs for its fuppott = 
And in all times a forward {cribbling fop 
Has found fome greater “a to cry him up. 
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CANTO HL. 


PASTORAL. 


Aca fair nymph, when rifing from her hed, 
With fparkling diamonds dreffes not her head, 
But, without gold or pearl, or coftly (cents, 


Gathers from neighbouring Gelds her ornaments : - 


“Such, lovely in its drefs, but plain withal, 
Ought to appear a perfedt pastoral : 

Its humble method nothing has of fierce, 

But hates the rattling of a lofty verfe : 

‘There native beauty pleafes, and excites, 

And never with harth founds the ear aifrights. 
But in this tile a poet often spent, 

In rage throws by his rural inftrument, 

And vainly,’ when diforder'd thoughts abound, 
Amidit the Eclogue makes the trumpet found : 
Pan flies alarm’d into the neighbouring woods, 
And frighted nymphs dive down into the floods. 
Oppos’d to this another, low in ftyle, 


‘Makes shepherds fpeak a language bafe and vile: 


His writings flat and heavy, without found, 
Xiffing the earth, and creeping on the ground; 
‘ou’d fwear that Randal, in his raftic ftrains. 

Again was quavering to the country fwains, 
And changing, without care of found or drefs, 
Strepbon and Phyllis, into Tom aed Befs. 


*Twixt thefe extremes ‘tis hard to keep the right ; | 


For guides take’ Virgil, and read Theocrite : 
Be their juft writing, by the Gods infpir’d, 
‘Your conftant pattern practis'd and adroir’d. 


By them alone you'll eafily comprehend 
How poets, without thame, may condefcend 
| To fing of gardens, fields, of flowers, and fruit, 
To ftir up fhepherds, and to tune the flute; 
| QF love's rewards to tell the happy hour, 
Daphne a tree, Narciffus made a flower, 
And by what means the Eclogue yet has power 
To make the woods worthy a conqueror ; 
This of their writings is the grace and Qlight ; 
Their rifings lofty, yet not out of fighs, 


ELEGY, 


The Elegy, that loves a mournful file, 

With urbound hair weeps at a funeral pile ; 

It paints the Jover's torments and delights, 

A miftrefs flatters, threatens, and invites : 

j But well thefe raptures, if you'll make us fee, 
| You muft know Jove as well as pectry. 

I hate thofe luke-warm authors, whofe fore’d fire 
In a cold ftile defcribes a hot defire, j 
‘That figh by rule, and raging in cold blood 
‘Their fluggift Mufe whip to an amorous mood : 
‘Their trantports feign’d appear but fat and vain 
They always figh, and always hug their chain, 
Adore their prifon, and their fufferings blefs, 

; Make fenfe and reafon quarrel as they pleafe. 

Twas not of old in this affeGed tone, 

That fmooth Tibullus made his amorous moan 5 


Canto IT, 


Nor Ovid, when inftruéed from above, 
‘By nature's rules he taught the art of love. 
‘Whe heart in Elegies forms the difcourfe, 


ODE 


* The Ode is botder, and has greater force, 
Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight, 
Amongft the gods and heroes takes delight ; 

‘Of Pifa’s wreftlers tells the finewy force, 

And fings the dufty congneror’s glorious courfe : 
‘To Simo’s ftreams does fierce Achilles bring, 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britain's king. 
Sometimes the flies like an induftrious bee, 

And robs the flowers by nature’s chemittry, 
Defcribes the thepherd’s dances, feafts, and blefs, 
And boafts from Phyllis to furprize a kifs, 
‘When gently the refifts with feign’d remorfe, 
‘That what the grants may feem to be by force. 
Her generous ftile at random oft will part, 

And by a brave diforder thews her are. 

‘Unlike thofe fearful poets, whofe cold rhyme 

Jn all their raptures keeps exacteft time, 

That fing th’ illuftrious hero's mighty praife 
{Lean writers!) by the terms of weeks and days; 
And dare not from leaft circumftances part, 

But take all towns by ftriGeit rules of art : 
Apollo drives thofe fops from his abode ; 

And fome have faid that once the humorous god 
Refolving all fuch f{cribblers to confound, 

For the fkort Sonnet order'd this ftri& bound : 
Set rules for the juft meafure, and the time, 
The eafy running and alternate rhyme ; 

But, above all, thofe licences deny’d 

Which in thefe writings the lame fenfe fupply’d 5 
Forbad an ufelefs line thould find a place, 
‘Or a repeated word appear with grace, 
A faultlefs Sonnet, finifh’d thus, would be 
Worth tedious volumes of loofe Poetry, 

A hundred {cribbling authors without ground, 
Believe they have this only phoenix found : 
‘When yet th’ exa@eft fcarce have two or three, 
Among whole tomes from faults and cenfure free. 
‘The reft but little read, regarded lef, 

Are fhovel’d tothe paftry from the prefs. 
Clofing the fenfe within the meafur'd time, 

“Tis hard to fit the reafon to the thyme, 


EPIGRAM. 


The Epigram, with little art compos'd, 
4s one good fentence in a diftich clos'd. 
Thefe points, that by Italians fir were priz’d, 
Our ancient authorstknew not, or defpis’d : 
The vulgar, dazzled with the glaring light, 
To their falfe pleafures quickly they invite ; 
But public favour fo increas’d their pride, 
They overwhelm’d Parnaffus with their tide. 
‘The Madrigal at firft was overcome, 
And the proud Sonnet fell by the fame doom ; 
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‘B 
With thefe grave Tragedy adorn'd her flights, 
And mournful Elegy her funeral rites : 
A hero never faii’d them on the ftage, 
Without his point a lover durft not rage; 
The amorous fhepherds took more care to prove 
True to his point, than faithful to their love. 
Each word like Janus had a double face : 
And profe, as well as verfe, allow’d it place: 
The lawyer with conceits adorn’d his fpeech, - 
The parfon without quibbling could not preach, 
At laft affronted reafon look’d about, 
And from all ferious matters fhut them ont: . 
Beclar’d that none fhould ufe them without thame, 
Except a feattering in the Epigram; : + 
Provided that by art, and in due time, 
They turn’d upon the thought, and not the rhynte. 
Thus in all parts diforders did abate : 
Yet quibblers in the court had Jeave to prate : 
Infipid jefters, and unpleafant fools, 
A corporation of dull punning drolls, 
*Tis not, but that fometimes a dexterous Mufe 
May with advantage a turn’d fenfe abufe, 
And on a word may trifle with addrefe; 
But above all, avoid the fond excefs; 
And think not, when your verfe and fenfe are lame, 
With a dull point to tag_your Epigram, 

Each poem his perfection has apart ; 
The Britith round in plainnefs thews his art. 
The Ballad, though the pride of ancient time, 
Has often nothing but his humorous thyme; 
‘The Madrigal may fofter pafitons move, 
And breathe the tender ecitaftes of love. 
Defire to thew itfelf, and not to wrong, 
Arm’d Virtue firft, with Satire ia its tongue, 


SATIRE, 


Lucifas was the man who, ‘bravely bold, 
To Roman vices did this mirror hold, ~ 
Protected humble goodnefs from reproach, 
Shew'd worth on foot, and rafcals in the coach, 
Horace his pleafing wit to this did add, 
And none uncenfur'd could be fool or mad: 
Unhappy was that wretch, whofe name might be 
Squar’d to the rules of their tharp poetry. 
Perfius obfcure, but full of fenfe and wit, 
Affected brevity in all he writ : 
And Juvenal, learned as thofe times could be, 
Too far did {tretch his tharp hyperbole; 
Though horrid traths through all his labours thine, 
in what he writes there's fomething of divine, i 
Whether he blames the Caprean debauch, 
Or of Sejanus’ fall tells the approach, 
‘Or that he makes the trembling fenate come 
To the ftern tyrant to receive their doom; 
‘Or Roman vice in coarfeft habits thews, 
And paints an emprefs recking from the ftews 
In all he writes appears a noble fire ; 
To follow fuch a mafter then defire. 
Chaucer alone, fix’d on this folid bafe, 
In his old ftyle conferves a modern grare: 
Too happy, if the freedom of his rhynies 
Offended not the method of our times. 
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‘The Latin writers decency negle&; 

Bot modern authors challenge our refped, 

And at immodeft writings take offence, 

4£ clean expreffion coyer not the fenfe. 

J love fharp Satire, from obfcenenefé frees 

Not impudence that preaches modefty : 

Our Englith, who in malice never fail, 

lence in lampoons and libels learn to rail; 

Pleafant detraction, that by finging goes 

From mouth to mauth, and as it marches grows: 

‘Our freedom in our poetry we fee, 

"That child of joy begot by liberty. 

But, vain blafphemy, tremble when you choofe 
* God for the fubje@ of your impious Mufe : 

At aft, thofe jefts which libertines invent, 

‘Pring the lewd author to juit punithment. 
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Ev'n in a fong there muft be art and fenfe ; 

Yet fometimes we have feen, that wine, or chance, 

Have warm’d cold brains, and given dull writers 
mettle, 

And furnith’d ont a fcene for Mr. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that made thee pleafe, 

Let not thy folly grow to a difeafe, 

Nor think thyfelf a wit; for in our age 

If a warm fancy does fome fop engage, 

He neither eats nor fleeps till he has writ, 

But plagues the world with his adulterate wit. 

Nay ’tis a wonder, if in his dire rage, 

He prints not his dull follics for the ftage : 

And in the front of all his fenfelefs plays, 

Makes David Logan crown his head with bayes, 
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CANTO Im 


TRAGEDY. 


Turie's not a monfter bred beneath the fky 
But, well difpos’d by art, may pleafe the eye: 
A curious workman, by his tkill divine, 
From an ill obje& makes a good defign, 
Thus, to delight us, Tragedy; in cears 

For Oedipus, provokes our hopes and fears : 
For parricide Oreftes afks relief ; 

And to increafe our pleafure canfea grief. 
You then that in this noble art would rife, 
Come ; and in lofty verfe difpute the prize. 
‘Would you upon the ftage acquire renown, 
And for your judges fummon all the town ? 
‘Would you your words for ever fhauld remain, 
And after ages paft be fought again? 

In all you wrice, obferve with care and art 
‘To move the paffions, and incline the heart. 
if in a labour’d ad, the pleafing rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage, 
Nor in our mind a feeling pity raile; 

in vain with learned fcenes you fill your plays, 
Your céld difcourfe can never move the mind 
Of a flern criti¢, naturally unkind; 

Who, juitly tir’d with your pedantic fight, 
Or falls afleep, or cenfures aj} you write, 

"The fecret is, attention firft to gain; 

‘Yo move our minds, and then to entertain: 
‘Phat, from the very opening of the fcenes, 
‘The firft may thew us what the author means. 
Vm tir’d to fee an actor on the flage, 

‘Chat knows not whether he's to Jaugh or rage; 
‘Who, an intrigue unravelipg in vain, 

Taftcad of pleafing keeps my mind in pain, 





Td rather much the naufeous dunce thowld fay’ 
Downright, My name is He@or in the play ; 
Than with a mafs of miracles ill-join’d, 
Confound my ears, and not inftru@ my mind, 
The fubjedt’s never foon enough expreft ; 
Your place of aétion mutt be fix'd, and reft. 
A Spanifh poet may with good event, 
In one day's fpace whole ages reprefent ; 
There oft the hero of a wandering ftage 
Begins a child, and ends the play of age : 
But we that are by reafon’s rules confin’d, 
Will, that with art the poem be defign'd. 
That unity of aétion, time, and place, 
Keep the ftage full, and all our ibours grace. 
Write not what cannot be with eafe conceiv’ ‘ds 
Some truths may be too ftrong to be believ'd. 
A foolifh wonder cannot entertain : 
My mind’s hot movw’d if your difcourfe be vaite 
You may relate what would offend the eye : 
Seeing, indeed, would better fatisfy ; 
But there are objects that 2 curious art 
Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart, 
‘The mind is moft agreeably furpris’d, 
When a well-woven fubjed, long difguis’d, 
You on a fudden artfally unfold, 
And give the whole another face and mould. 
At firtt the tragedy was void of art 
A fong ; where each man dane’d and fang his part. 
And of god Bacchos roaring out the praife, 
Sought a good vintage for their jolly days: 
Then wine and joy were feep in cach man’s eyes, 
Anda fat goat was the beft finger’t prize. 
‘Thefpis was firtt, who, alt befmear’d with lee, 
Began this pleafure for pofterity : 
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And with his carted actors, and a fong, 

Amus’d the people as he pafs'd along. 

Next Affchylus the different perfons plac’d, 
And with a better mafk his players grac'ds 
Upon a theatre his verfe exprefs’d, 

And fhow’d his hero with a buskin drefs’d. 
Then Sophocles, the genius of his age, 

Increas’d the pomp and beauty of the ftage, 
Engag’d the chorus fong in every part, 

And polith’d rugged verfe by rules of art : 

He in the Greek did thofe perfe@ions gain, 
Which the weak Latin never could attain, 

‘Oxr pious fathers, in their prieft-rid age, 

As impious and prophane, abhor’d the ftage = 

A troop of filly pilgrims, as "tis faid, 

Foolithly zealous, fcandaloufly play’d, 

Tnftead of heroes, and of Jove’s complaints, 

"The angels, God, the virgin, and the faints. 

At laft, right reafon did his laws reveal, 

And fhew'd the folly of their ill-plac’d zeal, 
Silenc’d thofe nonconformifts of the age, 

And raifs’d the lawful heroes of the ftages 
Only th’ Athenian mafk was laid afide, 

And chorus by the mufic was fupply’d. 
Ingenious love, inventive in new arts, 

‘Mingled in plays, and quickly touch’d our hearts: 
‘This paffion never could refiftance find, 

But knows the thortct paflage to the mind, 
Paint then, 1 'm pleas’d my hero be in love; 
But let him not like a tame fhepherd move ; 
Let.not Achilles be-like Thyrfis {een, 

Or fora Cyrus fhew an Artaben; ‘ 
That ftruggting oft his paffions we may find, 
‘The frailty, not the virtue of his mind. 

©f romance heroes shun the low defign ; 

‘Yet to great hearts fome human frailties join < 
Achilles muft with Homer’s heart engage ; 

For an affront [ ’m pleas’d to fee him rage. 
‘Thote little failings in your hero’s heart, 
Shew that of man and nature he has part : 
‘To leave known rules you cannot be, allow 
Make Agamemnon covetous and proud, 
fincas in religious rights auftere, 

Keep to each man his proper character. 
Of countries and of times the humours know ; 
¥rom different climates different cuftoms grow : 
And ftrive to thun their fault who vainly drefs 
An autique hero like fome modern afs; 

Whe make oid Romans like our Englifh move, 
Shew Cato fparkith, or make Brutus love, 

Yn a romance thofe errors are excus’d : 

‘There ‘tis enough that, reading, we ’re amus’d + 
Rules too fevere would there ke nfelefs found ; 
Lut the ftrict feege muft have a jufter bound : 
Exact decorum we muit always find. 

Uf then you form fome hero in your mind, 

Be fure your image with itfelf agree; 

For what he firft appears, he till muft be. 
Affected wits will naturally incline 

‘To paint their figures by their own defign + 
‘Your bully pocts, bully heroes write : } 





‘Chapman in Buffy d'Ambois took delight, 
And thought perfection was to huff and fight, 
‘Wife nature by variety does pleafe; 

Clothe differing pafiions in a differing drefs: 


Bold ager, in rough haughty words appears; 

Sorrow is humble, and diffolves in tears. 

Make not your Hecuba with fury rage, 

And thew a ranting grief upon the tage; 

Or tell in vam how the rough Tanais bore 

His fevenfold waters to the Euxine hore ; 

‘Thefe fwoln expreffions, this affected noife, 

Shews like fome pedant that declaims to boys, 

In forrow you muft fofter methods keep; ; 

And, to excite our tears, yourfelf muft weep. 

Thofe noify words with which ill plays abound, 

Come not from hearts that are in fadnefs drown’d. 
The theatre for a young poet’s rhymes 

Is a bold venture in our knowing times + 

An author cannot eafily purchafe fame ; 

Critics are always apt to bifs and blame : 

You may be judg’d by every afs in town, 

The privilege is bought for half a crown. 

‘Yo pleafe, you muft a hundred changes try; 

Sometimes be humble, then muft foar on high = 

In noble thaughts muft every where abound, 

Be eafy, plealant, folid, and profound : 

‘To thefe you muft furprifing touches join, 

And fhew us a new wonder in each line : 

That all, in a juft method well-defign’d, 

May leave a ftrong impreffion in the mind, 

Thefe are the arts that tragedy maintain : 
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But the Heroic claims a loftier ftrain. 

In the narration of fome great defign, 

Invention, arc, and fable, all mutt jom : 

Here fiGion muft employ its utmoft grace ; 

All muft affume a body, mind, and face : 

Each virtue a divinity is feen ; 

Prudence is Pallas, beauty Paphos’ queen. 

°Tis not a cloud from whence fwift lightnings fly 3 

But Jupiter, that thunders from.the fky + 

Nor a rough ftorm that gives the failor pain; 

But angry Neptune plowing up the main: 

Echo's no more an empty airy found; - 

But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown’d. 

‘Thus in the endlefs treafure of his mind, 

The poet does a thoufand figures find, 

Around the work his ornaments he pours, 

And ftrews with lavifh hand his opening Sowers, 

>Tis not a wonder if a tempeft bore 

The Trojan ficet againft the Libyan fhore; 

From faithlefs fortune this is no furprize, 

For every day ’tis common to our eyes; 

But angry Jano, that the might deftroy, 

And overwhelm the reft of ruin’d Troy : 

‘That /Eolus with the fierce goddefs join’d, 

Open’d the hollow prifons of the wind ; 

‘fill angry Neptune looking o’er the main, 

Rebukes the tempeft, calms the waves again, 

‘Their veffels from the dangerous quickfands fteers: 

‘Thefe are the fprings that move our hopes and 
fears; 

Without thefe ornaments before our eyes, 

‘Th’ unfinew’d poem languifhes and dies ; 

Your poct in his art will always fail, 

And tell you but a dull infipid rale~ 
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Yn vain have our thiftaken authors try’d 

‘Lo lay thele ancient ornaments afide, 

‘Thinking our God, and prophets that he fent, 

Might a& like thofe the poets did invent, 

To fright poor readers in cach line with hell; 

And talk of Satan, Afhtaroth, and Bel; 

"The mytteries which Chriftians muft believe, 

Difdain fuch thifting pageants to eeccive: 

"The gofpel offers nothing to our thoughts 

But penitence, or punithment for faults; 

And mingling falfehoods with thofe myfteries, 

‘Would make our facred truths appear like lies. 

Befides, what pleafure can it be to hear 

‘The howlings of repining Lucifer, 

Whote rage at your imagin’d hero flies, 

And oft with God him(eif difputes the prize ? 

Taffo you *li fay has done it with applaufe? 

It is not here | mean to judge his caufe : 

‘Yet though our age has forextoll’d his name, 

His works had never gain’d immortal fame, 

Mf holy Godfrey in his ecftafies 

Had only conquer’d Satan on his knees; 

If Tancred and Armida’s pleafing form 

Did rot his melancholy theme adorn. 

*Tis not, that Chriftian poems ought to be 

Fill'd with the fiétions of idolatry ; 

But in a common fubject to reject 

‘The gods, and heathen ornaments neglea ; 

‘To banith Tritons who the feas invade, 

‘To take Pan’s whiftle, or the Fates degrade, 

‘Yo hinder Charon in his Jeaky boat 

‘Vo pafs the fhepherd with the man of note, 

1s with vain feruples to difturb your mind, 

And fearch perle@ion you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to prefent 

Prudence or Juflice fur an ornament, 

‘To paint old Janus with his front of brafs, 

And take from Time his {cythe, his wings and 
glafs. 

And every where, as ‘twere idolatry, 

Banifh defcriptions from our poetry. 

Leave them their pious follies to purfue 5 

But let our reafon fuch vain fears fubdue + 

And Ict us not, amongft our vanities, 

Of the true God create a God of lies. 

In fable we a thoufund pleafures fee, 

And the fmooth names feem made for poetry $ 

As Heétur, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 

Ulyffes, Agamemnon, and Achilles + 

In fuch a crowd, the poet were to blame 

'To choofe king Chilperic for kis hero’s name. 

Sometimes the name being well or ill apply’d, 

Will the whole fortune of your work decide. 

‘Would you your reader never fhould be tir’d? 

Choofe fome great hero, fit to be admir’d; 

in courage fignal, and in virtue bright, 

Let c’en his very failings give delight ; 

Let his great actions our attention bind, 

Like Caefar, or like 0, frame his mind, 

And not like Oedipus his perjur’d race 5 

A common conqueror is 2 theme too bafe. 

Choofe not your tale offaccidents tao full; 

Too much variety may make it dull: 

Achilles’ rage alone, when wrought with fill, 

Abssdantly does a whole Uiad 4. 
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Be your narrations lively, fhort, and fniart ; 
‘a your defcriptions fhew your sobleft art + 
There tis your poetry may be employ’d? 
Yet yout muft trivial accidents avoid. 
Nor imitate that fool, who, to defcribe 
‘The wondrous niatches of the cliofen tribe, 
Plac’d on the fides to fee their armies pafs, 
‘The fithes ftaring through the liquid glafs 
Deferit'd a child, who, with his little hand; 
Pick’d up the fliining pebbles from the fands 
Such objects are too mean to ftay our fight; 
Allow your work a juft and dobler Bight: 
Be your beginning plain; and take gaod heed 
‘Too foon you mount not on the aity itced ; 
Nor tell your reader in a thundering verfe, 
“I fing the conqueror of the univerie.” 
What can an author after this ptoduce ? . 
The labouring mountairi mutt bring fortha riouft, 
Much better are we pleas’d with his addrefs; 
Who, without making fuch waft proniifes, 
Says, in an eafier ftyle aud plainer fenfe, 
“I fing the combats of that pious prince 
“ Who from the Phrygian cuaft his armits bore, 
“ And landed firft on the Lavinian fhore,” 
His opening Mufe feta not the world on fire, 
And yet performs more than we can requires 
Quickly you ’}I hear himt celebrate the fare 
And future glory of the Roman nante ; 
Of Styx and Acheron defcribe the floors, 
And C:efar’s wandering in th’ Elyfiaa woods? 
With figures namberlefs his tury grace, 
And every thing in beauteous Colours trace, 
At once you may be plesfing und fublime 3 
T hate a heavy melancholy rhyme : 
Pd rather read Orlando's comic tale, 
‘Than a dull author always {tiff atid itale; 
Who thinks himfeif difhonour'd in bis ftyléy 
If on his works the graces do but fthile. 
*Tis faid, that Homer, matchlefs in hia arty 
Stole Venus’ girdle to engage the heart : 
His works indced vaft treafures do unfold, 
And whatioe’er he touches turns to gold + 
All in his hands new heauty does acquire} 
He always pltafes, and can never tire. 
A happy warmth he every where may boafty 
Nor is he in too long digreffions loft: 
His verfes without rule a method find, 
And ef themfelves appear in order join’d + 
All without trouble anfwers his intent; 
Each fyllable is tending to th’ event. 
Let his example your endeavours raife 
To love his writing: is a kind of praife. 

A poem, where we all perfections find, 
Is not the work of a fantaftic mind : 
‘There muft be care, and time, and ‘kill, and 
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Not the firft heat of uhexpetienc’d brains. 
Yet fometimces artlefs poets; when the rage 
Of a warm fancy does their minds engage, 
Puff’d with vain pride, prefume they underftand, 
And boldly take the trurhpet in their hand ; 
Their fultian Mufe each accident confounds ; 
Nor can fhe fly, but rife by leaps and bounds, 
‘Till, their {mall flock of learning quickly fpent, 


Their poem dies for want of nourifhmcnt. 
4 
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| Anevain mankind the hot-brain’d fool decries, 


No branding cen{ures can unveil his eyes; 

‘With impudence the laurel they invade, . 

Refolv'd to like the moniters they have made. 

Virgil, compar’d to them, is flat and dry; 

And Homer underflood not poetry : 

Againft their merit if this age rebel, 

To 'fnture times for juftice they appeal. 

But waiting till mankind thall do them right, 

And bring their works triumphantly to light ; 

Negleéted heaps we in bye-comers lay, 

‘Where they become to worms and moths a prey; 

Forgot, in duft and cobwebs let them ret, 

‘Whilft we return from whence we fir digreft. 
The great fuccefs which tragic writers found, 

In Athens firft the comedy renown’d, 

Th’ abufive Grecian there by pleating ways, 

Difpers'd his natural malice in his plays : 

Wildom and virtye, honour, wit, and fenfe, 

‘Were fubjec to buffooning infolence : 

Pocts were publicly approv’d, and fought, 

‘That vice extoll'’d, and virtue fet at nought! 

A Socrates himfelf, in that loofe age, 

‘Was made the paftime of a fcoffing ftage, 

At laf the public took in hand the caufe, 

And cur'd this madnefs by the power of laws; 

Forbad at any time, or any place, 

‘To name the perfon, or defcribe the face. 

‘The ftage its ancient fury thus let fall, 

And comedy diverted without gall : 

By mild reproofa regaver’d minds difeas'd, 

‘And fparing perfons innocently pleas’d, 

Each one was nicely thewn in this new glafs, 

And fmil’d to think he was not meant the afo: 

A mifer oft would laugh at firft, to find 

A faithful draught of his own fordid mind; 

And fops were with fuch care and cunning writ, 

‘They lik’d the piece for which themfelves did fit. 

You then that would the comic laurels wear, 

‘To ftudy nature be your only care : 

‘Who’er knows man, and by a curious art 

Difcerns the hidden fecrets of the heart 5 

He who obferves, and naturally can paint 

The jealous fool, the fawning fycophant, 

A fober wit, an enterprifing ais, 

A humerous Otter, or a Hadibras; 

May fafely in thofe noble lifts engage, 


> And make them at and {peak upon the flage. 


Sirive to be natural in all you write, 

And paint with colours that may-pleafe the fight, 
Nature in various figures does abound ; 

And in-each mind are different: honours found : 
A glance, a touch, difcovers to the wile ; 

But every man has nor difcerning eyes. 
Allchanging time dees allo change the mind ; 
And different ages different plealures find : 
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Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay, 

By flattering vice is calily led away ; 

Vain in difcourfe, inconftant in defire, 

In cenfure rah, in pleafures all on fire, 

The manly age does fteadier thoughts enjoy ; 

Power and ambition do his foul employ: 

Againft the turns of fate he fets his mind ; 

And by the paft ghe future hopes to find. 

Decrepit age ftill adding to his ores, 

For other heaps the treafure he adores, 

In all his aGions keeps a frozen pace; 

Pait times extols, the prefent to debafe: 

Incapable of pleafures youth abufe, 

in others blames what,age does him refafe. 

Your actors mut by reafon be controul'd : 

Let young men fpeak like young, old men like old: 

Obterve the town, and ftudy well the court : 

For thither various characters refort : 

Thus ’twas great Johnfon purchas'd his renown, 

And in his art had borne away the crown; 

If, lefs defirous of the people's praife, 

He had not with low faree debas’d hia plays; 

Mixing dull buffoonery with wit refin'd, 

And Harlequin with noble Terence join’. 

When in the Fox I fee the tortoife hift, 

I lofe the author of the Alchemift, 

The comic wit, born with a imiling air, 

Mutt tragic grief and pompous verfe forbear g 

Yet may he not, as on a market-place, 

With baudy jefts amufe the populace : 

With well-bred converfation you muft pleafe, 

And your intrigue unravel'd be with eafe : 

Your ation {till fhould reafon’s rules obey, 

Nor in an empty ftene may lofe its way. 

Your humble ftyle muft fometimes gently rife; 

And your difcourfe fententious be, and wife ; 

The paflions muft to nature be confin’d ; 

And feenes to fcenes with artful weaving join’d, 

Your wit muft not unfeafonably play ; 

But follow bus’nefs, never Jedd the way. 

Obferve how Terence does this error fhun ; 

A careful father chides his amorous fon : 

Then fee that fon, whom no advice can Move, 

Forget thole orders, and purtue his love: 

"Tis not a welledrawn picture we difcover : 

’Tis a true fon, a father, and a lover. 

¥ like an author that reforms the age, 

And keeps the right decorum of the Mage; 

‘That always pleafes by juft reafon’s rule : 

Bur fur a tedious droll, a quibbling fool, 

Who with low naufeous baudry fills his plays; 

} Let him be gone, and on two treficls raile 

Same Smithfield ftage, where he may act his 
pranks, 

And make Jack-Puddings fpeak to mountebanks, 
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Tx Florence dwelt a dodtor of renown, 
‘The {courge of God, and terror of the town, 
Who all the cant of phyfic had by heart, 
And never murder’d but by rules of art. 
The public mifchief was his private gain ; 
Children their flaughter’d parents fought in vain; 
A brother here his poifon’d brother wept ; 
Some bloodlefs dy’d, and fome by opium flept. 
Colds, at his prefence, would to frenzies turn ; 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 
Hated, at laft, his practice gives him o’er; 
One friend, unkilt'd by drugs, of all his ftore, 
In his new country-houfe affords him place; 
Twas a rich abbot, and a building afs: 
Here firft the doctor’s talent came in play ; 
He feems infpir’d, and talks like Wren or May: 
Of this new portico condemns the face, 
And turns the entrance to a better place; 
Defigns the ftair-cafe at the other end, 
His friend approves, does for his mafon fend. 
He comes; the doctor's arguments prevail. 
In fhort, to finifh this our humurous tale, 
He Galen's dangerous fcience does reject, 
And from ill do@or turns good architect. 

In this example we may have our part + 
Rather be mafon, "tis a ufeful art! 
‘Than a dull poet; for that trade accurft, 
Admits no mean betwixt the beft and wort, 
An other {eiences, without difgrace, 
A candidate may fill a fecond place ; 
But poetry no medium can admit, 
No reader fuffers an indifferent wit + 
‘The ruin'd ftationers againft him baul, 
And herringham degrades hum trom his ftall. 
Burlefque, at leaft, our laughter may excite > 
Bat a cold writer never cau delight. 
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‘The Counter-Scufile has more wit and art, 
Than the tiff formal ftile of Gondibert, 

Be not affected with that empty p?@ife 

Which your vain flatterere will fometimes raife, 
And when you read, with ecftacy will fay, 

“ The finith’d piece! the admirable play !"* 
Which, when expos’d to cenfure and to light, 
Caunot endure a critic's piercing fight. 

A hundred authors fates have been foretold, 
And Shadwell’s works are printed, but not fold, 
Hear all the world; confider every thought ; 

A fool by chance may ftumble on a fault: 

Yet, when Apollo does your Mufe infpirc, 

Be not impatient to expofe your fire ; 

Nor imitate the Settles of our times, 

Thofe tuneful readers of their own dull rhymes: 
Who feize on all th’ acquaintance they can me 
And ftop the paffengers that walk the ftreet : 
There is no fan@uary you can choofe 

For a defence for their purfuing Mute. 

I've faid before, be patient when they blames 
To alter for the better is no fhame. 

Yet yield not to a fool’s impertinence : 
Sometimes conceited {ceptics, void of fenfe, 

By their falfe tafte condemns fome finifh’d part, 
And blame the nobleft flights of wit and art, 

In vain their fond opinions you deride, 

With their lov'd follies they are fatisfy’d ; 
And their weak judgment, void of fenfe and 

light, 

Vhinks nothing can efcape their feeble fight’: 
Vheirdangerous counfels do not cure,but wound; 
Co hun the ftorm, they run your verfe aground, 
And, thinking to efcape arock, are drown’d. 
<anofe a fure judge to cenfure what you write, 
Whofe tcafun icads,and knowledge gives you light, 
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Whole fleady hand will prove your faithful guide, 


And touch the darling follies you would hide = 

He, in your doubts, will carefully advite, 

And clear the mift before your feeble eyes. 

"Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 

A generous Mufe may fomerimes take her Aight ; 

‘When too much fetter’d with the rules of art, 

‘May trom her ftricter bounds and limits pare: 

But fuch a perfec judge is hard to fee, 

And every rhymer knows not poetry ; 

Nay fome there are, for writing verfe extoll'd, 

‘Who know nat Lucan’s drols from Virgil’s gold. 
Would you in this great art acquire renown ? 

Authors, obferve the rules I here lay duwn, 

Jn prudent leffons every where abound ; 

‘With pleafane join the ufeful and the found: 

A fober reader a vain tale will flight; 

He feeks as well inftruction as delight. 

Let all your thoughts to virtue be confin'd, 

Still offering nobler figures to our mind: 

Tlike not thofe loofe writers who employ 

‘Their guilty Mule, good manners to deftroy ; 

‘Who with falfe colours ftill deceive our eyes, 

And thew us vice drefs’d in a fair difguife. 

Yet do I not their fullen Mufe approve, 

‘Who from all modeft writings banifh love ;} 

That {trip the play-houfe of its chief intrigue, 

And make a murderer of Roderigue : 

‘The lightett love, if decently expreft, 

Will raife no vicious motions in our breaft. 

Dido in vain n wy weep, and afk relief; 

1 blame her foliy whilft I fhare her gricf, 

A virtuous author, in his charming art, 

‘To pleafe the fenfe necds not corrupt the heart; 

His heat will never caufe a guilty tire : 

“Lo follow virtue then be your defire. 

In vain your are aud vigonr are expreft ; 

Th’ obfcene expreffion fhews th’ infected breaft. 

But above all, bafe jealoufies avoid, 

In which detra@ing pets are employ'd. 

A noble wit dares liberally contend ; 

And {corns to grudge at his deferving friend. 

Bale rivals, who true wit and merit hate, 

Caballing fill againft it with the great, 

Malicioufly afpire to gain renown, 

By ftanding up, and pulling others down. 

Never debafe yourfelf by treacherous ways, 

Nor by fuch abje@ methods feck for praife : 

Let not your only bufinefs be to write; 

Be virtuous, juft, and in your friends delight, 

"Tis not enough your poems be adinir'd ; 

But ftrive your converfation be defir’d : 

‘Write for immortal fame ; nor ever choofe 

Gold for the objec of a generous Mate. 

1 know a noble wit may, without crime, 

Receive a lawful tribute for his time ; 

Xet I abhor thofe writers, who defpife 

‘Their honour ; 2nd alone their profits prize; 

‘Who their Apollo bafely will degrade, 

And of a noble fcience make a trade. 

Before kind reafon did her light difplay, 

And government taught mortals to obey, 

Men, like wild beafts, did nature’s laws purfue, 

‘They fed on herbs, and drink from rivers drow 3 
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Their brutal force, on luft and rapine bent, 

Committed murder without punifnment ; 

Reafon at laft, by her all-conquering arts, 

Reduc’d thefe favages, and turn’d their hearts; 

Mankind from bogs, and woods, and caverns calla, 

And towns and cities fortifies with walls: 

‘Thus fear of juftice made proud rapine ceafe, + 

And thelter’d innecence by laws and peace. 
‘Thefe benefits from peets we receiv'd, : 

From whence are rais’d thefe fictions fince beliew'd. 

‘That Orpheus, by his foft harmonious ftrains, 

‘Tanr'd the fierce tigers of the "Vhracian plains ; 

Amphion’s notes, by their nielodious powers, 

Drew rocks and woods, and rais'd the ‘Vheban 

towers; 

Thefe miracles from numbers did arife + 

Since which, in verfe heaven taught his myftcries, 

And by a prieft, poffefs’d with rage divine, 

Apollo fpoke fram his prophetic shrine. 

Soon after Homer the old heroes prais’d, 

And noble minds by great examples rais'd; 

Then Hefiod did his Grecian fwains incline 

To till the fields, and prune the bounteous vine. 

‘Thus ufeful rules were by the poets aid, 

In ealy numbers to rude men convey’d, 

And picafingly their precepts did impart ; 

Firft charm'd the ear, and then engag’d the heart: 

‘The Mufes thus their reputacios rais’d, 

And with juft gratitade in Greece wore prais’d. 

With pleature mortals did their wonders fee, 

And facrific'd to their divinity ; 

But want, at laft, bafe flattery entertain’d, 

And oid Parnaffus with this vice was ftain’d : 

Defire of gain dazzling the poets' cyes, 

Their works were fili’d with fulfome flatteriew 

‘Thus needy wits a vile revenue made, 

And verfe became a mercenary trade, 

Debafe not with fo mean a vice ‘thy art: 

If gold muft be the idol of thy heart, 

Fly, fly th’ unfruitful Heliconian (trand, 

Thole ftreams are not enrich’d with golden fand ¢ 

Great wits, as well as warriors, only gain 

Laurels and honours for their toil and pain : 

But what? an author cannot live on fame, 

Or pay a reckoning with a lofty name : 

A poet to whom fortune is unkind, 

Who when he goes to bed has hardly din’d; 

Takes little pleafure in Parnaflus’ dreams, 

Or rclifhes the Heliconian ftreams. 

Horace had eafe and plenty when he writ, 

And, free ftom eares for moncy or for meat, f 

Did not expe& his dinner from his wit. 

°Tis true; but verfe is cherifh’d by the great, 

And now none famifh who deferve to eat; 

What can we fear, when virtue, arts, and fente, 

Receive the ftars propitious influence ; 

When a fharp-fighted prince, by carly grants, 

Rewards your merits, and prevents your wants? 

Sing then his glory, celebrate his fame; 

Your noblcft theme is his immortal name. 

Let mighty Spenfer raife his reverend head, 

Cowley and Denham ftart up from the dead} 

Waller his age renew, and offerings bring, | 

Our monarch’s praife ket bright-ey'd virgins fing ; 


Ganto IV. 
Let Dryden with new rules our ftage refine, 
And his great models form by this defign ; 
But where's a fecond Virgil to rehearfe 
Our hero’a glories in his epic verfe ? 
‘What Orpheus fing his triumphs o’er the main, 
And make the hills and forefts move again ; 
Shew his bold feet on the Batavian fhore, 

~ And Holland trembling as his cannons roar ; 
‘Pajnt Europe's balance in his fteady hand, 
Whilft the two worlds in expectation ftand ‘ 
Of peace or war, that wait on his command ? 
But as I {peak new glories feize my eyes, 
Glories, which heaven itfelf does give, and prize, 
Bleffings of peace, that with her milder rays 
Adorn his reign, and bring Saturnian days : 
Now let rebellion, dilcord, vice, and rage, 
‘That have in patriots forms debauch’d onr age, 
Vanish with all che minifters of bell : 

His rays their poifonous vapours fhail difpel ; 
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Tis he alone our fafety did create, 

His own firm foul fecur’d the nation’s fate, t 
Oppos’d to ail the Bout’feu’s of the ftate, ; 
¥ Authors, for him your great endeavours raife; 
‘The loftieft numbers will but reach his praife. 
For me, whofe verfe in fatire has been bred, 

And never durft heroic nrcafures tread; 

Yet you fhall fec me, in that famous field, 

‘With eyes and voice, my beft afliftance yields 
Offer your leffons, that my infant Mufe 

Learnt, when fhe Horace for her guide did choofe: 
Second your zeal with wishes, heart, and eyes, 
And afar hold up the glorious prize, 

But pardon too, if, zealous for the right, 

A ftri@ obferver of each noble flight, 

From the fine gold I feparate the allay, 

And thew how hafty writers fometimes ftray : 
Apter to blame, than knowing how to mend; 

A tharp, but yct a neceflary friend. 
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Tavs long my grief has kept me dumb; 
Sure there’s a lethargy in mighty woe, 
Tears ftand congeal’d, and cannot flow ; 
. And the fad foul retires into her inmoft room : 
‘Tears, for a ftroke forefeen, afford relief ; 
But, unprevided for a fudden blow, 


“ Our gracious prince was dead,” 
No ficknefs known before, no flow difeate, 
To foften grief by juft degrees, 
But like an hurricane on Indian feas, 

The tempeft rofe ; 

An unexpected barit of woes : 


Like Niobé we marbie grow ; 
And petrify with grief. 
@ur Britith heaven was all ferene, 
No threatening cloud was nigh, 
Not the leaft wrinkle to deform the fky; 
We liv’d as unconcern’d and happily 

As the firft age in nature’s golden fcene ; 
Supine amidft our flowing ftore, 

‘We flepr fecurely, and-we drcfmt of more : 
‘When fuddenly the thunder-clap was heard, 
It took us unprepar’d and out of guard, 
Already loft before we fear’d. mh 

‘Th’ amazing newsof Charles at once were fpread, | His pious brother, fure the bef 
At once the general voice declar’d, Who ever bore that name, 


With fearce a breathing fpace betwixt, 
This now becalm'd, and perifhing the next, 
Asif great Atlas from his height 
Should fink beneath his heavenly weight, 
And witha mighty flaw, the flaming wall 
‘As once it thal, 
Should gape immenfe, and tafhing down, o’er: 
whelm this nether bali; 
So fwift and fo furprifing was our fear : 
obF Atlas fell indeed; but Hercules was near. 
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‘Was newly rifen from his reft, 
And, with a fervent fame, 

His ufual morning vows had juft addreft 
For his dear fovercign's health ; 

And hop’d to have them heard, 

In Jong increafe of years, 
In honour, fame and wealth > 
Guiltlefs of greatnefs thus he always pray’d, 
Ner knew nor wifh'd thofe vows he made, 
Qn his own head fhonld be repay’d. 

Soon as th’ ill-omen’d rumour reach’d his ear, 
Til news is wing’d with fate, and flies apace, 
Who can deferibe th’ amazement of his face ! 

‘Horror in ail his pomp was there, 

Mute and magnificent without a tear : 

And then the hero firft was feen to fear, 

Half unarray’d he ran to his relief, 

Se hafty and fo artlefs was his grief : 

Approaching greatnefs met him with her charms 
OF power and future ftate ; 

But look'd fo ghaftly in a brother’s fate, 
He hook her from his arms. 

Arriv'd within the mournful room he faw 
A wild diftraction, void of awe, 

And arbritrary grief unbounded by a law, 
God's image, God’s anointed, lay 

‘Without motion, pulfe, or breath, 
A fenfelefs lump of facred clay, 
An image now of death, 

SAmidgt his fad attendants groans and cries, 
‘The lines of that ador’d forgiving face, 
Diftorted from their native grace, 

An iron flumber fat on his majeltic eyes. 

‘The pious Duke—Forbear audacious Mufe! 

No terms thy feeble art can ufe 

Are able to adorn fo vaft a woe: 

‘The grief of all the reit like fubje@t-grief did thew, 
His like a fovereign did tranfcend ; 

No wife, no brother, fuch a grief could know, 

Nor any name but friend. 


nt 
© wonderous changes of a fatal {cene, 
Still varying to the laft ! 
Heaven, though its hard decree was pait, 
Seem’d pointing to a gracious turn again : 
And death’s uplifted arm arrefted in ita hatte. 
Heaven half repented of the doom, 
And almoft griev’d it had forcfeen, 
What by forefight it will’d eternally to come. 
Mercy above did hourly plead 
For her refemblance here below ; 
And mild forgivenefa intercede 
To ftop the coming blow. 
New miracles approach’d th’ ethereal throne, 
Such as his wondrous life had oft and lately 
known, 
And urg’d. that ftill they might be thewn, 
On earth his pious brother pray’d and vow'd, 
Renouncing greatnefs at fo dear a rate, 
Himlelf defending what he could, 
From all the glories of his future fate, 
With him th’ innumerable crowd, 
Of armed prayers 


B 
Knock’d at the gates of heaven, and knock’d aloud; 
The firft well meaning rude petitioners. 

All for his life affail’d the throne, 

All would have brib’d the ikies by offering up 
their own. : 

So great a throng not heaven itfelf could bar; 

‘Twas almoft born by force as in the giante* 


war. 
The prayers at leaft for his reprieve were heard 
His death, like Hezekiah's, was defer’d: 
Againft the fun the thadow went; 
Five days, thofe five degrees, were lent 
‘To form our patience and prepare th’ event. 
The fecond caufes took the fwift command, * 
The medicinal head, the ready hand, 
All eager to perform their part ; 
All but eternal doom was conquer’d by their art: 
Once more the fleeting fonl came back 
T" infpire the mortal frame; 
And in the body took a doubtful ftand, 
Doubtful and hovering like expiring fame, 
That mounts and falls by turns, and trembles oat 
the brand, 


Iv. 

The joyful thert-liv’d news foon fpread around, 
Took the fame train, the fame impetuous bound, 
The drooping town in {miles again was dreft, 
Gladnefs in every face expreft, 
‘Their eycs before their tongues confeft. 
Men met each other with ereéted look, 
The fteps were higher that they took, 
Friends to congratulate theit {riends made hatte g 
And long inveterate foes faluted as they paft : 
Above the reft heroic James appear'd 
Exalted more, becaufe he morc had fear’d: 
His manly heart, whofe noble pride 
Was ftill above 
Diffembled hate or vanifh’d love, - 
Its more than common tran{port could net hide 5 
But like an eagre rode in triumph o’er the tide. 
Thus, in alternate courfe, 
‘The tyrant paflions, hope and fear, 
Did in extremes appear, 

id flath’d upon the foul with equal forces 

‘hus, at half ebb, a rolling fea 

Returns and wins upon the fhore ; 
The watery herd, affrighted at the roar, 
Reft on their fins a while, and flay, 
‘Then backward take their wondering way : 
The prophet wonders more than they, 
At prodigies but rarely feen before, {their fray, 
And cries, a king muft fall, or kingdoms change 
Such were our counter-tides at land, and fo 
Prefaging of the fatal blow, 
In their prodigious ebb and flow, 
The royal foul, that, like the labouring moon, 
By charms of art: was hurried down, 
Fore’d with regret to leave her native fphere, 
Came but a while on liking here 
Soon weary of the painful ftrife, 
And made but faint effays of life 5 
And evening light : 
Soon fhut in night + 


nm 
A ftrong diftemper, and a weak relief, 
Short intervalé of joy, and long returns of grief, 


ve 
‘The fons of art all medicines try’d, 
And every noble remedy apply’d; 
‘With emulation each effay’d 
His utmoft fkill, nay more, they pray’d : 
Never was lofing game with better condud play’d. 
Death never won a ftake with greater toil, 
Nor ere was fate fo near a foil : 
But like a fortrefs on a rock, [mock ; 
‘Th’ impregnable difeafe their vain attempts did 
‘They min’d it near, they batter’d from afar 
‘With all the cannon of the medicinal war ; 
No gentle means could be eflay'd, 
Twas beyond parly when the fiege was laid : 
‘Th’ extremeft ways they firft ordain, 
Prefcribing fuch intolerable pair, 
As none but Czfar could fuftain ; 
Undaunted Cxfar underwent 
“The malice of their art, nor bent 
‘Beneath whate’er their pious rigour could invent: 
In five fuch days he fuffer'd more : 
‘Than any fuffer’d in his reign before ; 
More, infinitely more, than he, 
»Againtt the worft of rebels, could decree, 
A traitor or twice-pardon’d enemy. 
Now art was tir’d without fuccefs, 
No racks could make the ftubborn malady confefs. 
"The vain infurancers of life, 
And he who moft perform’d and promifs'd lefs, 
Ev’a Short himfelf forfook th’ unequal ftrife. 
Death and defpair were in their looks, 
No longer they confult their men:ories or books; 
Like helplefs friends, who view from shore 
‘The labouring fhip, and hear the tempeft Toar; 
So flood they with their arms acrofs; 
Not to affift, but to deplore 
‘Th’ inevitable lof, 


vr 
Death was denounc’d ; that frightful found 
Which ev'n the beft can hardly bear, 
He took the fummons void of fear; 
And unconcern’dly caft his eyes around ; 
As if to find and dare the griefly challenger, 
What death could do he lately try’d, 
‘When in four days he more than dy’d. 
‘The fame affurance all his words did grace : 
‘The fame majeftic mildnefs held its place : 
Nor loft the monarch in his dying face. 
Intrepid, pious, merciful, and brave, 
He look’d as when he conquer’d and forgave, 


Vil, 
As if fome angel had been fent 
‘To lengthen out his government, 
And to foretel as many years again, 
As he had number'd in his happy reign, 
So cheerfully he took the doom 
Of his departing breath ; 
Nor fhrunk nor ftept afide for death ; 
Bue with unalter’d pace kept on; 
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Providing for events te come, 

When he refign’d the throne. 

Still he maintain’d his kingly ftate ; 

And grew familiar with his fate. 

Kind, good, and gracious, to the laft, 

On all he lov'd before his dying beams he caf 3 

Oh truly good, and truly great, 

For glorious as he rofe benignly fo he fet ! 

All that on earth he held moft dear, 

He recommended to his care, 

To whom both heaven, 

‘The right had given 

And his own love bequeath’d fupreme command: 

He took and preft that ever-loyal hand, 

Which could in peace fecure his reign, 

Which could in wars his power maintain, 

That hand on which no plighted vows were ever 
vain. 

‘Well, for fo great a truft he chofe 

A prince who never difobey’d : 

Not when the moft fevere commands were laid Fy 

Nor want, nor exile, with his duty weigh’d : 

A prince on whom, if heaven its eyes could clofe, 

‘The welfare of the world it fafely might repofe, 


vn. 
‘That king who liv’d to God's own heart, 
Yet lefs ferenely died than he: 
Charles left behind no harfh decree. 
For f{choolmen with laborious art 
To falve from cruelty : 
‘Thofe, for whom love could no excufes frame, 
He gracioufly forgot to name. 
Thus far my Mofe, though rudely, has defign’d 
Some faint refemblance of his godlike mind : 
But neither pen nor pencil can exprefs 
The parting brother's tendernefs : 
Though that’s a term too mean and low; 
The bleft above a kinder word may know : 
But what they did, and what they faid, 
The monarch who triumphant went, 
‘The militant who ftaid, [fpent, 
Like painters, when their heightening arts are 


4} I caft into a fhade. 


That all-forgiving king, 

‘The type of him above, 

‘That unexhaufted {pring 

Of clemency and love ; 

Himfelf to his next felf accus'd, 

And aik’d that pardon which he ne’er refus'd : 

For faults not his, for guilt and crimes 

OF godlefs men, and of rebellious times : 

For an hard exile, kindly meant, 

When his ungrateful country fent 

Their beft Camillus into banithment ¢ 

And fore’d their fovercign’s ad, they could not his 
confent. 

Oh how much rather had that injur'd chief 

Repeated all his fnfferings paft ! 

Than hear a pardon begg’d at lait, : 

Which given could give the dying no relief; 

He bent, he funk beneath his grief : 

His dauntlefs heart would fain have held 

From weeping, but bis eyes rebell'd, 
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Perhaps the godlike hero in his breaft 

Difdain’d, or was afham’d to thew 

Bo weak, fo womanith a woe, 

Whuch yet the brother and the friend fo plenteoufly 
conteft J 


x. 
Amidft that filent fhower, the royal mind 


An eafy paifage found, 


And left its facred earth behiad : 2 

Nor inurmuring groan expreft,nor labouring found, 

Nor any leaft tumultuous breath ; 

Calm was his life, and quiet was his death. 

Soft as thofe gentle whifpers were, 

In which th’ Almighty did appear ; 

By the {till voice the prophet knew him there. 

‘That peace which made thy profperous reign to 
fhine, 

That peace thon leav’ft to thy imperial line, 

‘That peace, oh happy fhade, be ever thine! 


x. 

For all thofe joys thy reftoration brought, 
For all the miracles it wrought, 
For alf the healing balm thy mercy pour'd 
Into the nation’s bleeding wound, 
And care that after kepe it found, 
For numerous bleffings yearly thower’d, 
And property with plenty crown’d ; 
For freedom, ftill maintain'd alive, 
Freedom which in no other land will thrive, 
Freedom, an Englifh fubj:ct’s fole prerogative, 
‘Without whofe charms even peace would be 
Bot a dull quiet flavery : 
For thefe and more, accept our pious praife ; 
*Tis all the fubfidy 
‘The prefent age can raife, 
The reft is charg’d on late pofterity. 
Pofterity is charg’d the more, 
Becaufe the large abounding ftore 
‘To them and to their heirs, 
Succeffion of a long defcent 
Which chaftely in the channels ran, 
And from our demi-gods began, 
Equal almoft to time in its extent, 
‘Through hazards numberlefs and great, 
Thou halt deriv’d this mighty bleffing down, 
And fixt the faireit gem that decks th’ imperial 

crown: 

Not faction, when it thook thy regal feat, 
Not fenates, infolently loud, 
‘Thofe echoes of a thoughtlefs crowd, 
Not foreign or domettic treachery, 
Could warp thy. foul to their unjuft decree. 
So much thy foes thy manly mind miftook, 
Who judg'd it by the mildnefs of thy look : 
Like a well-temper’d fword it bent at will; 
But kept the native toughnefs of the fteel. 


{thee. 
is Rill entail'd by 


xi. 
Be tree, O Clio, to thy hero's name ! 
Bout draw him ftrictly fo, 
‘That all who view, the piece may know; 
He needs no trappings of fiitisus fame : 





os 

The Joad’s too weighty: thou may’t choafe 

Some parts of praife, and fome refufe : 

Write, that his annals may be thought more lavifla 
than the Mafe. 5 

In feanty truth thou haft confin’d 

The virtues of a royal mind, 

Forgiving, bounteous, humble, juft, and kind = 

His converfation, wit, and parts, 

His knowledge in the nobleft ufeful arts, 

Were fuch, dead authors could not give; 

But habitudes of thofe who live ; 

Who, lighting him, did greater lights receive = 

He drain'd from all, and all they knew; 

His apprehenfion quick, his judgment truc : 

‘That the moft learn’d, with fhame, confefs 

His knowledge more, his reading only lefs. 


xi 

Amidft the peaceful triumphs of his reign, 
What wonder if the kindly beams he thed, 
Reviv'd the drooping arts again, 
If feience rais’d her head, 
And foft humanity that from rebellion fled ? 
Our ifle, indeed, too fruitfel was before ; 
But all uncultivated lay 
Out of the folar waik and heaven's high way; 
With rank Geneva weeds run o'er, 
And cockle, at the heft, amid the corn it bores - 
The royal hufbandman appear’d, 
And plough'd, and fow’d, and till’d, 
The thorns he rooted out the rubbith clear’d, 
And blefs'd th’ obedient field. 
When ftrait 2 double harveft rofe , 
Such as the {warehy Indian mows; 
Or happier climates near the line, 
Or paradife manus’d and dreft by hands divine, 


xu. 
As |, : new-born pheenix takes his way, 
His rich i regions to furvey, 


Of airy chorifters a numerous train 

Attend his wondrous progrefs o’er the plain; 

So, rifing from his father’s urn, 

So glorious did our Charles return ; 

Th’ officious Mufes came along, 

A gay harmonious quire like angels ever young + 

The Mufe that mourns him now his happy tri~ 
umph fung, . 

Ev'n they could thrive in his aufpicious reign ; 

And fuch a plenteous crop they bore 

Of pureft and wellewinow’d grain, 

As Britain never knew hefore. 

Though listle was their hire, and light their gain, 

Yet fomewhat to their fhare he threw; 

Fed from his hand, they fang and flew, 

Like birds of paradife that liv’d on morning 
dew, ’ 

Oh never let their Jays his name forget! 

‘The penfion of a prince’s praife is great. 

Live then, thou great encourager of arts, 

Live ever in our thankful hearts; 

Live bleft above, almoft invok’d below ; 

Live and receive this pious vow, 

Our patron once, our guardian angel now, 
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‘Thou Fabias of a finking fate, 

‘Who didft by wife delays divert our fate, 

When faction like a tempeft rofe, 

In death's moft hideous form, 

‘Then art to rage thou didft oppofe, 

Te weather out the ftorms 

Not quitting thy fupreme command, 

Thou held’ft the rudder with thy fteady hand, 

‘Till fafely on the fhore the bark did land: - 

‘The bark that all our bleffings brought, 

Charg’d with thyfelf and James, a doubly royal 
fraught 


xiv. 
‘Oh frail eftate of human things, 
And fippery hopes below ! 
Now to our coft your emptinefs we know : 
For ’tis a leffon dearly bought, 
Affurance here is never to be fought. 
‘The beft, and beit-below'd of kings, 
And beft deferving to be fo, 
‘When fcarce he had efcap’d the fatal blow 
‘Of faGtion and confpiracy, 
Death did his promis’d hopes deftroy : 
He toil’d, he gain’d, but liv’d not to enjoy. 
‘What mits of Providence are thefe 
‘Through which we cannot fee ! 
So faints, by fupernatural power fet free, 
Are left at laft in martyrdom to die; 
Such is the end of oft-repeated miracles. 
Forgive me, heaven, that impious thought, 
‘Twas grief for Charles, to madnefs wrought, 
‘That queftion’d thy fupreme decree ! 
Thou didft his gracious reign prolong, 
Ev'n in thy faints and angels wrong, 
His fellow citizens of immortality : 
For twelve long years of exile borne, 
‘Twice twelve we number’d fince big ple@ retura : 
So ftriGly wert thou juit to pay, 
Ev'n to the driblet of a day. 
Yet Mill we murmur and complain, 
The quails and manna fhould no longer rain; 
‘Thofe miracles "twas needlels to renew (view. 
‘The cholen fleck has now the promis’d land in 


Xv. 
A warlike prince afcends the regal tate, 
A prince long exercis'd by fate : 
Long may he keep, though he obtains it late! 
‘Heroes in heaven's peculiar mold are caft, 
‘They and their poets are not form’d in hatte ; 
Man was the firft in God’s defign, and man was 
made the laft. 
Falfe heroes, made by flattery fo, 
Heaven can ftrike out, like (parkles, at a blow ; 
But ere a prince is to perfection brought, 
He cofts Omnipotence a fecond thought, 
With toil and fweat, 
With hardening cold, and forming heat, 
‘The Cyclops did their ftrokes repeat, 
Before th’ impenetrable thield was wrought. 
It looks as if the Maker would not own 
‘The noble work for his, 
Before "twas try’d and found a mafter-picce. 
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View then a monarch ripen’d for a throne, 
Alcides thus his race began, 
O’er infancy he {wiftly ran ; 
The future God at firft was more than man: 
Dangers and toils, and Juno’s hate 
Ev’n o'er his cradle lay in wait ; 

And there he grappled firft with fate : 

In his young hands the hifling {nakes he preft, , 

So early was the Deity confeft ; e 

Thus by degrees he rofe to Jove’s intperia 
feat; 

Thus difficulties prove a foul legitimately great. 

Like his, our hero’s infancy was try’d; 

Betimes the Furies did their {nakes provide ; 

And to his infant arms oppofe 

His father’s rebels, and his brother’s foes ; 

The more oppreft, the higher ftill he rofe : 

'Thofe were The prelades of his fate, 

That form'd his manhood, to fubdue 

Thy hydra of the many-headed hifling crew, 


xXvin, 
As, after Numa’s peaceful reiga, 

‘The martial Ancus did the fceptre wield, 

Furbith'd the rufty fword again, 

Refum’d the long-forgotten thield, 

And led the Latins to the dufty field; 

So James the drowfy genius wakes 

OF Britain long entranc’d in charms, 

Reftiff and lumbering on its arms: 

‘Tis rous’d, and with a new-ftrung nerye, tht 
fpear already thakes, 

No neighing of the warrior fteeds, 

No drum, or louder trumpet, needs 

‘T" infpire the coward, warm the cold, 

His voice, his fole appearance makes them bold, 

Gaul and Batavia dread th’ impending blow ; 

Too well the vigour of that arm they know ; 

They lick the duft, and crouch beneath thet 
fatal foc, 

Long may they fear this awful prince, 

And not provoke his lingering {word ; 

Peace is their only fure defence, 

heir beft fecurity his word : 

In all the changes of his doubtful ftate, 

His truth, like heaven’s, was kept inviolate, 

For him to promife is to make it fate. 

Wis valour can triumph o’er Jand and main 

With broken oaths his fame he will not fain; 

With conqpeft bafely bought, and with in 
glorious gain. 





XVIII. 
For once, O heaven, unfold thy adamantin 
book ; 

And let his wondering fenate fee, 
¥ not thy firm immntable decree, 
At leaft the fecond page of ftrong contingency ¢ 
Such as confifts with wills originally free: 

Let them with glad amazement look 

On what their happinefs may be : 
Lect them not fill be obftinately blind, 
Still to divert the good thou hai defign’d. 
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or with malignant penury, 
‘Vo ftarve the royal virtues of his mind. 
Faith is a Chriftian’s and a fubjed's teft, 


Oh give thems to believe, and they are furely bleft, 


They do; and with a diftant view I fee 
Th’ amended vows of Englith loyalty. 
And all beyond that object, there appears 
‘The long retinue of a profperous reign, 
A feries of fuccefsful years, 
Va ofderly array, a martial, manly train. 
Vou. VI 


Behold ew’n the remoter fhores; 

A conquering havy proudly {pread; 

The Britifh cannon formidably roars, 

While, ftarting from his oozy bed, 

Th’ afferted ocean rears his r¢verend bead ; 

To view and recognize his ancient lord again ¢ 
And, with a willing hand, refores 

‘The fafces of the main. 


VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, 


PARAPHRASED. 


SEES 





Carator fpirit, by whefe aid 
‘The world’s foundations firft were laid, 
Come vifit every pious mind ; 
Come pour thy jeys on human kind ; 
From EB and forrow fet us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee. 
Q, fource of uncreated light, 
‘The Father’s promifed Paraclete ! 
‘Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
“Our hearts with heavenly love infpire ; 
Come, and thy facred un@ion bring 
‘To fandtify ws, while we fing. 
Plenteous of grace, defcend from high, 
Rich in thy fevenfold energy | 
“Thou ftrength of his Almighty hand, 
‘Whole power does heaven and earth command, 
Proceeding fpirit, our defence, j 


Ss 
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+ Who doft the gifts of tongues difpenfe, 
+ And crown’ft thy gift with eloquence! 


Refine and purge our earthly parts ; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 
Our frailties help, our vice countroul, 
Submit the fenfes to the foul; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down, 
Chace from our minds th’ infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of Jove, beitow ; 
And, left our feet thould ftep aftray, 
Protea and guide us in the way. 
Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practife all that we believe : 
Give us thyfelf, that we may fee 
The Father, and the Son, by thee, 
Immortal honour, endlefs fame, 
Attend ch’ Almighty Fauhee’s: 
‘The Saviour Sen be glorify’d,: 
Who for joft man’s redemption ay'd: 
And equal adoraron be, 
Eternal Paraclete, #6 thee. 











SOLILOQUY OF A ROYAL EXILE. 





‘Unuarry 1! who, once ordain’d to bear But careful Heawen forewarn'd me in a dreatn, © 
God’s juftice fword, and his vicegerent here, And fhew’d me that my dangers were extreme; 
Am now depos'd—'gainft me my children rife, | The heavenly vifion fpoke, and bade me‘flee 
My life muit be their only facrifice : ‘Th’ ungrateful brood that were not worthy me 3 
Highly they me accafe, but nothing prove 5 Alarm’d I fled at the appointed time; 
But this is out of tendernefs and love ! And mere neceflity was madg my crime! 

They feck to fpill my. blood ; ’tis that alone - - 
Mutt for the nation’s erying fins atone. : 
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THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 


A POEM 


IN THREE PARTS, 


¢ ————Antiquam exquirite matrem. 
* Et vera inceffe patait Des.” Vina. 


PREFACE 


“Tar mation is in too high a ferment, for me to | which is but a befpeaking of favour, is dtoge- - 
expec either fair war, or even fo much as fair { ther ufelefs, What | defire the reader fhould 
quarter, from a reader of the oppofite party. All | know concerning me, he will find in the body 
maen are engaged either on this fide or that; | of the poem, if he have but the patience to per- 
and though confcience is the common word, | ufe it. Only this advertifement let him take 
which is given by both, yet if a writer fall among | before-hand, which relates to the merits of the 
enemies, and cannot give the marks of their con- | caufe. No general charaéters of parties (call 
fcience, he is knocked down before the reafons | them either feéts or churches) can be fo fully 
of his own arc heard. A preface, therefore, | and cxadtly drawn, as to comprehend all the fe- 
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THE HIND. AND THE PANTHER. 


yaral members of them ; at leaft all fuch as are re- 
ceived under that denomination, For example; 
there are fome of the church by law eftablithed, 
who envy not liberty of confcience to diffenters; 
as being well fatistied that, according to their 
own principles, they ought not to perfecute them. 
Yet thefe, by reafon of their fewnels, I, eould not 
diftinguifh from the numbers of the rei, with 

» whom they are embodied in one commen name. 
Og thz other fide, there are many of our {éts, 
and more indced than 1 could reafonably have 
hoped, who have withdrawn themfelves from the 
communion of the Panther, and embraced this 
gracious indulgence of his majefty in point of to- 
Jeration. But neither to the one nor the other of 
thefe is this fatise any way intended . it js aimed 
only at the refractory and difobedient on either 
fide. For thofe, who are come over to the royal 
party, are confequently fuppofed to be out of 
gun-fhot. Our phyficians have obferved, that, in 
procefs of time, fome difeafes have abated of their 
virulence, and have in a manner worn out their 
malignity, fo as to be no longer mortal: and 
why may not I fuppofe the fame concerning fome 
of thofe, who have formerly been enemies to 
kingly government, as well as Catholic religion ? 
Lhope they have now another notion of both, as 
having found, by comfortable experience, that the 
doGrine of perfecution is far from being an ar- 
ticle of our faith, 

Jt is not for any private man to cenfure the 
proceedings of a foreign prince: but, without 
fufpicion of flattery, I may praife our own, who 
has taken contrary meafures, and thofe more 
fuitable to the spirit of Chriftianiry. Some of 
the diffenters in their addreffes to his majefty, 
hhave faid, “ Vhat he has reftored God to his 
empire over confcience.” 1 confefs, I dare not 
ftretch the figure to fo great a boldnefs: but 1 
may fafely fay, that con{cience is the royalty and 
prerogative of every private man. He is abfo- 
Jute in his own breaft, and accountable to no 
earthly power for that which paffes only betwixt 
God and him. Thofe who are driven into’ the 
fold are, generally fpeaking, rather made hypo- 
crites than converts. 

‘This indulgence being granted to all the fe&s, 
it ought in reafon to be expected, that they fhould 
both receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, 
at this time of day, to refufe the benefit, and ad- 
here to thofe wham they have cfteemed their 
perfecutors, what is it elfe, but publicly to own, 
that they fuffered not before for confcience-fake, 
but only out of pride and obftinacy, to feparate 
from a church for thofe impofitions, which they 
now judge may be lawfully obeyed ? After they 
have fo long contended for their claflical ordina- 
tion (not to fpeak of rites and ceremonics), wilt 
they at length fubmit to an epifecpal? If they 
can go fo far out of complaiiance to their old 
enemies, methinks a little reafon fhould perfuade 
them to take another fiep, and fee whether that 
would lead them. 

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully 1 
Shall fay no moors, than that they ought, and I 
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“doubt not they will confider from what hand 


they received it, It is not from g Cyrus, a hea 
then prince, and a foreigner, but fem a Chriftian 
king, their native fovercign; who. expects a rce 
turn in fpecie from them ; that the kindnef:, which. 
he has gracioufly fhewn them, may be retaliated 
on thofe of his own perfuafion. > 

As for the poem in general, I will only thu 
far fatisfy the reader, that ic was neither imprfed 
on me, nor fo muchas the fubje@ given. me by 
any man. It was written during the laft winter, 
and the beginning. of this-{pring; though with 
long interruptions of ill health and other hind~ 
rances. Abour a fortnight before I had finithed 
it, his majefty’s declaration for liberty of con- 
fcience came abroad: which if I had fo foon ex- 
pected, I might have fpared myfelf the labour of 
writing many things which are contained in the 
third part of it. But I was atways in hope, that 
the church of England might have been perfuaded _ 
to have taken off the penal laws and the tett, 
which was one defign of the poem, when I pro~ 
pofed to myfelf the writing of it, ¢ 

It is evident that fome part of it was only oc# 
cafional, and not firft intended : I mean that de- 
fence of myfelf, to which every honeft man is 
bound, whet he is injurioufly attacked in print: 
and I refer myfelf to the judgment of thole, who 
have read the Anfwer to the defence of the iate 
king’s papers, and that of the dutchefs (in which 
laft I was concerned) how charitably Ihave been 
reprefented there. 1 am now informed both of 
the author and fupervifors of this pamphlet, and 
will reply, when I think he can affront me: for 
T am of Socrates’: opinion, that all creatures can 
not. In the mean time let him confider whether 
he deferved not a more fevere reprehenfion, than 
I gave him formerly, for ufing fo little refpect to 
the memory of thofe, whom he preiended to ane 
fwer; and at his leifure, look out for fome origi- 
nal treatife of humility, written by any Proteftant 
in English; I believe 1 may fay in any other 
tongue; for the magnified piece of Duncomb on 
that fubje&t, which either he muft mean, or none, 
and with which another of his fellows has up- 
braided me, was tranflated from the Spanifh of 
Rodriguez; though with the omiflion of the 
feventeenth, the twenty-fourth, the twerty-fifth, 
and the laft chapter, which wi!l be found in com- 
paring of the books. a 

He would have infinuated to the world, that 
her fate highnef died not a Roman Catholic. 
He declares himfelf to be now fatisfied to the 
contrary, in which he has given up the caufe: 
for matter of fa@ was the principal debate be« 
twixt us, In the mcan time, he would difpute 
the motives of her change; how prepofterouily, 
let all men judge, when he feemed to deny the 
fubject of the controverfy, the change itfelf. And 
because I would not take up this ridiculous chal- 
lenge, he tells the world { cannot argue: but he 
may as well infer, that a Catholic cannot falt, bee 
caufe he will not take up the cudgels againt 
Mrs. James, to confute the Proteftgnt religion. 

Thavy but one word more to fay concerning 
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the poem as fuch, and abftradted from the mat- 
ters, either religious or civil, which are handled 
init. The firit part, confifting moft in general 
characters and narration, 1 have endeavoured to 
raife, and give it the majeitic turn of - heroic 
poely. ‘The fecond being matter of difpute, and 
chiefly concerning church authority, 1 was obliged 
to make as plain and perfpicuous as poflibly 1 
could ; yet not wholly negle@ing the numbers, 
though I had not frequent occafions for the mag- 
nificence of verfe. The third, which has more of 
the nature of domeftic converfation, is, or ought 
to be, more free and familiar than the two 
Jormer, 
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‘There are in it two epifodes or fables, which are 
interwoven with the main defign; fo that they 
are properly parts of it, though they are alfo di- 
ting Rories of themfelves. {n both of thefe I 
have made ufe of the common-places of fatire, 
whether true or falfe, which are urged by the 
members of the one church againft the other : 
at which I hope no reader of either party will be 
{candalized, becaufe they are not of my invention, 
but as old, to my knowledge, as the times o§ Brc~ 
cace and Chaucer on the one. fide, and as thofe of 
the Reformation on the other. 





THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 








PART L 


A witx-wntre Hind, immortal and unchang’d, 

Fed on the lawns, and in the foreft rang'd; 

Without unfpotted, innocent within, 

She fear’d no danger, for fhe knew no fin. 

Yet had fhe oft been chac’d with horns and 
hounds, 

And Scythian fhafts; and many winged wounds 

Aim’d at her heart ; was often forc’d to fly, 

And doom’d to death though fated not to die. 

Not fo her young; for their unequal line 
Was hero’s make, half human, half divine. 

‘Their carthly mold obnoxious was to fate, 

‘Th’ immorcal part affum’d immortal ftate. 

Of thefe a flaughter’d army lay in bloed, 

Extended o’er the Caledonian wood, 

‘Their native walk ; whofe vocal blood arofe, 

And cry’d for pardon on their prejur’d foes, 

Their fate was fruitful, and the fanguine feed, 

Endu’d with fouls, increas'd the facred breed. 

So captive Hrael multiply’d in chains, 

A numerous exile, and enjoy’d her pains. 

With grief and gladnefs mix'd the mother view’d 

Her martyr'd offspring, and their race renew’'d 5 

‘Their corps to perifh, but their kind to laft, 

80 much the deathlefs plant the dying fruit 
furpafs’d. 

Panting and penfive now fhe rang’d alone, 
And wander'd in the kingdoms, once her own. 
‘The common hunt, though from their rage re- 

ftrain’d 
By fovercign power her company difdain’d ; 


Grinn’d as they pats’d, and with a glaring eye 
Gave gloomy figns of fecret enmity. 

Tis true, fhe bounded by, and trip'd fo light, 
They had not time to take a fteady fight. 

For truth has fuch a face and fuch a mien, 

As to be lov'd needs only to be feen. 

The bloody bear, an independent beaft, 
Unlick’d to form, in groans her hate expreft. 
Among. the timorous kind the quaking hare 
Profefs’d neutrality, but would not fwear. 

Next her the buffoon ape, as atheifts ufe, 
Mimick’d all fects, and had his own to cheofe :: 
Still when the lion look’d, his knees he bent, 
And paid at church a courticr’s compliment. 
The briftled baptift boar, impure as he, 
But whiten’d with the foam of fanity, | 
With fat pollutions fill’d the facred place, 
And mountains icvel'd in his furious race : 
So firft rebellion founded was in grace. 
But fince the mighty ravage, which he made 
In German foreft, had his guilt betray’d, 
With broken tufks, and with a borrow'd name, 
He ‘fhun’d the vengeance, and conceal’d the 
thame; 
So lurk’d in feéts unfeen, With greater guile 
Falfe Reynard fed on confecrated fpoil : 
The gracelefs beaft by Athanafius firft 
Was chac’d from Nice, then by Socinus nurs’d = 
His impious race their blafphemy renew’d, 
And nature’s king through nature's optics 
view'd, 
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Revers'd they view'd him leffen’d to their eye, 
Nor in an infant could a God defery. 
New fwarming fects to this obliquely tend, 
Hence they began, and here they all will end. 
What weight of antient wicnefs can prevail, 
YE private reafan hold the public fcale? 
But, gracious God, how well doft thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide! 
‘Thy throne is darknefs in th’ aby(s of light, 
A blaze of glory that forbids the fight. 
O teach me to believe thee thus conceal’d, 
And fearch no farther than thyfelf reveal’d ; 
* But her alone for my direétor take, 
‘Whom thou haft promis’d never to forfake ! 
My thoughtlefs youth was wing'd with vain defires, 
My manhood, long mifled by wandering fires, 
Follow’d falfe lights; and, when their glimple 
was gang, 3 
My pride ftruck out new fparkles of her own. 
Such was I, fuch by nature ftill } am; 
Be thine the glory, and be mine the thame, 
Sood life be now my taf: my doubts are done : 
What more could fright my faith, than three in 
one? 
Can I believe eternal God could lie 
Difguis'd in mortal mold and infancy ? ‘ 
‘That the great Maker of the world could die? 
And after that truft-my imperfect fenfe, 
Which calls in queftion his omnipotence ? 
Can I my reafon to my faith compel ? 
And fhali my fight, and touch, and tafte, rebel? 
Superiox faculties are fet afide ; 
Shall their fubfervient organs be my guide? 
‘Then let the moon ufurp the rule of day, 
And winking tapers thew the fan his way; 
For what my fenfes can themfelves perceive, 
need no revelation to believe, 
(Can they who fay the hoft fhould be defery'd 
By fenfe, define a body glority’d ? 
Ympaffable, and penetrating parts? 
Let them deckire by what myfterious arts 
He thot that body through th’ oppefing might 
Of bolts and bars impervious to the light, 
And ftood before his train confefe'd in open 
fight. 
For fince thus wondroufly he pafs’d, ’tis plain, 
One fingle place two bodies did contain. 
And fure the fame omnipotence as well 
Can make one body in more places dwell, 
Let reafon then at her own quarry fly, 
But how can finite grafp infinity ? 
‘Tis urg’d again, that faith did fir commence 
By miracles, which are appeals to fenfe, 
And thence concluded, that our fenfe muft be 
‘The motive fill of credibility. 
For latter ages muft on former wait, 
Aud what began belief mut propagate. 
_ But ‘Ginnoy well this thought, and you fhall 
in 
*Tis light as chaff that fiits before the wind. 
Were all thofe wonders wrought by power divine, 
As means or ends of fome more deep defign? 
Mott ture as means, whofe end was this alone, 
‘To prove the Godhead of th’ cternal Son, 
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Gad thus afferted, man is to believe 

Beyond what fenfe and reafon can conceive, 
And for myfterious things of faith rely 

On the proponent, heaven’s authority. 

Mf then our faith we for our guide admit, 
Vain is the farther fearch of human wit, 

As when the building gains a furer ftay, 

We take th’ unufeful fcaffolding away. 
Reafon by fenfe no more can undeeftand ; . 
‘The game is play'd into another hand," », , 
Why choofe we then like bilanders to creep 
Along the cosft, and land in view to keep, i 
When fafely we may launch into the deep? 

In the fame veflel which our Saviour bore, } 
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Himfelf the pilot, let us leave the thore, 

And with a better guide a better world explore. 

Could he his Godhead veil with flefh and blood, 

And not veil thefe again to be our food ? 

His grace in both is cqual in extent, 

The fir afferds us life, the fecond nourifhment. 

And if he can, why all this frantic pain 

To corftrue what his cleareft words contain, 

And make a riddle what he made fo plain ? ‘ 

Yo take up half on truft, and half to try, 

Name it not faith, buc bungling bigotry. 

Both knave and fool the merchant we may call, 

To pay great fums, and to compound the fmall . 

For who would break with heaven, and would 
not break for all? 

Reft then, my Soul, from endlefs anguith freed : 

Nor feiences thy guide, nor fenfe thy creed, 

ajith is the beft enfurer of thy blifs : 

‘The bank above muft fail before the venture milfs. 

But heaven and heaven-born faith are far from 
thee, 

‘Thou fir apoftate to divinity. 

Unkennel’d range in thy Polonian plains: 

A fiercer foe the infatiate wolf remains. 

‘Loo boaftfal Britain, pleafe thyfelf no niore, 

‘That beafts of prey are banith’d from thy fhore, 

‘The bear, the boar, and every favage name, 

Wild in effet, though in appearance tame, 

Lay watte thy woods, deftroy thy blifeful Bower, 

And, muzzled though they feem, the mutes de= 
vour. 

More haughty than the reft, the wolfith race ; 





Appear with belly gaunt, and famifh’d face : 

Never was fo deform’d a beaft of grace, 

His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears, 

Clofe clap’d for fhame ; bat his rough creft he 
rears, 

And pricks up his predeftinating ears, 

His wild diforder'd watk, his haggard eyes, 

Did all the beftial citizens furprize. 

‘Though fear'd and hated, yet he ru?da while, 

as captain or companion of the {pcil. 

Full many a year his hateful head kad been 

For tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria feen ; 

‘The jaft of all the litter fcap’d hy chance, 

And from Geneva firft infefted France, 

Some authors thus his pedigree will trace, 

Bat others write him of an upftart race ; 

Becaufe of Wickliff's brood no mark he brings. 

But his innate antipathy to kings, 
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Thete laft deduce him from th’ Helvetian kind, 

Who near the Leman-lake his confort lin’d : 

"That fiery Zuinglius firft th’ affection bred, 

And meagre Calvin bleft the nuptial bed. 

In Ifrael {ome believe him whelp’d long fince, 

‘When the proud fanhedrim opprefs'd the prince, 

Or, fince he will be Jew, derive him higher, 

‘When Corah with his brethren did confpire 

From Mofes’ hand the fovereign fway to wreft, 

And Aagon of his ephad to diveit : 

Till oBehing earth made way for all to pafs, 

And. could uct bear the burden of a clafs. 

‘The Fox and he came shuffled in the dark, 

VE ever they were ftow’d.in Noah’s ark : 

Perhaps not made ; for all their barking train 

"The dog (a common fpecies) will contain, 

And fome wild curs, who from their matters 
ran, 

Abhorring the fupremacy of man, 

Jn woods and caves the rebel-race began. 

O happy pair, how well have you increas’d ! 
What ills in church and ftate have you redrefs'd ? 
With teeth untry’d, and rudiments of claws, 
Your tirft effay was on your native laws : 

Thofe having torn with eafe, and trampled 
down, 

Your fangs you faften’d on the mitred crown, 

And freed from God and monarchy your town. 

‘What though your native kennel ftill be fmal!, 

Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall; 

Yet your victorious colonies are fent 

‘Where the north ocean girds the continent. 

Quicken’d with fire below, your montters breed 

In fenny Holland, and in fruitful Tweed : 

And like the firft the laft affedts to be 

Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

As, where in fields the fairy rounds are feen, 

A rank four herbage rifes on the green ; 

So, {pringing where thofe midnight elves advance, 

Rebellion prints the footiteps of the dance. 

Such are their doétrines, fuch contempt they’ 
fhow 

To heaven above, and to their prince below, 

As none but traitors and blafphemers know, 

God, like the tyrant of the fkics, is plac’d, 

And kings, like flaves, benéath the crowd debas’d. 

So fulfome is their food, that flocks refufe 

To bite, and only dogs for phyfic ufc, 

And where the lightning runs along the ground, 

No hufbandry can heal the blafting wound ; 

Nor bladed grafs, nor bearded corn fucceeds, 

But feales of {curt and putrefaction breeds: 

Such wars, fuch wafte, fuch fiery tracts of dearth 

Their zeal has left, and fuch a teemlefs earth. 

But, as the poilons of the deadlieft kind 

Are to their own unhappy coaft confin’d ; 

As only Indian fhades of fight deprive, 

And magic plants will but in Cholchas thrive; 

So prefbytery and peftitential zeal 

Can only flourifh in a commonweal. 

From Celtic woods is chac’d the wolfifh crew ; 

But ah! fome pity ev’n to brutes is due : 

Their native walks methinks they might enjoy, 

Gurb'd of their native malice te deftroy. 





THE PANTHER. 


Of all the tyrannies on human-kind, 

The worft is that which periecutes the mind, 
Let us but weigh at what offence we ftrike, 
Tis bur becaufe we cannot think alike, 

Tn punifhing of this, we overthrow 2 
‘The laws of nations and of nature too, 
Beatts are the fubjects of tyrannic fway, 
Where ftill the ftronger on the weaker prey, 
Man only of a fofter mold is made, 

Not for his fellow’s ruin but their aid: 
Created kind, beneficent, and free, 

The noble image of the Deity. 

One portion of informing fire was given, 
To brutes, th’ inferior family of heaven : 
The fmith divine, as with a carelefs beac, 
Struck out the mute creation at a heat ; 

But when arriv’d at laft to buman race, 
The Godhead took a deep confidering {pace ; 
And to diftinguifh man from all the reft, 
Unlock’d the facred treafures of his breatt 
And mercy mixt with reafon did impart, 
One to his head, the other to his hearts 
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Reafon to rule, but mercy te forgive ¢ 
And like his mind his outward form appear’d, 
When, iffuing naked, to the wondering herd, 
He charm’d theit eyes; and, for they lov'd, they 
Not arm’‘d with horns of arbitrary might, 
Or claws to feize their furry {poils in fight, 
Or with increafe of feet t' o’ertake them in; 
Of eafy fhape, and pliant every way; 
Confefling ftill the foftnefs of his clay, ¢ 
And kind as kings upon their coronation day: ), 
Of arms, to fatisfy a large embrace. 
Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made man 
His kingdom o’er his kindred world began: 
And pride of empire four’d his balmy blood. 
Then, firft rebelling, his own ftamp he coins; 
‘The murderer Cain was latent in his loins : 
For differing worhip of the Deity. 
‘Thus perfecution role, and farther fpace 
Produc’d the mighty hunter of his race. 
Content to fold them from the famifh'd beaft : 
Mild were his Jaws; the fheep and harmlefs hind 
Were never of the perfecuting kind. 
Such mercy from the Britifh lion flows, 
That both provide protection from their foes. 

Oh happy regions, Italy and Spain, 
The wolf, the bear, the boar, can there advance: 
No native claim of juft inheritance. 
And felf-preferving laws, fevere in fhow, 
Where birth has plac’d them, let them Safely fhare 
The common benefit of vital air. 
Themfelves unharmful, let them live unharm’d ; 


‘The firft is law, the laft prerogative. 

fear'd : 

their flight . : 
With open hands, and with extended fpace 
Till knowledge mifapply’d, mifunderftood, 
And blood began its firft and loudeft cry, 
Not fo the bleffed Pan his flock increas’d, 
Such pity now the pious paftor fhows, 
Which never did thafe monfters entertain ! 
May guard their fences {rom th’ invading foe. 
‘Their jaws difabled, and their claws difasm’d + 
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Here, only in no&urnal howlings bold, 

They dare not feize the Hind, nor leap.the fold. 

More powerful, and as vigilant as they, 

The lion awfully forbids the prey. 

Their rage reprefs'd, though pinch’d with fa- 

mine fore, 

They ftand aloof, and tremble at his roar : 

Much is their hunger, but their fear is more. 

Thefe are the chief: to number o’er the reft, 

And itand, like Adam, naming every beaft, 

Were weary work ; nor will the Mufe defcribe 

A Mlimy-born and fan-hegotten tribe ; 

Who, far from fteeples and their facred found, 

In fields their fullen conventicles found, 

‘Thefe grofs, half-animated, lunips I leave ; 

Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceive, 

But, if they think at all, 'tisfure no higher 

‘Than matter, put in motion, may afpire : 

Souls that can fcarce ferment their mafsof clay: 

So drofly, fo-divifible are they, i 

As would but ferve pure bodies for allay : 

Such fouls as thards produce, fuch beetle things 

As only buz to heaven with evening wings; 

Strike in the dark, offending but by chance, 

Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 

‘They know not beings, and but hate a name ; 

To them the Hind and Panther are the fame. 
‘The Panther, fure the nobleft, next the Hind, 

And faireft ercature of the fpotted kind ; 

Oh, could her in-born flains be wath’d away, 

She were too good to be a beaft of prey ! 

How can I praife, or blame, and not offend, 

Or how divide the frailty from the friend ; 

Her faults and virtues lie fo mix’d, that fhe 

Nor wholly ftands condemn'd, nor wholly free* 

‘Then, like her injur’d lion, let me fpeak ? 

He cannot bend her, and he would not break, 

Unkind already, and eftrang’d in pare, 

‘The wolf begius to fhare her wandering heart, 

‘Thoogh unpolluted yet with actual ill, 

She half commits who fins but in her will. 

Tf, as our dreaming Platonifts report, 

‘There could be fpirits of a middle fort, 

‘Too black for heaven, and yet too white for hell, 

Who juft dropt half way down, nor lower fell; 

So pois'd, fo gently the defcends from high, 

Te feems a foft difmiffion from the fky. 

Her houfe not ancient, whatfoc’er pretence 

Her clergy heralds make in her defence. 

A fecond century not hal‘=way run, 

Since the new honours of her blood begun. 

A lion old, obfcene, and furious made 

By luft, comprefs'd her mother in a thade; 

‘Then, by a lelt-hand marriage, weds the dame, 

Covering adultery witha fpecious name : 

So fchifm begot; and facrilege and fhe, 

A well-match'd pair, got gracelefs herely. 

God's and king’s rebcls have the fame good caule, 

‘To trample down divine and human laws : 

Both would be call'd reformers, and their hate 

Alike deftruétive both to church and itate : 

‘The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawieds my 





By luxury reform'd incontinence ; 
By ruins, charity ; by riots, abftinence. 
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Confeffions, fafts, and penance fet afide ; 

Oh with what cafe we follow fuch a guide, 

Where fouls are ftarv'd, and fenfes pratify’d ! 

Wheremarriage pleafuresmidnight prayer fupply, 

And matcin bells, a melancholy cry, : 

Are tun’d to merrier notes, inereafe and multiply. 

Religion fhews a rofy-colour’d face; 

Not batter’d out with drudging works of grace ¢ 

A down-hill reformation rolls apace. : 

What fleth and blood would crowd the nitro’ 
gate, [ware ? 

Or, till they waite their pamper’d paunches 

All would be happy at the cheapeft rate, 4 

Though our lean faith thefe rigid laws hes 

given, 

The full-fed Muffalman goes fat to heaven; 

For his Arabian prophet with delights 

Of fenfe allur’d his eaftern profelytes. 

‘The jolly Luther, reading him, began 

T” interpret Scriptures by his Alcoran; 

‘To grub the thorns beneath our tender fect, 

And make the paths of Paradife more fweet : 

Bethought him of a wife ere half way gone, 

For "twas uneafy traveling alone ; 

And, in this mafquerade of mirth and love, 

Miftook the blifs of heaven for bacchanals above. 

Sure he prefum’d of praife, who came to flock 

Th’ etherial paftures with fo fair a flock 

Burnifh'd, and battening on their food, to fhow 

Their diligence of careful herds below. 

Our Panther, though like thefe the chang’d her 

head, 

Yet as the miftrefs of a monarch’s bed, 

Her front ereét with majefty the bore, 

The crofier wielded, and the mitre wore. 

Her upper part of decent difcipline 

Shew’d affectation of an ancient line ; 

And fathers, councils, church and church’s head, 

Were on her reverend phylacteries read. 

But what difgrac’d and difavow’d the reft, 

Was Calvin’s brand, that ftigmatiz’d the beat, 

Thus, like a creature of a double kind, 

In hee own labryath the lives confiu'd. 

To foreign tands no found of her is come, 

Humbly content to be defpis’d at home. 

Such is her faith, where good tannot be had, 

At leaft fhe leaves the refufe of the bad: 

Nice in her choice of ill, though not cf beft, 

And leaft deform’d, becaufe deform’d the leaft. 

In doubtful points betwixe her differistfriends, 

Where one for fubftance, ore for fign contends, 

Their contradidting terms fhe ftrives to join; 

Sign fhall be fubftance, fubftance fhall be fign. 

A real prefence all her fon’s allow, 

And yet ’tis flat idolatry to bow, 

Becaufe the Godhead’s there they know not 
how. 

Her novices are taught, that bread and wine 

Are but the vifible and outward fign, ¢ 

Receiv'd by thofe who in communion join. 

But th’ inward grace, or the thing fignify’d, 

His blood and body, who to fave us dy'd; 

‘The faithful this thing fignify'd receive : 

What is’t thofe faithful then partake or leave? - 
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For what is fignify’d and underftood, 
Is, by her own confeffion, fleth and blood. 
‘Then, by the fame acknowledgement, we know 
‘They take the fign, and take the fubftance too, 
The literal fenfe is hard to fleth and blood. 
But nonfenfe never can be underftood. 

Her wild belief on every wave is toft ; 
But fure no church can better morals boatt. 
‘Trne to her king her principles are found; 
Oh ehayher practice were but half fo found ! 
Stedfaft in various turns of ftate fhe ftood, 
And feal’d her vow’d-affection with her blood : 
Nor will { meanly tax her conftancy, 
‘That intereft or obligement made the tye. i 
Bound to the fate of murder’d monarchy, 
Before the founding ax {o falls the vine, 
‘Whofe tender Lranches round the poplar twine, 
She chofe her ruin, and refign’d her life, 
in death undaunted as an Indian wife 
A rare example! but fome fouls we fee 
Grow hard, and ftiffen with adverfity : 
Yet thefe by fortune’s favours are undone ; 
Refolv'd into a bafer form they run, ; 
And bore the wind, but cannot bear the funy 
Let this be nature’s frailty, or her fate, 
Or Hprimis counfel, her new-chofen mate ; 
Still he’s the faireft of the falles crew, 
No mother more indulgent but the true. 

Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try, 
Becaufe fhe wants innate authority ; 
For how can fhe conftrain them to obey, 
Who has herfelf caft off the lawful fway ? 
Rebellion equals al!; and thofe who toil 
In common theft, will fhare the common fpoil, 
Let her produce the title and the right 
Againft her old fuperiors firft to fight ; 
If the reform by text, ev'n that ’s as plain 
For her own rebels to reform again. 
As long as words a different fenfe will bear, 
And each may be his own interpreter, 
Our airy faith will no foundation find : 

- The word’s a weathercock for every wind : 
‘The bear, the fox, the wolf, by turns prevail 5 
The moft in power fupplies the prefent gale. 
"The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 
‘To church and councils, whom the firft betray’d; 
No help from fathers or tradition’s train : 
‘Thofe ancient guides fhe taught us to difdain, 
And by that fcripture, which the once abus’d 
‘To reformation, ftands herfelf accus‘d. 

‘What bills for breach of laws can the prefer, 
Expounding which fhe owns herfelf may err; 
‘And, after all her winding ways are try’d, + 
¥f doubts arife, the flips herfelf afide, ‘ 
And leaves the private confcience for the guide. 
if then that confcience fet th’ offender free, 

It bars her claim to church authority. 

How can the cenfure, or what crime pretend, 
But fcripture may be conftrued to defend ? 
Ev’n thole, whom for rebellion the tranfmits 
‘To civil power, her dodtrine firft acquits; 
Becaufe no difobedience can eniue, 

Where no fabmiffion to a judge is due; 

Each judging for himfelf by her confent, 
‘Whom thus abfolv’d the fends to punifhment. 
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Suppofe the magiftrate revenge her caufe, 
‘Tis only for tranfgreffing human laws. 
How anfwering to its end a church is made, 
Whofe pewer is but to connfel and petfuade ! 
O folid rock, on which fecure the ftands! 
Eternal houfe not built with mortal hands! 
O fure defence againft th’ infernal gate, 

A patent during pleafure of the ftate! 

‘Thus is the Panther neither low’d-nor fear’d, 
A mere mock queen of a divided herd; - 
Whom foon by lawful power the might controul, 
Herfelf a part fubmitted ta the whole. 

Then, as the moon who firft receives the light 


toy 


| By which fhe makes:our nether regions bright, 


So might fhe fhine, reflecting from afar 

The rays the borrow’d from a better ftar ; 

Big with the beams which from her mother flow, 

And reigning o’er the rifing tides below : 

Now, mixing with a favage crowd, the goes, 

And meanly flatters her inveterate foes, 

Rul’d white the rules, and lofing every hour 

Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 

One evening, while the cooler thade the fought, 

Revolving many a melancholy thought, 

Alone fhe walk’d, and look'd around in vain, 

With rueful vifage, for her vanith’d train : 

None of her fylvan fubjects made their court ; 

Levées and couchées pafs’d without refort. 

So hardly can efurpers manage well 

Thofe whom they firft inftru¢ted to rebel. 

More liberty begets defire of more ; 

The hunger ftill increafes with the ftore. 

Without refped they brufh’d along the wood 

Each in his clan, and, fill'd with loothfome 
food, 

Akk'd no permiffion to the neighbouring flood. 

The Panther, full of inward dilcontent, 

Since they would go, before them wifely went; 

Supplying want of power by drinking firft, 

As if fhe gave them leave to quench their thirft. 

Among the reft, the Hind, with fearful face, 

Beheld from far the common watering-place, 

Nor durft approach ; till with an awful roar 

The fovereign lion bad her fear no more. 

Encourag’d thus the brought her younglings 
nigh, , 

Watching the motions of her patron's cye, 

And drank a fober draught; the reft amaz'd 

Stood mutely ftill, and on the ftranger gaz'd ; 

Survey’d her part by part, and fought to find 

The ten-horn’d monfter in the harmlefs Hind, ¢ 

Such as the Wolf and Panther had defign’d. 

They thought at firft they dream'd; for ‘twas 
offence 

With them, to queftion certitude of fenfe, 

Their guide in faith: but nearer when they 
drew, 

And had the faultlefs obje¢ full in view, 

Lord, how they all admir’d her heavenly hue! 

Some, who before her fellowship difdain’d, 

Scarce, and but fearce, from in-born rage re~ 
ftrain'd, 

Now frifk'd about her, and old kindred feign’d. 

Whether for love or intereft, every fect 

Of all the favage nation fhew’d refpect. 
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The viceroy Panther could not awe the herd ; 
The more the company, the lefs they fear’d. 
‘The furly Wolf with fecret envy burft, 
Yet could not bowl; the Hiud had feen him 
firf + 

But what he durft not {peak, the Panther durft, 

For when the herd, fuffie’d, did late repair 
‘To ferney heaths, and to their forest lare, 
She made a mannerly excufe to ftay, 
Proffering the Hind to wait her half the way: 
That, fince the iky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 
‘With much good-will the motion was embrac’d. 
‘To chat a while on theic adventures pafs'd ; 

& 
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Nor had the grateful Hind fo foon forgot 

Her friend and fellow-fufferer in the plot. 

Yet wondering how of late fhe grew eftrang’d, 

Her forehead cloudy, and her countenance chang’d, 

She thought this hour th’ occafion would prefent 

To learn her fecret caufe of difcontent, 

Which, well the hop’d, might be with cafe re- 
drefs'd, 

Confidering her a well-bred civil beaft, 

And more a gentlewoman than the reft. 2, 

After fome common talk what rumours ran,” 

The lady of the fpptted muff began. 
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Dan, faid the Panther, times are mended well, 
Since Jate among the Philiftines you fell. 
The toils were pitch’d, a fpacious tra& of ground 
‘With expert huntfmen was encompafs’d round ; 
‘Th’ inclofure narrow’d; the fagacious power 
Of hounds and death drew nearer every hoor. 
Tis true, the younger lion fcap’d the fnare, 
But all your’prieftly calves lay ftruggling there; 
As facrifices on their altars inid ; 
While you their careful mother wifely fled, { 
Nor trufting deftiny to fave your head. 
For whate’er promiles you have apply’d 
Yo your unfailing church, the furer fide ‘ 
Is four fair legs in danger to provide. 
And whate'er tales of Peter's chair you tell, 
Yet, faving reverence of the miracle, 
‘The better luck wae yours to {cape fo well. 

As [ remember, faid the fober Hind, - 
‘Thofe toils were for you: own dear felf defign’d, 
As well as me; and with the felf-fame throw, 
To catch the quarry and the vermin roo, ; 
“Forgive the flanderous tongues that call’d you fo, 
Howe’cr you take it now, the common cry 
‘Then ran you down for your rank loyalty, 
Befides, in Popery they thought you nurft, 
As evil tongues will ever fpeak the worft, 
Becaufe fome forms, and ceremonies fome 
You kept, and ftood in the main queftion dumb. 
Dumb you were bern indeed ; but thinking Iong 
The teft it feems at laft has loos’d your tongue. 
And to explain what your forefathers meant, 
By real prefence ia the facrament, 
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After long fencing pufh’d egaing a wall. 
Your falvo comes, that he’s not there at at all: 
There chang’ your faith, and what may change. 
fall. 
Who can in believe what varies every day, 
Nor ever was, nor will be, at a ftay? 
Togtures may force the tongue untruths to tell, 
And f ne'er own’d myfelf infallible, 
Reply’d the Parther: grant fuch prefence were, 
Yet in your fenfe t never own’d it there. 
A real virtue we by faith receive, 
And that we in the facrament believe. 
Then faid the Hind, as you the matter fate, 
No: only Fefuitscan equivocate 5 
For real, as you now the word expound,- 
From folid fabftance dwindies to a found. 


{ Methinks an AEfop’s fable you repeat ; 


‘You know who took the fhadow for the meat: 
Your church’s fubftance thus you change at willy 


, And yet retain your former figure fill. 


T freely grant you fpoke to fave your life; 
For then you lay beneath the butcher's knife. 
Long time you fought, redoubled battery bore, 
But, after all, againft yourfelf you fwore ; 
Your former felf: for every hour your form 
Is chopp’d and chang’d, like winds before a ftorm, 
‘Thus f ar and intereft will prevail with fome; 
For ail have not the gift of martyrdom. 

‘The Panther grinn’d at this, and thus reply’d: 
‘That men may err was never yet deny’d. 
But, if that common principle b= true, 
The cannon, came, is feveil’d full at you, 
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But, fhunning long difputes, I fain would fee 
That wondrous wight Infallibiliry. 
Is he from heaven, this mighty champion, come : 
Or lodg’d below in fubterranean Rome? 
Firft, feat him fsmewhere, and derive his race, 
Or elfe conclude that nothing has no place. 
Suppofe, though I difown it, faid the Hind, 
‘The certain manfion were not yet aflign’d : 
‘The doubtfpl refidence nv proof can bring 
Sgrintt the plain exiftence of the thing. 
Becacfe philofophers may difagree, 
Y fight emiffion or reception be, 
Shall it be thence infere’d, I do not fee? . 
But you require an anfwer politive, 
Which yet, when I demand, you dare not give ; 
For fallacies in univer als live. 
I then affirm that this unfailing guide 
¥n pope and general councils nvuft refide ; 
But lawful, both combin’d: what one decrees } 
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By numerous votes, the other ratifies : 
On this undoubted "fenfe the church relies. 
’Tis truc, fome doétors in a fcantier fpace. 
I mean, in each apart, contract the place. 
Some, who to greater length extend the line. 
‘The church’s after acceptation join. 
This Jaft circumference appeats too wide ; 
‘The church diffus'd is by the council ty’d; 
As members, by their reprefentatives 
Oblig’d to laws, which prince and fenate gives. 
‘Thus, fome contract, and fome enlarge the 
fpace : 
Jn pope and council who denies the place, 
Allifted from above with God’s unfailing grace?. 
Thofe canons all the needful points contain ; 
‘Their fenfe fo obvious, and their words fo plain, 
“that no difputes about the doubtful text 
Have hitherto the labouring world perplex’d. 
¥f any Should in after tianes 3 appear, 
. New councils muft be call’d, to makgythe mean- 
ing cleac: 
Becavfe in them the power fapreme refides ; 
And alf the promifes are to the guides. 
‘This may be taught with found and fafe defence: 
But mark how fandy is your own pretence, 
Who, fetting councils, pape, and church afide, 
Are every man his own prefuming guide. 
"The faced books, you fay, are full and plain, 
And every needful point of truth contain : 
All who can read interpreters may be: 
Thus, though your feveral churches difagree, 
Yet every faint has to himfelf alone 
«The fecret of this philofophic ftonc. 
Thefe principles your jarring fects unite, 
When differing dodtors and difciples fight. 
Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs, 
Have made a hattle-royal of beliefs; 
Or Sike wild horfes feveral ways have whirl’d 
The tortur’d text ahout the Chriftian world; 
Zach Jehu lafhing on with furious force, 
‘That Turk or Jew could not have us’d it worfe; 
No matter what diflenfion leaders make, 
‘Where every private man may fave a ftake : 
Rub'd by the {cripture and his own advice, 
Fach has a blind bye-path in Pacadife ; 





OF DRYDEN. 


Where, driving in a circle flow or fait, 

Oppofing fe&s are fure to meet at laft. 

A wondrous charity you have in ftore 

For all reform’d to pafs the narrew door : ‘ 
So much, that Mahomer had fcarcely more. 

For he, kind prophet, was for damning none ; 
But Chrift and Moles were to fave their own: 
Himfelf was to fecure his chofen race, 

‘Though reafon good for Turks to take “he place, 
And he allow’d to be the better man, 

In virtue of his holier Alcoran. 

True, faid the Panther, 1 fhall ne’er deny 
My brethren may be fav’d as well as I: 
Though Huguenots condemn our ordination, - 
Succeffion, minifterial vocation ¢ 
And Luther, more miftaking what he read, 
Misjoins the facred body with the bread: 

Yet, lady, ftill remember I maintain, 
The word in needful points is only plain. 

Needlefs, or needful, I not now contend, 

For ftill you have a lnop-hole for a friend; 
(Rejoin’d the matron); but the rule you lay 
Has ted whole flocks, and leads them ftill aa, 
In weighty points, and full damnation’s way. 
For did not Arius firft, Socinus now, 

The Son’s eternal Godhead difavow ? 

And did not thefe by gofpel texts alone 
Condemn our doétrine, and maintain their own ? 
Have not all heretics the fame pretence 

‘To plead the fcriptures in their own defence ? 
How did the Nicene council then decide 

That ftrong debate ? was it by fcripture try‘d? 
No, fure; to that the rebel would not yield ; 
Squadrons of textshe marfhall’d in the ficld : 
That was but civil war, anequal fet, 

Where piles with piles, and eagles eagles met, 
‘With texts point-blank and plain he fac’d the foe, 
And-did not Satan tempt our Saviour fo } 

The good old bifhops took a fimpler way ; 

Each afk’d but what he heard his father fay, 

Or how he was inftruéted in his youth, 

And by tradition’s force upheld the truth. 

The Panther {mil’d gt this; and when, faid fhe, 
Were thofe firft councils difallow’d by me ? 

Or where did I at fure tradition ftrike, 
Provided ftill it were apoftolic? 

Friend, faid the Hind, you quit your former 

ground, 
Where all your faith you did on {cripture found : 
Now ’tis tradition join’d with holy writ ; 
But thus your memory betrays your wit. 

No, faid the Panther ; for in that € view, 
When your tradition’s forg’d, and when ’tis true. 
I fet them by the rule, and, as they fquare, 

Or deviate from undoubted doGrine there, 
This oral fi€tion, that old faith declare. 
(Hind.) The council fteer’d, it feems, a differ- 
ent courfe; 
They tey'd the {cripture by tradition’s force : 
But you tradition by the feripture try ; 
Purfued by fects, from this to that you fly, ‘ 
Nor dare on onc foundation to rely. 
"The world is then depos'd, and in this view, 
You rule the fcripture, not the feripture you, 
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‘Thus faid the dame, and, {miling, thus purfu’d : 
1 fee, tradition then is difallow’d, 

‘When not evine'd by feripture to be true, 
>And {cripture, as interpreted by you. 

But here you tread upon unfaithful ground; 
Unlefs you could infallibly expound : 

Which you rejeét as odious popery, 


* And throw that doétrine back with feorn on me. 


Suppofe-we on things traditive divide, 

And Scch appeal to {cripture to decide ; 

By various texts we both uphold our claim, 
Nay, often, ground our titles on the fame,, 
After long labour loft, and time’s expence, 
Both grant the words, and quarrel for the fenfe, 
‘Thus all difputes for ever muft depend ; 

For no dumb rule can controverfies end. 

‘Thus, when you faid, Tradition mutt be try’d 
By facred writ, whole fenfe yourfelves decide, 
You faid no more, but that yourfelves muft be 
‘The judges of the f{cripture femfe, not me. 
Againft our church-tradition you declare, 

And yet your clerks would fit in Mofes’ chair : 
-At leat ’tis prov’d againft your argument, 
‘The rule is far from plain, where all diffent. 

If not by dcriptares, how can we be fure 
Reply’d the Panther, what tradition’s pure ? 

For you may palm upon us new for old: 
All, as they fay, that glitters is not gold. 

How but by following her, reply’d the dame, 
To whom deriv’d from fire to fon they came ; 
‘Where every age does on another move, 

And trafts no farther than the-next above, 
Where all the rounds like Jacob’s ladder rife, 
‘The loweft hid in earth, the topmoft in the tkies. 

Sternly the favage did her anfwer mark, 
Her glowing eye-balls glittering in the dark, 
And faid but this: Since lucre was your trade, 
Succeeding times fuch dreadful gaps have made, 
*Yis dangerous climbing : To your fons und you 
J leave the ladder, and its omen too. 

(Hind.) The Panther’s breath was ever fam’d 

for tweet ; 
But from the Wolf fuch withes oft I meet : 
You learn’d this language from the blatant beatt, 
Or rather did not {peak, but were poffeis’d. 
As for your anfwer, ’tis but barely urg’d: 
You mutt evince tradition to be forg’d ; 
Produce plain proots; unblemith’d authors ufe 
As ancient as thofe ages they accufe; 
Till when ‘tis not fufficient to defame : 
An old poffeffion ftands, till elder quics the claim. 
Then for our intereft, which is nam’d alone 
‘To load with envy, we retort your own. 
For when traditions in your faces fly, 
Refolving not to yield, you mufk decry. 
As when the caufe goes hard, the guilty man 
Excepts, and thins his jury all he can; 
So when you ftand of other aid bereft, 
You to the twelve apoftles would be left, 
Your friend the Wolf did with more craft pro- 
vide 

To fet thofe toys traditions quite afide ; 
And fathers too, unlefs when, reafon {pent, 
He cites them but fometimes for ornament. 
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But, madam Panther, you, though more fincere, 

Are not fo wife as your adulterers 

The private fpirit is a better blind, 

Than all the dodging tricks your authors find. 

For they, who left the feripture to the crowd. ; 

Each for his own peculiar judge allow'’ds; 

The way to pleafe them was to make them 
proud. 

‘Thus with full fails they upon the thelf; 

Who could fafpeét a cozenage from himfelf? 

On his own reafon fafer ’tis to ftand, 

Than be deceiv’d and damn’d at fecond hand. ; 

But you, who fathers and traditions take, , 

And garble fome, and fume you quite forfake, 

Pretending church-authority to fix, 

Aud yet fome grains of private fpivit mix, 

Are like a myle made up of differing feed, 

And that’s the reafon why you never breed; 

At leaft not propogate your kind abroad, 

For home diffenters are by ftatutes aw’d. 

And yet they grow upon you every day, 

While you, to {peak the bet, are at a ftay, 

For fects, that are extremes, abhor a middle 


Or mollify a mad brain’d fenate’s mood : 

Of all expedients never one was good. 

Well may they argue, nor can you deny, 

If we muft fix on church authority, 

Beit on the beit, the fountain, not the flood; 

Vhat. mutt be better fill, if this be good. 

Shafl fhe command who has herfelf rebell'd ?. 

Is autichrift by antichrift expell’d ? 

Did we a lawful tyranny difplace, 

To fet aloft a baftard of the race? 

Why all thefe wars to win the book, if we 

Mutt not interpret for ourfelves, but fhe ? 

Either be wholly flaves or wholly free, 

For purgigg fires traditions mutt not fight’; 

But they’ prove epifcopacy’s right. 

‘Thus thofe led harfes are. from fervice freed; 

You never mount them but in time of need. 

Like mercenaries, hir’d for home defence, 

They will not ferve againft their native prince. 

Agaia& domeic foes of hierarchy. 

‘Thefe are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly ; 

But, when they fee their countrymen at hand, 

Marching againft them under church coni- 
mand, 

Straight they forfake their colours, and difband. 

‘Thus fhe, ror could the Panther well enlarge ” 
With weak defence againft fo ftrong a charge 5 
Bat faid: For what did Chriit his word pro- 

vide, 
Tf ftill his church muft want a living guide? 
And if all-faving doctrines are not there, 
Or facred penmen could not make them clear, 
From after ages who fhould hope in vain 
For truths, which men infpir’d could not ex- 
plain. 

Before the word was written, faid the Hind, 
Onr Saviour preach’d his faith to human kind : 
From his apeltles the firft age receiv’d 
Eternal truth, and what they taught believ’d. 


way. 
Like tricks of ftate, to ftup a raging flood, f 
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Thus by tradition faith was planted firft ; 

iSucceeding flocks fucceeding pattors ners'd, 

‘This was the.way our wife Redeemer ehofe, * 

UWho fure could.all things for the bet .dif-{ 5 
ofe 7 

“Lo fence his fold from their encroaching foes, 

Mele could have writ himfelf, but well forefaw 


| “Th event would be like that of Motes’ law; 


‘Some difference would arife, fome doubts remain 

Like thofe which yet the jarring Jews maintain. 

No written laws can be fo plain, fo pure, 

But wit may glofs, and malice may obfcure; 

Not thofe indited by his firft command, 

A prophet grav'd the text, an angel held his hand. 

Thus faith was, e’er the written word appear’d, 

And mew believ’d not what they read but heard, 

Bat fince th’ apoftles could not be confin’d 

"To thefe, or thofe, but feverally defign’d 

‘Their large commiflion round the world to blow; 

To fpread their faith, they {pread their JaSours 
too. 

“Vet ftill their abfent flock their pains did fhare; 

“They hearken’d ftill;. for love produces care. 


- And as miftakes arofe or difcords fell, 


+ Or bold feducers taught them to rebel, 
‘As charity grew cold, or faction hot, 

t Or long neglect their leffons had forgot, 
For all their wants they wifely did provide, 
And preaching by epiftles was fupply’d:: 

So great phyficians cannot all attend, 


But fome they vifit, and to fome they fend.": 
Yet alt thofe letters were not writ to all; 
Nor firft intended but oceafional, 
Their abfent fermons; nor if they contain 
All needful doctrines, are thofe doctrines plain. 
Clearnefs by frequent preaching muft be wrought; 
‘They writ but feldem, but they daily taught. 
« And what one faint has faid of holy Paul, 
“ He‘darkly. writ,” is true apply’d twall, 
For this obfcurity’could heaven pro 
More prudently than by a living guide, 
As doubts arofe, the difference to decide? 
A guide was therefore needful, therefore made ; 
And, if appointed, fure to be obey’d 
‘Thus, with due reverence to th’ apoftles’ writ, 
By which my fons are taught, to which fubmit ; 
3 think, thofe truths, their facred works contain, 
‘The church alone can certainly explain; 
‘That following ages, leaning on the paft, 
May reft upon the primitive at laft. 
Nor would J thence the word no rule infer, 
But none withcut the church-interpreter, 
- Becaufe, as I have urg’d before, ‘tis mute, 
And is itfelf the fubje@ of difpute. 
But. what th’ apofties their feccetlors taught, 
‘They to the text, from them to us is brought,: 
‘Th? undoubted fenfe which is in feripture 
fought, = 


( 


_ «From: hence the church is arm'd, when errors rife, 


‘To fia p their entrance, and prevent furprife ; 

And, fi fe entrench’d. within, her-foes without 
defies. 

By theft «all feltering fores her councils heal, 

Which w ‘me or has difclos’d, or fhall reveal; 

For difeg id cannot end without a lst apyeal. 


5 


{ Nor can a council national decide, 4 
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Bat with fabordination to her guide 
(I with the caufe were on that iffue try’d.) 
Much lefs the f{eripture; for fuppofe debate 
Betwixt pretenders to.a fair eftate, 
Bequeath’d by fome legator’s lat intent ; 
(Such is our dying Savioar’s teftament ;) 
‘The will is prov’d, is open'd, and is readj | 
The doubtful heirs their differing ti‘les plead : 
All vouch the words thcir intereft to maiftain, 
And each pretends by thofe his caufc is plain. 
Shalj,then the Teftament award the right ? 
No, that’s the Hungary for which they fight ; 
The field of battle, fubjeé&t of debate; + 
The thing contended for, the fair eftate. 
The fenfe is intricate, 'tis only clear. 
What vowels and what confonants are there. 
Therefore ’tis plain, its meaning muft betry’d 
Before fome judge appointed to decide. 

Suppofe, the fair apoftate faid, I grant, 





The faithful flock fome living guide thould want, 
This mighty Mofes of the chofen crew. 
The dame, who fa her fainting foe retir’ 


Your grguments an endlefs chafe purfue ; ; 
With force renew’d, to victory afpir’d ; 


Produce this vaunted leader 10 our view, 
And, looking upward to her. kindred -fky, ' 





As once our Saviour own’d his Deity, . 
Pronounc’d his words—* fhe whom. you feck 
am I.” 


Nor lefe amaz’d this voice the Panther heard,’ 

‘Than. were thofe Jews to hear a God declar’d. 

‘Then thus the matron modeftly renew'd : 

Let all your prophets and their {e@s be view'd, 

And fee to which of them yourfelves think fit 

‘The corduct of your confcience to fubmit : 

Fach profelyte would vote his doctor beft, © 

With abfolute exciufion to the reft : : 

Thus.would your Polifh diet difagree, 

And end, as it began, in anarchy : 

Yourfelf the faireft for election ftand, 

Becaufe you feem crown-general of the land: 

But foon againft your fuperflitious lawn 

Some prefbyterian fabre would be drawn : - 

In your eftablifh'd laws of. fovereignty 

The reft fome fundamental flaw would fee 

And call rebellion gofpel-liberty. 

‘The church-decrees your articles. require 

Submiflion mollify’d, if not entire, 

Homage deny’d, to cenfures you procecd 5 

But when Curtana will not do the decd; 

You lay that pointlefs clergy weapon by, 

And to the laws, your fword of juftice, fly. 

Now this your feéts the more unkindly take, 

Thofe prying varlets hit the blots you make, 

Becaufe fome ancient friends of. yours declare, 

Your only rule of faith the fcriptures are, 

Interpreted by meu of judgment fourd, 

Which. every. fe wili for themfelves-expound ; 

Nor think lefs reverence totheir doctors due 

For found interpretation, than to you. 

lf then, by able heads, are underftood 

Your brother prophets, who reform’d abroad ; 

Thofe able heads expound a wifer way, 

‘That their own fhecp their fhepherd fhould obe 
. 
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But if you mean yourfelves are only found, 
That dottine turns the reformation round, 
And all the reft are falfe reformers found ; 

- Becaufe in fundry points you fand aloue, 

~ Noe in cémmunion join’d with any one; i 
And therefore mug be all the church or none, 
‘Then, til yqu have agreed whofe judge is beft, 
Againft this fore’d fubmiffion they protelt : 

~ While found and found a different fenfe explains, 
Be fry at bardhead till they break their brains; 
aa rom their chairseach other’s force defy, 
While unregarded thanders vainly fly. 
I pafs the reft, becanfe your church alone 
Of all ufurpers bef could fill the throne. 
But neither you, nor any fect befide, : 





For this high office can be qualify’d, 

With neceflary gifts requir’d in fuch a guide. 

For that, which mutt direct the whole, muft be 

Bound in onc bond of faith and unity; 

But all your feverat churches difagree, 

‘The confobftantiating church and pricft 

Refufe communion to the Calvini(t : 

‘The French reform’d from preaching you re- 
ftrain, 

Becaufe you judge their ordination vain : 

And fo they judge of yours, but donors muft or- 
dain. 

In thort, in doGrine, or in difcipline, 

Not one reform’d can with another join : 

But all from.each, as from damnation, fly 5 

No. union they pretend, but in Non-popery : 

Nor, fhould their members in a fynod meet, 

Could any church prefume to mount the feat, 

Above the reft, their difcords to decide ; 

None would obey, but each would be the guide: 

And face to face diffenfions would increafe : 

For only diftance now preferves the peace. 

All in their turns accurfers, and accus’d : 

Babel was never half fo much confus’d. 

What one can plead, the reft can plead as well ; 

For amongft equals lies no laft appeal, ; 

And all confefs themfelves are fallible. 

Now fince you grant fome neceffary guide, 

All who can err are joftly laid afide : 

Becaufe a truft fo facred te confer 

Shews want of fuch a fure intrepreter; ‘ 

And how can he be needful who can err? 

‘Then granting that unerring guide we want, 

‘That fach there is you ftand oblig’d to grant ; 

Qur Saviour elfe were wanting , to fupply 

Our needs, and obviate that neceffity. 

It then remains, that church can only be 

To guide, which owns unfailing certainty ; 

Or elfe you flip your hold, and change your fide, 

Relapfing from a neceffary guide. 

But this annex’d condition of the crown, 

Immunity from errors, you difown ; 

Here then you fhrink, and lay your weak pre 
tenfions down. 

For petty royalties you raife debate ; 

But this unfailing univerfal ftate (og $ 

You fhun; nor dare fucceed to fach a glorious 

And for that caufe thofe promiles deteft, 

With which our Saviour did his chursh invel 5 

Vou. Vi, 
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But ftrive t’ evade, and fear to find them true, 

As confcious they were never meant to you: 

All which the siother church afferts her own, 

And with unrival'd claim afends the tlirone. 

So when of old th’ almighty father fate 

In council, to redeem our fuin’d ftare, 

Millions of millions at a diftance round, 

Silent the facred confiftery crown’d, 

To hear what mercy, mixt with joftice, could 
propound : 

All prompt with eager pity, to:-fulfil 

The full extent of their Creator's will. 

But when the ftern conditions were declar'd, 

‘A mournful whifper through the hoft was heardy. 

And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung dows 

Submiffively declin’d the ponderous profier'd 
crown, 

‘Then, not till then, th’ eternal Son from high 

Rofe in the ftreagth of all the Deity ; 

Stood forth ¢’ accept the.terms, and underwent 

A weight which all the frame of heaven had 


bent, 
Nor he himéelf could bear, but as Omnipotent. 
Now, to remove the leaft remaining doubt. 
That ev’n the blear-ey’d fects may find her ovt, 
Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, 
What from his wardrob’d her belov'd allows 
To deck the wedding-day of his unfpottec 
fpoufe, 
Behold what marks of majefty the brings ;} 
Richer than ancient heirs of eaftern kings; 
Her right hand holds the fceptre and the keys, 
To fhew whom fhe commands, and who obeys: 
With thefe to bind, or fet the finner free, 
With that to affert fpiritual loyalty. 
One in herfelf, not rent by fchifm, but found, 
Entire, one folid thining diamond ; 
Not fparkles fhatter’d into fects like you + 
One is the church, and mnft be to be true; 
One cegtral principal of unity, 
As unftvided, fo from errors free, 
As one in faith, fo ong in fanctity. 
Thus the, and none but the, th’ infulting tage 
Of heretics oppos'd from age to age ; 

Still when the giant-brood invades her throne, 
She ftobps from heaven, and meets them half 
way down, ae 
And with paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 

But like Egyptian forcerers you ftand, 

And vainly lift aloft your magic wand, 

To {weep away the {warms of vermin from the 
land: 

You could like them, with like infernal force, 

Produce the plague, but not arreft the courfe. 

But when the boils and blotches, with difgrace 

And public feandal, fat upon the face, 

Themfelves attack’d, the Magi ftrove no fitore, 

‘They faw God's finger, and thcir fate deplore ;. 

Theives they could not cure of the difhoneft 
lore. 

Thus one, thus pere, behold her largely {pread, 

Like thé fair ocean from her rtiother-bed; 

From ealt to weft triumphantly the rides, 

All dhores are water’d by < wealthy tides, 


_’ The firft plantations of the gofpel’s youth ; 


"And we can point each period of the time, 


And thefe the miflioners our zal has made : 
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The gofpel-found, diffus'd from pole to poie, 
Where winds can carry, and where waves can roll, 
The felf-fame do@irine of the facred page i 
Convey'd to every clime, in every age. 

Here let my forrow give my {atire place, 
To raife new blufhes on my Britifh race 5 
Gur failing thips like comnion-fewers we ufe, 
And through our diftant colonies diffufes 
‘The draught of dungeons, and the ftench of 

flows. : 

‘Whom, when theif home-bred honefty is loft, 1 
We difembogue on fome far Indian coaft : 
‘Thieves, pandars, paillards, fins of every fort ; 
‘Thofe are the manufaGtures we export ; 


For, with my country’s pardon be it faid, 
Religion is the leaft of all ovr trade. 
Yet fome improve their tratiic more than we ; 
-For they on gain, their only god, rely, 
And fet a public price on piety. 
Induftrious of the needle and the chart, 
They ran full fail to their Japonian mart ; 
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame, 
Sell all of Chriftian to the very name ; 
Nor feave enough of that, to hide their nak- 
ed thame. 
‘Thus, of three marks, which in the creed we 
view, 
Not one of all can be apply'd to you + 
Much lefs the fourth; in vain, alas! you feck 
‘Th’ ambitious title of apoftolic : 
God-like defcent! ’tis well your blood can be 
Prov'd noble in the third or fourth degree : 
For all of ancient that you had before, 
(1 mean what ia not borrow’d from our ftore) 
‘Was error fulminated o'er and o’er ; 
‘Old herefies condemn’d in ages paft, 
By care and time recover’d from the blatt. 
Tis faid with eafe, bat never can be prov’d, 
‘The church her old foundations has remov'd, 
And built new doctrines on unftable fands : 
Judge that, ye winds and rains: you prov’d her, 
yet the ftands. 
‘Thofe ancient do@rines charg'd on her for new, 
Shew, when, and how, and from what hands they 
grew. 
‘We claim no power, when herefies grow bold, 
‘To coin new faith, but ftill declare the old. 
How elfe could that obfcene difeafe be purg’d, 
‘When controverted texts are vainly urg’d? 
To prove tradition new, there’s fomewhat more 
Requir'd, than faying, ‘twas not us’d before. 
‘Thole monumental arms are never flirr’d. 
"Till {chifm aud herefy call down Goliah’s fword. 
"Fhus, what you call corruptions, are, in truth, 


4 
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Old ftandard faith: but cafe your eyes again, 

And view thofe errors which new feéts maintain, 

Or which of old difturb’d the church’s peaceful 
reign 5 


‘When they began, and who begot the crime; 

Can calculate how long th’ eclipfe endur'd, 

‘Who interpos’d, what digits were obfcur’d, 
2° 
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Of all which are already pafs'd away, 
We know the rife, the progrefs, and deeay, 
Defpair at our foundations then to ftrike, 
Fill you can prove your faith apoftolic ; 
A limpid ftream drawn from the native fourceg 
Succeffion lawful in a lineal courfe. 
Prove any church, oppos’d to this our head, 
Se one, fo pure, fo unconfin’dly {pread, 
Under one chief of the fpiritual flate, 
The members al! combin'd, and all fubordiates 
Shew fuch a feamlefs coat, from fchifm fo free, 
{n no communion join’a with herefy. 
If iuch a one you find let truth prevail : 
‘Till when your weight: will in the balance fail : 
A church unprincipled kicks up the feale. 
But if you cannot think (nor fure you can 
Suppofe in God what were unjuft in man) 
‘That he, the fountain of eternal grace, 
Should fuffer falfchood, for fo long a fpace, 
‘To banith truth, and to ufurp her place : 
‘That feven fuccellive ages fhould be loft, 
Acd preach damnation at thew proper coft $ 
‘That all your erring anceftors thould die, 
Drown’d in th’ abyis of deep idolatry : 
If piety forbid fuch thoughts to rife, 
Awake, and open your unwilling eyes : 
God hath left nothing for each age undone, 
From this to that wherein he fent his Son + 
‘Then thivk but well of him, and haif your work 
is done. 
Sce Mow his church, adorn’d with every grace, 
With open arms, a kind forgiving face, 
Stands ready to prevent her long-loft fon’s em~ 
brace. 
Not more did Jofeph o’er his brethren weep, 
Nor lefs himfelf could from difcovery keep, 
When in the crowd of fuppliants they were 
feen, 
And in their. crew his beft-beloved Benjamin. 
That pious Jofeph in the church behold, 
‘Yo feed your famine, and refufe your gold ; 
The Jofeph you exil’d, the Jofeph whom you 
fold 
‘Thus, while with heavenly charity the fpoke, 
A fercaming blaze the filent thadows broke; 
Shat from the fkies; a cheerful mature Jight : 
The birds obfcene to forefts wing’d their flight, 
And graping graves receiv’d the wandering 
guilty (pright 
Such were the pleafing triumphs of the fky, 
For James's late necturnal vidtory ; 
The pledge of his almighty Parron’s love, 
‘The fireworks which his angels made above, 
I faw myfelf the lambent eafy light 
tild the brown horror, and éifpel the night : 
‘The meffenger with fpeed the tidings bore : 
News, which three labouring nations did re~ 
ftore 5 
But heaven’s own Nuntius was arriv’d before. 
By this, the Hind had reach’d her lonely cell, 
And vapours rofe, and dews unwholefome fell. 
When the, by frequeat obfervatien wife, 2 
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As one who'long on heaven had fix’d her eyes, 
Difcern’d a change of weather in the fkjes. 
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"The weftern borders were with crimfon fpread, 

The moon defcending look'd all-flaming red ; 

She thought good manners bound her to invite 

‘The ftranger dame to be her gueft that night. 

"Tis true, coarfe diet, and a fhort repaft, 

(She faid) were weak inducements to the tafte i 

Of one fo nicely bred, and fo unus’d to fait: 

But what plain fare her cottage could afford, 

_ A Warty welcome at a homely board, 

“Was freely her’s; and, to fupply the reft, 

An honeft meaning, and an open breaft : 

aft, with content of mind, the poor man’s 

wealth, 

A grace-cup to their common patron’s health. 

‘This fhe defir’d her to accept, and flay, 

For fear fhe might be wilder'd in her way, 

Becaufe fhe wanted an unerring guide, 

‘And then the dew-dreps on her filken hide 

Her tender conftitution did declare, 

Too lady-like a long fatigue they bear, 

And rough inclemencies of raw nocturnal air. 

But moft the fear’d that, travelling fo late, 

Some evil-minded beafts might lic in wait, 

And without witnefs wreak their hidden hate. 
The Panther, theugh fhe lent a liftening car, 

Had more of lion in her than te fear: 

‘Yet, wilely weighing, fince fhe had to deal 

‘With many foes, their numbers might prevail, 

Retusn'd her all the thanks the could afford : 

‘And took het friendly hoftefs at her word: 
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Who entering firft her lowly roof, a thed 

With hoary mofs, end winding ivy fpread, g 
Honeft enough to hidean humble hermit’s head, 
‘Thus graciotily befpoke her welcome gueft : 

Se might thefe walls, with your fair prefer “t 
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bleft, 

Become your dwelling-place of everlatting reft; 
Not for a night, or quick revolving year, 
Welcome an owner, not a fojourner. 
This peaceful feat myepoverty fecures 5 
War feldom enters but where wealth allures 3 
Nor yet defpife it; for this poor abode : 
Has oft receiv’d, and yet receives, a Gods 
A God vidtorious of a Stygian race 
Here laid his facred limbs, and fanétify’d the 

lace. . 
This fda retreat did mighty Pan contain + 2 
! 
i 





Be emulous of him, and pomp difdain, 

‘And dare not to debafe your foul to gain, 
“The filent ftranger ftood amaz’d to fee 

Contempt of wealth, and willful poverty : 

And, though ill habits are not foon controul’d; 

‘A while fufpended her defire of gold. 

But civilly drew in her fharpen’d paws, = + ~ 

Not violating hofpitable laws, t 

And pacify’d her tail, and lick'd her frothy jaws. ), 
The Hind did firft her country cates provide $ 

Then couch’d herfelf fecarcly by her fide, 
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PART 


Moen malice mingled with a little wit, 

Perhaps, may cenfure this myfterious writ 

Becaufe the Mufe has peopled Caledon 

With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beaft 
unknown, t 

As if we were not ftock’d with montters of 
our own. 

Let lop anfwer, who has fet to view 

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew ; 

And mother Hubbard, in her homely drefs, 

Has fharply blam’d a Britith Lionefs; 

‘That queen, whofe feaft the factious rabble keep. 

Expor’d obfcenely naked and afleep. 

Icd by thofe great examples, may not T 

‘The wanted organs of their words fupply ? 

If men tranfact like brutes, ‘tis equal then 

For brutes to claim the privilege of men, 

Others our Hind of folly will indite, 

‘Lo entertain a-dangerous gueft by night. 

Let thofe remember, that the cannot di 

Till rolling time is loft in round eternity 5 

Nor need fhe fear the Panther, though untam'd 

Becuufe the Lion's peace was now proclaim’d : 

‘The wary favage would not give offence, 

‘To forfeit the protgion of her prince; 

But watch’d the time her vengeance to complete, 

‘When all her furry fons in frequent fenate met. 

Manwhile fhe quench’d her fury at the flood, 

a\nd with a lenten fallad cool’d her blood. 

Their commons, though but cearle, were nothing 
feant, 

Nos{did their minds an equal banquet want. 
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Yor now the Hind, whofe noble natnre ftrove 

‘T? exprefs her plain fimplicity of love, 

Did all che honours of her houfe fo well, 

No tharp debates difturb’d the friendly meal. 

She turn’d the talk, avoiding that extreme, 

‘Yo common dangers pait, a fadly pleafiny themes 

Remembering every fturm which tols’d the 
ftate, 

‘When both were objects of the public hate, 

And dropt a tear betwixt for her own chil- 
dren’s fate. 

Nor fail’d fhe then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther {uffer’d for her fake : 
Her loft eftcem, her truth, her loyal care, 

Her faith unthaken to an exil'd heir, 

Her ftrength t endure, her conrage to defy; 

Her choife of honourable infamy. 

On thefe, prolizly thankful, the enlarg’d; 

Then with acknowledgment herfelf the charg’d; 

For friendthip, of itfelf an holy tie, 

Is made more facred by adverfity. (fy, 

Now fhouid they part, malicious tongues weuid 

They met like chance companions on the way, 

Whom mutual fear of robbers had poffeis’d ; 

While danger lafted, kindnefs was profefs’d ; 

But, that once o’er, the fhort-liv’d union ends: 

The road divides, and there divide the friends. 
The Panther nodded when her fpeech was 

done, 

And thank’d her coldly in a hollow tone: 

Bat fuid, her gratitude had gone too far 

For common offices of Chriftian care. 
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If co the lawful heir the had been true, 

She paid but Caefar what was Cafar’s due. 

1 might, fhe added, with like praife defcribe 

Your faffering fans, and fo return your bribe ; 

But incenfe from my hands is poorly priz’d ; 

For gifts are fcora’d where givers are deSpie’d. 

J ferv’d a turn, and then was calt away; 

You, like the gaudy fly, your wings difplay, 

Anddip the fweets, and bafk in your great pa- 
tron’s day. 

‘This heard, the matron was not flow to find 
What fort of malady had feiz’d her mind: 
Difdam, with gnawing envy, fell defpight, 
And canker’d majice, flood in open fight : 
Ambition, intereft, pride without controul, 
And jealoufy, the jaundice of the foul; 
Revenge, the bloody minifter of ill; 

With all the Jean tormentors of the will. 

*T was eafy now to guefs from whence arofe 
Her new-made union with her ancient foes, 
Her fore'd civilities, her faint embrace, 
Affected kindnefs with an alter’d face: 

Yet darft the not too deeply probe the wound, 
As hoping ftill the nobler parts were found : 
But {trove with anodynes t’ affwage the {mart, 
And mildly thus her medicine did impart. 

Complaints of lovers help to eafe their pain; 

Yt fhews a reft of kindnefs to complain ; 

A friendthip loth to quit its former hold ; 

And confcious merit may be juftly bold. 

But much more juft your jealoufy would fhew, 

If others’ good were injury to you: 

Witnels, ye heavens, how I rejoice to fee 

Rewarded worth and rifing loyalty. 

Your warrior offspring that upheld the crown, 

‘The fcarlet honour of your peaceful gown, 

Are the moft pleafing objects I can find, 

Charms to my fight, and cordials to my mind : 

‘When virtue {poomsa before a profperous gale, 

My heaving wifhes help to fill the fai! ; 

And if my prayers for all the brave were heard. 

Ceefar should fill have fuch, and fuch fhould fill 
reward, 

The labour'd earth your Pains have fow’d and 

alld; 
Tis jut you reap the produdt of the field : 
Your's be the harvefl, tis the beggar’s gain 
‘To glean the fallings of the lnaded wain, 
Such {catter'd ears as are not worth your care, 
Your charity for alms may fafely fpare, ‘ 
For alms are but the vehicles of prayer. 
My daily bread is literally implor'd ; 
I have no. barns norgranaries to hoard. 
Tf Cxfar to his own his hand extends, 
Say which of yours his charity offends : 
You know he largely gives to more than are 
his friends. 
Are you defrauded when he feeds the poor ? 
Our mite decreafes nothing of your ftore. 
T am but few, and by your fare you fee 
My crying fins are not of luxury. 
Some jufler motive fure your mind withdraws, 
And makes you break our friendthip’s holy iid 
For bavefag’d envy is tuo bale a cacfe. 
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Shew more occafion fer your difcontent ; a 
Your love, the Wolf, would help sou to invent ¢ 
Some German quarrel, or, as times go now, 
Some French, where force is uppermoft, will de. 
When at the fountain’s head, as merit ought 
To claim the place, you take a fwilling draught, - 
How cafy’tis an envious eye to throw, 
And tax the theep for troubling ftreams below 3 
Or call her (when no farther caufe you find) 
An enemy profefs'd of all your kind, : 
But then, perhaps, the wicked world would think ; 
The Wolf defign’d to eat as,well as drink. i 
“Phis laft altufion gall’d the Panther more, 
Bucaufe indeed it rub’d upon the fore. [pai 
Yet feem'd fhe not to wrinch, though fhrewdly 
But thus her paffive characters maintain’d. 
T never grudg’d, whate’er my foes report, 
Your flaunting fortune in the Lion's court. 
You have your day, or you are much bely’d, 
But I am always on the fuffering fide : 
You know my doétrine, and I need not fay 
I will not, but I cannot difobey. 
On this firm principle I ever ftood ; 





He of my fons who fails to make it good, - 
By one rebellious ad renounces to my bleod. 

Ah, faid the Hind, how many fons have you, 
Who call you mother, whom you never knew ¢ 
But moft of them who that relation plead, 

Are fuch ungracious youths as with you deads 
‘They gape at rich revenues which you hold, : 
And fain woutd nibble at your grandedame "Gold 
Inquire into your years, and laugh to find- 

Your crazy temper fhews you tmuch declin‘d. 
Were you not dim, and dated, you might fee - > 
A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, 3 
No more of kin to you than you to me. 

Do you not know, that for a little coin, - 
Heralds can foift a name into the line ? 

They afk you bleffing but for what you have, 

But once poffefs’d of what with care you fave, 
‘The wanton boys would pifs upon your grave. 

Your fons of latitude that court your grace,“ 
Though moft refembling you in form and faces 
Are far the worft of your pretended race. 

And, but I bluth your honefty to blet, 

Pray God you prove them lawfully hegot : 

For in fome popith libels I have read, 

The Wolf has been too bufy in your hed; 

At leait her hinder parts, the belly-piece, 

The paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are hia! 

Their malice too a fore fufpicion brings; ~ 

For though they dare not bark, they: fanart. 2 
kings: 

Nor blame them for intrading in your line; 

Fat bifboprics are ftill of right divine. 

. Think you your new French profyletes are corit® 
To flarve abroad, becavfe they ftarv'd at home * 
Your benefices twinkled from afar ; 

They found the new Meffiah by the ftar:" 

Thofe Swiiles fight on any fide for pay, 

And ’tis the living that conforms, not they. - 

Mark with what management their tribes divide, 

Some ftick to you, and fome to t’ other fide, 

‘That many churches may for many mouths pro- 
vide, 
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More vacant pulpits would more convents make ; 


’ All would have laticade enough to take : 


r 


The ret unbenefic’d your fects maintain ; 

For ordinations without cures are vain, 

And chamber pradtice isa filent gain, 

Nour. fons of breadth at home are mych like 
thefe ; 

‘Their foft and yielding metals run with eafe : 

‘They melt, and take the figure ef the mould : 

But harden and. preferve it beft in gold, 

. Your Delphic fword, the Panther then replied, 

Is double-edg’d,-and cuts on either fide, 

Some fons of mine, who bear upon their thield 

‘Three fteeples argent isa fable field, 

Wave tharply tax’d your converts, who unfed 

Have follow’d you for miracles of bread ; 

Such who themfelves of no religion are, 

Alfur'd with gain, for any will declare. 

Bare lies with bold affertions they can face ; 

But dint of argument is out of place. 

‘The grim logician puts them in a fright ; 

*Tis eafier far to Aourith than to fight. 


"They fay the ichifm of beds began the game, 


‘Fhus our eighth Henry's marriage they ert 


Divorcing from the church to wed the dame; 


’ "Though largely prov'd, and by himfelf profefs’d, 


‘That confciénce, confcience would not let him reft: 
T mean, not till poffefs’d of her he lov’d, 
And old, uncharming Catharine was remov’d. 
For fundry years before he did complain, 
And told bis ghoftly confeffor his pain, 
With the fame Empudences without a ground, 
‘They fay that, look the reformation round, 
No treatife of humility isfound, « 
Bur if none were, the gofpel does dot want ; 
ur Saviour preach’d it, and | hope you grant, ; 
‘he fermon on the mount was proteftant. 
No doubt, reply’d the Hind, as fure as all 


“Fhe writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul : 


@n.that decifion let it ftand or fall. 
‘Now for my converts, who, you fay, unfed 
lave fullow'd me for miracles of bread; 
Judge not by hearfay, but obferve at leaft, 
fince their change their loaves have been in- 
creas’d, 
The lion buys no converts; if he did, 
Beafta would he fold as faft as he could bid. 
‘Tax thofe of intereft who conform for gain, 
Or flay the market of another reign : 
‘Your broad-way fons would never be too nice 
To clofe with Calvin, if he paid their price; 
‘But .rais'd three fteeples higher would change 
. their note. 
And guit:the caflock for the canting-coat, 

Now, if you damn this cenfure, as teo bold, 
‘adge by yourfelves, and think not others fold. 
lcaptime my fons-accus’d, by fame’s report, 

Pay full attendance at the Lion’s court, 

Nor rife-with early crowds, nor flatter late ; 

For filently they beg: who daily wait. 
Preferment is beftow’d, that comes unfought; 
Attendance is a bribe, and then ’tis hought. 
How they fhould fpeed, their fortune is untry’d; 
For uct 'to afk, is uot to be deny’d. 
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For what they have, their God and king they 
blefs, 


And hope they should not murmur, had they Jefs, 

But if reduc’d fubfiftence to implore, 

In common prudence they would pafs your door, 

Unpity’d Hudibras, your champion friend, 

Has thewn how far your charities extend. 

This lafting verfe thall on his tomb be read, 

He fham'd you living and upbraids you dead.” 
With odions atheift names you load your fols i 







Your jiberal cle:cy why did I expe? 
It never fails in cherities like thofe. 
In climes where true rel.gion i. « rofefy'd, 
‘That imputation were no laughing jett. 
But Imprimatur, with a chaplain’s name, 
Is here fufficient licence to defame. 
What wender is ’t that black detradtion thrives ; 
The homicide of names is lefs than lives; 
And yet the pesjur’d murderer furvives 
This faid, fhe paus’d a little, and fupprefs'd 
The boiling indignation of her breaft. 
She knew the virtue of her blade, nor would 
Poltute her fatire with ignoble blood : 
Her panting foc the faw before her eye, 
And back the drew the fhining weapon dry. 
So when the generous lion has in fight 
His equal match, he rouzes for the fight ; 
Bur when his fee lies proftrate on the plain, 
He fheaths his paws, uncurls his angry mane, 
And, pleas'd with bloodlefs honours of the day, 
Walks over aud difdains th’ inglorious prey. 
So James, if great with lefs we may compare, 
Arrefts his rolling thender-bolts in air ; 
And grants ungrateful friends a lengthen’d fpace, 
T’ implore the remnants of long-fuffering grace. 
This breathing-time the matron took; and 
then 
Refum’d the thread of her difcourfe again. 
Be vengeance wholly left to powers divine, 
And let heaven judge betwixt your fons and 
nupbe: 
Hf joys hereafter muft be purchas’d here 
With lofs of all that mortals hold fo dear, 
Then welcome infamy and public thame, 
And, laft, a long farewel to wordly fame. 
°Tis faid with eafe, but, oh, how hardly try'd 
By haughty fouls to human honour ty’d! 
O tharp convulfive pangs of agonizing pride! “% 
Down then, thou rebel, never more to rife, 
And what thou didft and doft fo dearly prize, 
‘Yhat fame, that darling fame, make that thy 
facrifice. 
’Tis nothing thou haft given, then add thy tears 
For a long race of unrepenting years: 
"Lis nothing yet, yet all thou hatt to give: 
‘Then add thofe may-be years thou hat to live : 
Yet nothing till; then poor, and naked come : 
Thy father will receive his unthrifc home, 
And thy bleft Saviour’s blood difcharge the 
mighty fun. 
Thus (ihe pusfued) 1 difcipline a fon, 
Whofe uncheck’d fury to revenge would run; 
He champs the bit, impatient of his lof, 
And farts afide, and dcunders at the cro’. 
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Anftru& him better, gracious God! to know, 
‘As thine is vengeance, fo forgivenels too. i 
"That, fuffering from ill tongues, he bears no ; 
more 
"Than what his fovereign bears, and what his Sa- * 
viour bore. 
It now remains for you to fchool your child, - 
And afk why God’s anointed he revil’d ; 
é kigg and princefs dead! did Shimei worfe? 
he curfer's punithment fhould fright the curfe ¢ 
Your fon was warn’d, and wifely gave it o’er, 
But he who counfel’d him has paid the {core : 
"The heavy malice could no higher tend, 
But woe to him on whom the weights defcend! 
So to permitted ills the damon flies; 
His'rage is aim’d at him who rules the fisics: 
Conftrain’d to quit his caufe, no fuccour found, 
"The foe difcharges every tire around, 
In clouds of fmoke abandoning the fight + 
But his own thundering peals proctaim his flight. : 
In-Henry’s change his charge as ill 1ucceeds; i 
"To that long ftory little anfwer needs: ‘ 
Confront but Henry's words with Henry’sdeeds. | 
Were fpace allow'd, with eafe it might be prov’d, 
‘What fprings his bleffed reformation mov'd. 
The dire effects appear’d in open fight, 
Which from the caufe he calls a diftant fight, } 
And’ yet no larger leap than from the fun to 
light. 
Now Ie ae fons a double pzan-found, 
‘A treatife of humility is found. 
°Tis found, but better it had ne’er been fought, 
‘Than thus in proteitant proceflion brought. 
"The fam'd original through Spain is known, 
Roderiguez’ work, my cetebrated fon, 
Which yours, by jli-tranflating, made his own; 
Conceal’d its author, and ufurp’d the name, 
‘The bafeft and ignobleft theft of fame. 
‘My altars kindled firft that living coal ; 
Reitore or practife better what you fiole = 
‘That virtue could this humble verle infpire, 
Tis all the reftitution I require. 
Glad was the Panther that the charge was 
clos’d, 
‘And none of all her favourite fons expos'd. 
For laws of arms permit each injur’d man, 
To make himfelf a faver where he can. 
Perhaps the plunder’d merchant cannot tell 
The names of pirates in whofe hands he fell; 
But at the den of thieves he juftly flies, 
‘And every Algerine is lawfu! prize. 
No private perfon in the fou’s eftate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate. 
Yer chriftian laws allow not fuch redrefs; 
Then let the greater fuperfede the lefs, 
Bur let th’ abettors of the Panther’s crime 
Jicarn to make fairer wars another time. 
Some charaéters may fure be found to write 
Aniong her fons; fer tis uo common fight, ¢ 
“A {potted dam, and all her offspring white, 
The Savage, though the faw her plea control’d, 
Vet would not wholiy fecm to quit her hold, 
Bur offer'd fairly to compound the.ftrile, 
Aud judge cenvetfion by the convert’s fee 





THE PANTHER: 19° 
°Tis true, the faid, 1 chink it fomewhat flrange, 


: So few fhould follow profitable change 


joys are more to fleflr and blood, 


For prefent 


‘ “Phan a dull profpeét of a diftant good. 


Twas well alluded by a fon of mine, 
(1 hope to quote him is not to purloin) 
‘Two magnets, heaven and earth, allure to blifss 
The larger loadftone that, the nearer this; 
The weak attradtion of the greater fails; 
We nod a while, but neighbourhood prevails 
But when the greater preves the nearer ton, 
{ wonder more your converts come fo flow. 
Methinks in thofe who firm with me remain, 
It fhows a nobler principle than gain. 
Your inference would be ftrong (che Hind r¢- 
ply'd) 
If yours were in effect the Suffering fide : 
Your clergy’s fons their own in peace poffefs, 
Nor are their profpects in reverfion fefs. 
My profelytes are ftruck with awful dread ; 
Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o'er their 
head 5 
The refpite they enjoy but only lent, 
The beft they have to hope, protracted punifhment, 
Be judge yourfelf, if intereft may prevail, 
Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the {cale, 
While pride and pomp allure, and plentcous cafe, 
That is, till man’s predominant pafficns ceafe, 
Admire no longer at my flow increafe, 
By education moft have been mifled ; 
So they believe, becaufe they fo were bred. 
The prieft continues what the nurfe began, 
And thus the child impofes on the man. 
“The reft I nam’d before, nor need repeat : 
But intereft is the moft prevailing cheat, 
The fly feducer both of age and youth; 
They ftudy that, and think they ftudy truth. 
When intereft fortifies an argument, 
Weak reafon ferves to gain the will’s affent ; 
For fouls, already warp’d, receive an eafy ben! 
Add long prefcription of eftablith’d laws, 
And pique of honour to maintain a caufe, 
‘And fhate of change, and fear of future ill, 
‘And zeal, the blind conductor of the will; 
‘And chief among the flill-mittaking crowd, 
The fame of teachers obitinate and proud, 
And more than ail the private judge allow'ds 
Difdain of fathers which the dance began, 
And laft, uncertain whole the narrower fpan, 
“The clown unread, and half-read gentleman. 
"fo thi- the Panther, with a fcornful {mile ¢ 
Yet fill you travel with unwearied toil, 
And range around the realm without control, 
Among my fons for profelytes to prowl, 
‘And here and there you fnap fome filly foul. 
You hinted fears of future change in ftate; 
Pray heaven you did not prophely your fate! 
Perhaps, you think y-ur time of triumph oe: 





But may miitake the feafon of the years 

‘Yhe Swallow's fortune gives you caufe to’ fear. 
For charity, reply’d the matron, tell 

‘What fad mifchance thofe pretty birds befel, 
Nay, 1 mifchance, the Savage Dame ceply'd, 

Bat want of wit in their unnerring guide, 
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And eager hafte, and gaudy hopes, and giddy 
pride. 
Yet withing timely warning may prevail, 
Make you the moral, and I'll tell the tale, 
The Swallow, priviley’d above the ret 
Of all the birds, as men’s familiar gueft, 
Burfues the fun in famimer brifk and bold, 
But wifely thuns the perfecuting cald : 
¥s well to chancels and to chimnies known, 
"Thaugh ’tis not thought fhe feeds on {moke alone. 
From hence fhe has heen held of heavenly lice, 
Endued with particles of {oul divine. 
‘This merry chorifter had long poffefs'd 
Her fummer feat, and feather’d well her neft : 
Till frowning fkies began to change their cheer, 
And time turn’d up the wrong fide of the year; 
‘The thedding trees began the ground to flruw 
With yellow leaves, and bitter blafts to bluw. 
Sad auguries of winter thence fhe drew, 
‘Which by. infting, or prophefy, fhe knew : 
When prudence warn’d her to remove betimes, 
And feek a better heaven, and warmer climes. 
Her fons were fummon'd on a fteeple’s height, 
And, call’d in common council, yote a flight ; 
'Ybe day was nam’d, the next that fliould be fair: 
All to the general rendezvous repair, 
‘They try their Aattering wings, and truft them- 
felyes in air. 
But whether ppward to the moon they go, 
Or dream the winter out in caves below, 
Or hawk at flies elfcwhere, concerns us not to 
know. 
Southwurds, yon may be fure, they bent their 


flight. 
And harbourtd in a hollow rock at night: 
Next morn they rofe, and fet up every (ail; 
“The wind was fair, but blew a Mackrel gale : 
ihe fickly young fat fhivering on the fhore, 
Abkorr’d falt-water never feen before, 
And pray’d their tender mothers to delay 
‘Lhe paffage, and expect a fairer day. 

With thefe the Martin readily concurt’d, 
A church-begot and charch-belicying bird; 
Of little body, but of lofty mind, 
Round-belly’d, for a dignity defign’d, ¢ 
And mach a dunce, as Martins are by kind, 
Wet often quoted Cgnon-laws, and Code, 
And fathers which he never underftoud : { 
But little Jearning needs in noble blood. 

* For, footh to fay, the Swallow brought him in, 
Her houthgld chaplain, and her next of kin: 
In faperftition filly to excels, 

And cafting {chemes by planetary guefs ; 
In fine, hort-wing’d, unfit hinfelf to fly, 
His fear foretold foul weather in the Sky. 

Befides, a Raven from a wither’d oak, 

_ Left of their lodging, was obferv'd to croak, 
‘That omen ik’d him not; {fo his advice 

‘Was prefent fafety, bought at any price ; 

A feeming pious care, that cover’d cowardice. 
To ftrengthen thi, he told a beding dream, 
Of rifing waters, and a troubled ftream, 

Sure figns of anguith, dangers, and diftrefs, 
With fomething more, nut lawful te exprefs: 
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| By which he flily feem’d to intimate 


Some fecret revelation of their fate. 
For he concluded, once upon a time, 
He found a leaf infcrib’d with facred rhyme, 
Whofe antique characters did well denote 
“Phe Sibyl's hand of the Cumzan grot ; 
‘The mad divinerefs had plainly writ, 
A time thould come, but many ages yet, 
In which, finifter deftinies ordain, . 
A dame fhould drown with ail her feather’d 
"train, [main. 
And feas from thence be call’d the Chelidonian 
At this, fome fhook for fear, the more devout 
Arofe, and blefs’d themfelves from head to foot. 
Tis true, fome ftagers of the wiler fort 
Made all thefe idle wonderments their fport: 
They faid, their only danger was delay, 
And he, who heard what every fool could fay, 
Weuld never fix his thought, but trim his time 
away. 
The paflage yet was good; the wind, ’tis true, 
Was fomewhat high, but that was nothing vows 
No more than ufual equinoxes blew. 
The fun, already from the fcales declin’d, 
Gave little hopes of better days behind, 
But change from bad to worle of weather and 
of wind. 
Nor need they fear the dampnefs of the fky 
Should fag their wings, and hinder them to art 
“T'was only water thrown en fails to dry. 
But, leatt of al], philofophy prefumes 
Of truth in dreams, from melancholy fumes + 
Perhaps the Martin, hous'd in holy ground, 
Might think of ghofts that walk their midnight 
round, 
Till groffer atoms tumbling in the ftream 
Of fancy, madly met, and clubb’d into a dream + 
As little weight his vain prefages bear, 
Of ill effe@ to fuch alone who fear: 
Moft prophecies are of a piece with thefe, 
Each Noftradamus can foretel with cafe: 
Not naming perfons and confounding times, 
Que calal teach fupports a thopfand lying 
thymes, {moft, 
‘Th’ advice was true; but fear had feiz'd the 
And all good counfel is on cowards loft. 
The queftion crudely put to fhun delay, 
*Twas carry’d by the major part to flay. 
His point thus gain’d, Sir Martin dated thence 
His power, and from a prieft became a prince. 


He order’d all things with a bufy care, 

And cells and refedtories did prepare, 2 
And large provifions Jaid of winter fare : 5 
But now and then let fall a word or two 

Of hope, that heaven fome miracle might fhow, 
And for their fakes the fun fhould backward B9; 


Againft the laws of nature upward climb, 

And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime: 
For which two prcofs in facred ftory lay, 

Of Ahaz’ dial, and of Jofhua’s day. 

in expedtation of fuch’times as thefe, 

A chapel hous'd them, truly call'd of eafe z 

For Martin much devotion did not vik ; 

‘They pray’d fometimes, and tha: was all their tafe, 
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ic happen’d, as beyond the reach of wit 
Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit, 
‘That this accomplith’d, or at leaft in part, 
» Gave great repute to their new Merlin’s art. 
* Some Swifts, the giants of the Swallow kind, 
* arge-limb’d, fout-hearted, but of ftupid mind, 
{(£or Swiffes or for Gibconites defign'd,) 
"Thefe lubbers, peeping through a broken pane, 
"To fuck freth air, furvey'd the neighbouring plain ; 
And ‘faw (but fearcely could believe their eyes) 
New bloffoms flourifh, and new dowers arife; 
As God had been abroad, and, walking there, 
Had left his footfteps, and reforni’d the year + 
‘The funny hills trom far were feen to glow 
With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
‘The burnith’d brooks appear’d with liquid gold 
to flow. 
At laft they heard the foolith Cuckow fing, 
Whofe note proclaim’é the holy-day of {pring. 
No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 
And repoffets their patrimonial fy. 
"rhe prieft before them did his wings difplay ; 
And, tha. good omens might attend their way, 
As huck would have it, twas St. Martin’s day. 
Who but the Swallow triumphs now alone ? 
‘The canopy of heaven is all her own : 
Her youthful offspring to their haunts repair, 
And glide along in glades, and ikim in air, 
And dip for infeéts in the purling fprings, 
And ftoop on rivers to refreth theic wings. 
"heir mothers think a fair provifion made, 
‘That every fon can live upon his trade : 
And, now the careful charge is off their hands, 
L.oyk out for hufbands, and new nuptial bande ; 
‘The youthful widow longs to be fupply’d; 
But firf the lover is by lawyers ty’d 
"Y'o fettle jointure-chimnies on the bride. 
So thick they couple in fo thort a fpace, 
That Martin's marriage-offerings rile apace, 
‘Their ancient houfes, running to decay, 
Are furbifh'd up and cemented with clay ; 
_ ‘They teem already; ftore of eggs are laid, 
And brooding mothers call Lucina’s aid. 
Fame fpreads the newa, and foreign fowls ap- 
pear 
In flocks to greet the new returning year, 
To ble(s the founder, and partake the cheer, 
And now ‘twas time (fo faft their numbers rife) 
To plant abroad and people colonies. 
‘The youth drawn forth, as Martin had defir’d, 
(For fo their cruel deftiny requir’d) 
Were fent far off on an ill-fated day ; 
The reft would needs conduct them on their way, 
And Martin went, becaufe he tear’d alonc to 


ftay. 

So leng they flew with inconfiderate hafte, 
‘That now their afternoon began to waite ; 
And, what was ominous, that very morn 
‘The Sun was enter’d into Capricorn ; 

Which, by their bad aftronomer’s account, 
‘That week the Virgin Balance fhould remount. 
An infant moon eclips'd him in his way, 

And hid the fmal! remainders of his day, 

The crowd, amaz’d, purfued no certain marks 


Put birds met birds, and juflled in the dark : 
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Few mind the public in a panic fright ; 
And fear increas'd the horror of the night. 
Night came, but unattended with repofe 
Alone fhe came, no fleep their eyes to clofe : 
‘Alone, and black fhe came; no friendly ftars 
arofe. 
What fhould they do, befet with dangers 
round 
No neighbouring dorp, no lodging to be found, 
Bat bleaky plains, and bare unhofpitable ground.- 
‘The fatter brood, who juit began to fiy, 
Sick-feather’d, and unpradtis’d in the tky, 
For fuccour to their helplefs mother call ; 
She fpreads her wings; fome few beneath them 
crawl; . {all. 
She fpread them wider yet, but could cover 
T’ augment their woes, the winds began to move 
Debate in air for empty fields above, 
"Till Boreas got the ficies, and pour’d amain 
His rattling hailftones mix'd with fnow and rain. 
The joylefs morning late arofe, and found 
A dreadful defolation reign around, 
Some bury’d in the fnow, fome frozen to the 
ground, 
The reft were ftruggling fill with death, and lay 
The Crows and Ravens rights, an undefended 
rey: 
Excepting Martin's race; for they and he 
Had gam'd the fhelter of a hollow tree : 
But, foon difcover'd by a fturdy clown, 
He headed all the rabble of a town, 
And finifh’d them wth bats, or poll’d them 
down, 
Martin himfelf was caught alive, and try’d 
For treafonons crimes, becaufe the laws provide 
No Martin there in winter fhall abide. 
High on an oak, which never leaf fhall bear, 
He breath’d his laft, expos’d to open air; 
And there his corpfe unblefs'd is hanging fill, 
To thow the change of winds with his prophetic 
bill. 
The patience of the Hind did almoft fail; 
For well fhe mark'd the malice of the tale : 
Which ribbald art their church to Luther owes; 
In malice it began, by malice grows; {rofe. 
He fow'd che Serpent’s teeth, an iron-harvef, 
But moft in Martin’s character and fate, 
She faw her flander’d fons, the Panther’s tae} 
The people’s rage, the perfecuting ftate : 
"Then faid, I take th’ advice in friendly part? 
You clear your confcience, or at Jeaft your heart: 
Perhaps you fail’d in your forefeeing fkill, 
For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill: 
As for my fons, the family is blefs'd, 
Whofe every child is equal to the reft ¢ 
No church reform’d can boaft a blamelefs line 5 
Such Mattins build in yours, and more than mines 
Or elfe an old fanatic author lies, 
‘Who fumm’d their {candals up by centuries. 
But through your parable I plainly fee 
‘The bloody laws, the crowd’s barbarity; 
‘The fun-fhine thac offends the purblind fight: | 
Had fame their withes, it would foon be night. 
Miftake me not; the charge concerns not you, 
your fons are malccontents, but yet arg tru, 


ae 


As far ag non-refiftance makes them fo; | 
But that’s a word of neutral fenfe, you know, 
A paflive term, which no relief will bring, 
But trims betwixt a rebel and a king. 
Reft well affur’d, the Pardelis reply’d, 
‘My fons would all fupport the regal fide, 
*Though heayen forbid the caufe by battle thould 
be try’d. 
The Matron anfwer’d with aloud Amen, 
And thus purfued her argument again, 
If, as you fay, and as E hope no lefs, 
‘Your fons will practife what yourfelves mrtg 
‘What angry power prevents our prefent peace ? 
The Lion, ftudious of our common good, 
Defires (and kings’ defires are ill withftood) 
To join our nations ina lafting Jove ; 
‘The bars betwixt are eafy to remove ; 
For fanguinary laws were never made above, 
df you condemn that prince of tyranny, 
‘Whofe mandate fore’d your Gallic friends to fly. 
“Make not a worfe example of your own; 
Or ceafe to rail at caufelefs rigour fhown, i 
And let the guiltlefs perfon throw the ftone. 
His blunted {word your fuffering brotherhaod 
Have feldom felt ; he ftops it thore of blood. 
But you have ground the perfecuting knife, 
And fet jt to a razor edge on life. 
Curs’d be the wit, which cruelty refines, 
Or to his father's rod the {corpion’s joins; 
‘Your finger is more grofs than the great mo- 
natch’s loins, 
But you, perhaps, remove that bloody note, 
And ftick it on the firft reformers’ coat. 
‘Oh let their crime in long oblivion fleep : 
°T'was theirs indeed to make, ‘tis yours to keep. 
‘Unjutt, or juft, is all the queftion now ; 
*Tis plain, that not repealing you allow. 
‘To name the Teft, would put you in a rages 
Wou charge not that on any former age, 
But fmile to think how innocent you ftand, 
Arm'd hy a weapon put into your hgnd. 
Yet ftill remember, that you wield a {word 
Forg’d by your foes againtt your fovereign lord; 
Defign’d to hew th’ imperial cedar down, 
Defraud fucceflion, and dif-heir the crown. 
YY’ abhor the makers; and their laws approve, 
As to hate traitors, and the treafon love. 
+ What means it elfe, which now your children fay, 
‘We made it not, nor will we take away ? 
Suppofe fome great oppreffor had, by flight 
Of law, diffeis'd your brother of his right, f 
‘Your common fire furrendering a fright ; 
Would you to that unrightcous title ftand, 
Left by the villain’s will to heir the land? ‘ 
‘More juft was Judas, who his Saviour fold ; 
‘The facrilegious bribe he could not held, 
Nor hang in peace, before he rendered back 
the gold. . 
‘What more could you have dene, than now you 
do, 
Had Oates and Bedloe, and their plor, been true ? 
Some fpecious reafons for thofe wrongs were 
found ; 
‘Their dire magicians threw their mifts around, 
And wife men walk'd as on inchanted ground. 
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But now, when time has made th’ impofture 
plain, {held her train) 

(Late though he follow’d truth, and limping 

‘What new delufion charms your cheated eyegs- 
again? 

The painted harlot might a while bewitch, -—~ 

But why the hag uncas’d, and all obfcene with 
itch? 

The firft reformers were a modeft race 3 
Our peers poffefs'd in peace their native place ; 
And when rebellious arms o’erturn’d the ftate, 
They fuffer’d only in the common fate : 

But now the fovereign mounts the regal chair, 

And mitred feats are full, yet David’s bench is 
bare, 

Your anfwer is, they were not difpoffelt ; 

They need but rub their metal on the teft 

To prove their ore : *twere well if gold alone 

‘Were touch’d and try’d on your difcerning ftone : 

But that unfaithful teft unfound will pafs, 

The drofs of athcifts, and fedtarian brafs : 

As if th’ experiment were made to hold 

For bafe production, and reject the gold. 

‘Thus men ungodded may to places rife, 

And feds may be prefered without difguife 

No danger to the church or ftate from thefe 

The papiit only has his writ of eafe. 

No gainful office gives him the pretence 


; Vo grind the fubjed, or defraud the prince. 
j Wrong confcience, or no confcicnce, may deferve 


To thrive; but ours alone is privileg’d to ftarve. 
Still thank yourfelves, you ery ; your noble race 

‘We banifh not, but they forfake the place ; 

Our doors are open : true, but ere they come, 

You tofs your ‘cenfing teft, and fume the room; 

As if "twere Toby's rival to expel, 

And fright the fiend who could not bear the {mell, 
To this the Panther fharply had reply’d; 

But, having gain’d a verdict on her fide, ‘ 

She wifely gave the lofcr leave to chide ; 

‘Well fatisfy’d to have the But and Peace, 

And for the plaintiff’s caufe fhe car’d the lefs, 

Becaufe the fued in forma pauperis 

Yet thought it decent fomething thould be faid 

For fecret guilt by filence is hetray’d. 

So neither granted all, nor much deny’d, 

But aniwer’d with a yawning kind of pride. 
Methinks fuch terms of proffer’d peace you 

bring, 

As once AEneas to th’ Italian king + 

By long p:ffeffion all the land is mine; 

You ftrangers come with your intruding Hine, ¢ 

Yo fhare my feeptre, which you call to join, 

You plead fike him on anciznt pedigree, 

And claim a peaceful feat by fate’s decree, 

In ready porsp your facrificer ftands, 

T’ unite the ‘Vrojan and the Latin bands, 

And, that the league more firmly may be ty’d, 

Demand the fair Lavinia for your bride. 

Thus plaufibly you veil th’ intended wrong, 

But fill you bring your exil’d gods along ; 

And will endeavour, in fucceeding Space, 

Thofe howfheld puppets en our hearths to place. 

Perheps fome harbarous laws have heen prefert’d; 

T fpake azai he seit, but was net heard ; 
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‘Thefe. to refcind, and peerage to reftare, 
My gracious fovereign would my vote implore 4 
Lowe him much, but owe my confcience more. - 
eg: Confeience is then your plea, reply’d the dame, 
Which well inform’d will ever be the fame. 
Sae_yours is much of the cdmelion hue, 
To change the die with every diftant view. 

“When firit the Lion fat with awful fway, 

| Your confeignce taught your duty to obey + 

Be might fave had your ftatutcs and your teft; 
Neo confcience but of fubjects was profefs'd. 
He found your temper, and no farther try’d, 
But on that broken reed your church rely'ds 
In vain the feéts efflay’d their utmoft art, 
With offer’d treafure to efpoufe their part 5 
Their treafures were a bribe too mean to 

his heart. 

But when by long experience you had prov’d, 
How far he could forgive, how well he lov’d 5 
A goodnefs that excell’d his godlike race, 

And only fhort of heaven's unbounded grace ; 

‘A flood of mercy that o’erflow’d our iflc, 

Calm in the rife, and fruitful as the Nile ; 
Forgetting whence your Egypt was fupply’d, 
You thought your fovereiga bound to fend the 
tide : 

Nor upward look’d on that immortal {pring, 
But vainly deem’d, he durft not be a king : 
"Then Confcience, unreftrain’d by fear, began 

.. To ftretch her limits, and extend the fpan 5 

* Did his indulgence as her gift difpofe, 

. ‘And make a wife alliance with her foes. 
Can Confcience own th’ affociating name, 
‘And raife no bluthes to conceal her shame? 
For fure the has been thought a bafhful dame, 
But if the caufe by battle thould be try’d, 
You grant she muft efpoufe the regal fide = 

_© Proteus confcience, never to be ty’d : 

“What Phoebus from the Tripod fhall difclofe, 
‘Which are, in lait refort, your friends or foes? 
Homer, whe learn’d the language of the tky, 

: The feeming Gordian knot would foon unty 5 
Immortal powers the term of Confcience know, 
But Intereft is her name with men below. 

Qunfcience or Intereft be’t, or both in one, 
(The Panther anfwer'd in a furly tone) 
"The firft commands me to maintain the crown, 
"The laft forbids to throw my barriers down. 
Our penal laws no fons of yours admit, 
Our teft excludes your tribe from benefit. 
Thefe are my banks your ocean to withftand, 
Which proudly rifing overlooks the land ; 
‘And once let in, with unrefifted {way, 

‘Would {weep the paftors and their flocks away. 
Think not my judgment leads me to comply 
‘With Jaws unjuit, but hard neceflity : 

Imyerious need, which cannot be withftood, 
Makes ill authentic, for a greater good. 
Poffefs your foal with patience, and attend ; 

‘A more aufpicious planet may afcend ; 

Good fortune may prefent feme happier time, 

‘With means to cancel my unwilling crime 5 
(Unwilling, witnefs all ye powers above) 

‘To mend my errors, and redeem your love: 
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That little fpace you fafely may allow 5 
Your all-difpenfing protects you now. 

Hold, faid the Hind, ‘tis needlefs to explain; 
You would poftpone me to another reign 
‘Till when you are content te be uajutt = 
Your part is to poffefs, and mine to tru. 

A fair exchange propos’d of fucure chance, 

For prefent profit and inheritance. 

Few words will ferve to finith our difpute 5 
Who will not now repeal, would perfecute- 

To ripen green revenge, your hopes attend, 
‘Wifhing that happier planet would afcend. 

For fhame, let Confcience be your plea no more - . 
To will hereafter, proves the might before : i 
But fhe’s a bawd to gain, and holds the door. J, 

Your care about your banks infers a fear 

Of threatening floods and inundations near; 

If fo, a juft reprife would only be 

Of what the Jand ufurp’d upon the fea 5 

‘And all your jealonfies but ferve to fhow, 

Your ground is, like your neighbour-nation, low, 
T° intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws, 
Is to diftruft the juftice of your caufe 5 

And argues that the true religion lies 

In thofe weak adverfaries you defpife. 

Tyrasnic force is that which leaft you fear 5 
The found is frightful ina chriftian’s ear : . 

Avert it, heaven! nor Jet that plague be fent 
‘To us from the difpeopled continent. 

But piety commands me to refrain 5 
‘Thofe prayers are needlefs in this monarch’s reign, 
Behold ! how he proteéts your friends opprefs’d, 
Receives the banith’d, fuccours the diftrefs’d : ‘ 
Behold, for you may read an honeft open break. 
He ftands in day-light, and difdains to hide 
‘An ad, to which by honour he is ty’d, t 
A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 

Your Teft he would repeal, bis peers reftore ; 
‘This when he fays he means, he means no mores 

Well, faid the Panther, I believe him juft, 
And yet—— 

And yet, ’tis but becaufe you out 5 
You would be trufted, but you would not truft. 
The Hind thus briefly ; and difdain’d t'inlarge 
On power of kings, aud their fuperior charge, 

As heaven’s truftees before the people’s choice, 

Though fure the Panther did not much rejoice 

To hear thofe echos given of her once-loyal 
voice. 

The Matron woe’d her kindnefs to the jaft, 
But could’ not win; her hour of grace was paft. 
Whos, thus perfifting, when the could not bring 
To leave the Wolf, and to believe her king, 

She gave her up, and fairly with’d ber joy 

Of her late treaty with her new ally: 

Which well fhe hop'd would more fuccefeful prove, 

Than was the Pigeon’s and the Buzzard’s love, 

The Panther afk’d, what concord there could be 

Betwixt two kinds whofe natures difagree? 

The Dame reply’d: ’Tis {ung in every ftreet, 

The common chat of goffips when they meet: 

But, fince unheard by you, "tis worth your while 

"Yo take a wholefome tale, though told in homely 
Lyle. 
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4A plain good man, whofe name is underftood, 

(Se few deferve the name of plain and good) 

‘Of three fair linea! lordthips ftood poffets’d, 

And liv'd, as reafon was, upon the beft. 

Inur‘d to hardfhips from his early youth, 

Much had he done, and fuffer’d for histruth: 7 

At land and fea, in many a doubrful fight, 

Was never known a more adventurous knight, 

‘Who oft’ner drew his fword, and always for the 
right, 

As fortane would (his fortune came, though late) 
He tock poffefiion of his jufl eftate : 

Nor rack’d his tenants with increafe of rent; 
Nor liv’d too iparing. nor too largely fpent ; 
But overlovk’d his Hinds; their pay was juft, 
And ready, for he fcorn’d to go on truft : 

Slow to refolve, but in performance quick; 

So true, that be was aukward at a trick. 

For little fouls on little thifts rely, 

And cowards arts of mean expedients try ; i 
‘The noble mind will dare do any thing but lye. 
Falfe friends, his deadliclt foes, could find no way 
But fhows of honeft bluntnefs, to betray : 

‘That unfufpedted plainnefs he believ’d 5 

He look’d into himfelf, and was decciv'd. 

Some lucky planet fure attends his birth, 

Or heaven would make a miracle on earth; 

For profperous honefty is feldom feen 

‘To bear fo dead a weight, and yet to win, 

It looks as fate with nature’s law would ftrive, 
To thew plain-dealing once aa age may thrive : 
And, when fo tough a frame fhe could not bend, 
Exceeded her commiffion to befriend. 

This grateful man, as heaven incteas'd his ftore, 
Gave God again, and daily fed his poor. 

His houfe with ail eonvenience was purvey’d ; 

‘The reft he found, but rais’d the fabric where he 
ray’d ; 

And in that facred place his beauteous wife 

Employ’d her happieft hours of holy life. 

Nor did their alms extend to thofe alone, 

‘Whom common faith more ftriétly made their 
own; 

A fort of Doves were hous'd too near their hall, 

Who crofs the proverb and abound with gail. 

‘Though fome, ’tis true, are paffively inclin'a, 

‘The greater part degenerate from their kind ; 

Voracious birds that hotly bill and breed, 

And largely drink, becanfe on falt they feed. 
Small gain from them their bountcous owner 
draws ; . 

Yet, bound by promife, he fupports their caufe, 
As corporations privileg’d by laws. 

That houfe which harbour to their kind affords, 
Was built, long fince, God knows, for better birds; 
But fluttering there they neftle near the throne, 
And lodge in habitations not their own, 

By their high crops and corny gizzards known. 
Like Harpies they could fcent a plenteous board, 
‘Then to be fure they never fail’d their lord : 
‘The ret was form, and bare attendance paid ; 
‘They drunk, and eat, and grudgingly obcy’d. 
‘The more they fed, they raven’d ftill for more; 
‘They drain’d from Dan, and left Beerfhcka poor. 
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All this they had by law; and none repin’d; 
The preference was but due to Levi's kind : 
But when fome lay-preferment fell by chance, 


The Gourmands made it their inheritance. i 


When once poffefs'd, they never quit their clai 

For then ’tis fanctify’d to heaven’s high namy 

And hallow’d thus, they cannot give confent, 

The gift fhonld be prophan’d by worldly manages 
ment. “~ 

Their ficth was never to the table ferv'd'; 

Though ‘tis not thence inferr’d the birds were 
ftarv’d; 

But that their mafter did rot like the food, 

Asrank, and breeding melancholy blood. 

Nor #2 it with his gracious nature fuit, 

Ev'n'though they were not doves, to perfecute : 

Yet he refus'd (nor could they take offence) 

Their glutton kind fhould teach him abftinence. 

Nor confecrated grain their wheat he thought, 

Which new from treading in their bills they 
brought : 

But left his Hinds each in his private power, [four. 

That thofe who like the bran might leave the 

He for himfelf, and not for others, chofe, 

Nor would he be impos’d on, nor impofe ; 

But in their faces his devotion paid, 

And facrifice with folemn rites was made, 

And facred incenfe on his altars laid. 

Belides thefe jolly birds, whofe corpfe impure 

Repaid their commons with their falt-manure ; 

Another farm he had behind his houfe, 

Not overftock’d, but barely for his ufe : 

Whercin his poor domeftic poultry fed, 

And from bis pious hands receiv’d their bread. 

Our pamper’d Pigeons, with malignant cyes, 

Beheld thefe inmates, and their nurferies: 

Though hard their fare, at evening, and at morn 

A cruife of water and an ear of corn; 

‘Yet till they grudg’d that modicum, and thought 

A theaf in every fingle grain was brought. 

Fain would they filch that little food away, 

While unreftrain'd thofe happy gluttons prey. 

And much they griev’d to fee fo righ their hall, 

The bird that warn’d St. Peter of his fall : 

‘That he thould raife his mitred creft on high, 

And clap his wings, and call his family 

To facred rites; and vex th’ etherial powers 

With midnight matins at uncivil hours; 

Nay more, his quiet neighbours fhould moleft, 

Juit in the fweetnefs of their morning reft, 

Beaft of a bird, fupinely when he might 

Lie fnug and fleep, to rife before the light ! 

What if his dull forefathers us'd that cry, 

Could he not let a bad example die? 

‘The world was fallen into an eafier way; 

‘This age knew better than to faft and pray. 

Good fenfe in facred worfhip would appear 

So to begin, as they might end the year. 

Such feats in former times had wrcught the falls 

Of crowning Chanticleers in cloyiter’d walls, 

Expell’d for this, and for their lands they fied; 

And fifter Partlet with her hooded head 

Was hooted hence, becaufe fhe would not rorg 
ached, 
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‘The way to win the reftiff world to God, . 
‘Was to lay by the difciplining red, 
Unnatural fafts, and foreign forms of prayer : 
«Religion frights us with 4 mien fevere. 

{Tis prudence to reform her into cafe, 

atod put her in undrefa to make her pleafe : 

A lively faith will bear aloft the mind, 
And leave the luggage of good works hehind. 

Such dodbrines in the pigeon-houfe were taught: 

You need not afk how wondroufly they wrought; 
But fure the common ery was all for thefe, 
‘Whofe life and precepts both encourag’d eafe. 
Yer fearing thofe alluring baits might fail, 

And holy deeds o’er all their arts prevail ; 

For vice, though frontlef, and of harden’d face, 
1s daunted at the fight of awful grace, 

An hidecus figure of their foes they drew, 

Nor lines, nor locks, nor fhades, nor colours 

true; 
And this grotefque defign expos'd to public view. 
One would have thought it fome Egyptian 
piece, 

With garden-gods, and barking deities, 

More thick than Ptolemy has ftuck the fkics, 
All fo perverfe a draught, fo far unlike, 

It was no libel where it meant to ftrike. 

‘Vet ftill the daubing pleas’d, and great and {mall 
To view the monfter crowded pigeon-hall. 

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees 
Adorning fhrines, and ftocks of fainted trees ; 
And by him, a mif-fhapen, ugly race; 

‘The curfe of God was feen on every face : 

No Holland emblem could that malice mend, 
But flill the worfe the look, the fitter for a fiend. 

The matter of the farm, difpleas’d to find 

So much of rancour in fo mild a kind, 

Tnquir’d into the caufe, and came to know, 

‘The pave church had ftruck the foremoft 

low ; . 

With groundlefs fears and jealoufies poffett, 

“As if this troublefome intruding gueft ; 
Would drive the birds of Venus from their nett, 
A deed his inborn equity abhort’d ; 

But intereft will not truft, though Ged fhould 
plight his word. 

A law, the fource of many future harms, 
Had banith'd all che poultry from the farms ; 
With lofs of life, if any fhould be found 
‘To craw or peck on this forbidden ground. 
‘That bloody ftatute chiefly was defign’d 
For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind; 

«, But after-malice did not long forget 

“The lay that wore the robe and coronet. 
For them, for their inferiors and allies, 
Their foes a deadly Shibboleth devife : 
By which unrighteoufly it was decreed, 
‘That none to truft or profit fhould fucceed, 
Who would not fwallow firt 2 poifonous wicked 

weed: 
Or that, to which old Socrates was curs’d, 
Or henbane juice to fwell them till they burft. 
The patron (as in reaion) thought it hard 

Yo {ee this inquifition in his yard, thr. 
By which the fovereign was of fubjets? ufe de- 
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All gentle means he try’d, which might with. 
draw 
Th? effe@s of fo unnatural a law : 
But fill the dove-houfe obftinately ftood 
Deaf to their own, and to their neighbours” 
rood 5 
And whch was worle, if any worfe could be, 
Repented of their boafted loyalty : 
Now made the champions of a cruel cavfe, 
And drunk with fumes of popular applaufe s 
For thofe whom Ged to ruin has defign’d, 
He fits for fate, and firft deftroys their mind. 
New doubts indeed they daily ftrove to raife, 
Suggefted dangers, interpos'd delays ; 
And emiflary Pigeons had in ftore, 
Such as the Meccan prophet us'd of yore, 
To whifper couniels in their patron’s ear ; 
And veil’d their falfe advice with zealons fear. 
The matter fmil'd, to fee them work in vain, 
To wear him out, and make an idle reign : 
He faw, but fuffer’d their protractive arts, 
And ftrove by mildnefs to reduce their hearts: 
But they abus'd that grace to make allies, 
And fondly clos’d with former enemies ; 
For fools are doubly fools, endeavouring to 
be wife. 
After a grave confult what courfe were beft, 
One, more mature in folly than the reft, 
Stood up, and told them with his head afide, 
That defperate cures muft be to defperate ills 
apply'd: 
And therelore, fince their main impending fear 
Was from th’ increafing race of Chanticleer, 
Some potent bird of prey they ought to find, 
A foe profefs’d to him, and all his kind : 
Some haggard Hawk, who had her eyry. nigh, 
Well pounc’d to faften, and well wing’d to fly : 
One they might truft, their common wrongs to 
wreak : 
The Mufquet and the Coyftrel were too weak, 
Too fierce the Falcon; but, above the reft, 
The noble Buzzard ever pleas’d me bett ; 
Of {mall renown, ’tis true; for, not to lye, 
We call him but a Hawk by courtefy, 
1 know he hates the Pigeon-houfe and Farm, 
And more, in time of war, hae done us harm ; 
But alt his hate on trivial points depends: 
Give up our forms, and we fhall foon be friends, 
For Pigeons fieth he feems net much to care; 
Cramm'd chickens are a rhore delicious fare. 
On this high potentate, without delay, 
I with you would confer the fovereign fway : 
Petition him t’ accept the government, 
And let a fplendid embafly be fent. 
This pithy {pcech prevail’d ; and all agreed, 
Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard fhould fucceed, 
Their welcome fuit was granted foon as heard, 
His lodgings furnifh’d, and a train prepar’d, 
With B’s upon their breaft, appointed for his 
guard. 
He came, and, crown’d with great folemnity, 
God fave king Buzzard! was the general cry. © 
A portly prince, and goodly to the fight, 
He feem’d a fen of Anach for bis height: 


BS 
Like thofe whom ftature did to crowns prefer : 
Black-brow’d, and bluff, ike Homer’s Jupiter > 
Broad-back’d, and brawny-built for love’s delight; 
A prophet form’d to make a female profelyte. 

A theologne more by need than genial bent; 

By breeding fharp, by nature contident. 

Intereft in all his a@ions was difcern’d; 

More learn’d than honeft, more a wit than Jearn’d: 
Or fore’d by fear, or by his profit hed, 

Or both conjoin’d, his native clime he fled : 

But brought the virtues of his heaves. along ; 

A fair behaviour, and a fluent tongue 

And yee with all his arts he could not thrive; 
The moft unlucky parafite alive. 

Loud praifes to prepare his paths he fent, 

And then hinfeif purfued his compliment ; 

Bur, by reverfe of fortune chas’d away, 

His gifts no longer than their author itay : 

He fhakes the du againft th? ungrarelul race, 
And leaves the ftench of ordures in the place. 
Oft has he flatter’d and blafphem’d the fame 5 
For in his rage he {pares no fovereign’s name : 
‘The hero and the tyrant change their ftyle 

By the fame meafure that they frown or fmile. 
‘When well receiv'’d by hofpitable foes, 

‘The kindnefs he returns, is to expofe ; 

For courtefies, though undeferv'd and great, 

No gratitude in felon minds beget ; ; 
As tribute to his wit, the churl receives the treat. 
His praife of foes is venomoufly nice : 

So touch’d, it turns a virtue to a vice : 

* AGreck, and bountiful, forewarns us twice.” 
Seven facraments he wifcly does ditown, 

Becaufe he knows confefion fiands for one; 
Where fins to facred filence are convey’d, 

And not for fear, or love, to be betray'd : 

But he, uncall’d, his patron to control, 

Divulg’d the fecret whifpers of his fou! ; 

Stood forth th’ accufing Satan of his crimes, 

And offer’d to the Moloch of the times. 

Prompt to affail, and carelefs of defence, 
Tovuinerable in his impudence, 

He dares the world; and eager of a nanic, 

He thrufts about. and jufiles into fame. 
Frontlefs, and fatire-proof, he fcowrs the ftreets, 
And rons an Indian-muck at all he meets. 

So fond of loud report, that not to mifs i 





Of being known (his laft and utmoit blifs) 
He rather would be known for what he is. 
Such was, and is, the Captain of the Teft, 

‘Though half his virtues are uot here exprefs'd it 

The modefty of fame conevals the reft. 

The fpleenful Pigeons never could create 

A pritce more proper to revenge their hate; 

Indeed, more proper to revenge than fave, 

A king, whom in his wrath th’ Almighty gave: 

For all the grace the landlord had allow’d, 

But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud ; 

Gave time to fix their friends, and to feduce the 
crowd, 

‘They long their fcllow-fubje&s to inthral, 

‘Vheie patron's promife into queftion call, 

And vainly think he meant to make them lords 
of all. 
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Falfe fears their leaders fail’d not to fuggeft, ' 
As if the Doves were to be difpoffefs’d ; 

Nor fighs, nor groans, nor gogling eyes, d 
want; 

For now the Pigeons too had learn’d to cant, ab 

‘The houfe of prayer is ftock’d with larg-“in- 
creafe ; 

Nor doors nor windows can contain the prefs z, 

For birds of every feather fill th’ abCie; 

Ev’n atheifis, out of envy, own a God: 

And recking from the flews adulterers come, 

Like Goths and Vandals to demolifh Rome. 

That Confcience, which to all their crimes waa 
mute, 

Now calls aloud, and cries to perfecute : 

No rigour of the Jaws to be releas’d, 

And much the lefs, becaufe it was their Lord’s ree 
quett : 

They thought it great their fovereign to controu}, 

And nam’d their pride. nobility of foul. 

’Tis true, the Pigeons, and their prince elect, 
Where fhort of power, their purpofe to effect : 
But with their quills did all the hurt they could, | 
And cuff’d the tender Chickens from their food s 
And much the Buzzard in their caufe did ftir, 
Though naming not the patron, to infer 
With all refpedt, he was a grofs idolater. 

But when th’ imperial owner did efpy, 

That thus they turn’d his grace to villainy, 

Not fuffering wrath to difcompofe his mind, 

He ftrove a temper for th’ extremes to find, 

So to be juft, as he might fill be kind ; 

Vhen, ali maturely weigh’d, pronounc’d a doom 
Of facred flrength for every age to come, 

By this the doves their wealth and ftate poffefs, 
No rights infring’d, but licence to opprets : 

Such power have they as factious lawyers long 
To crowns aferib’d, that kings can do no wrong, 
But fince his own domeftic birds have try’d 

The dire cffects of their deftrudtive pride, 

He deems that proof a meafure to the reft, R 





Concluding well within his kingly breaft, 
His fowls of nature too unjuftly were oppreft. 
He thercfore makes all birds of every fect , 
Free of his farm, with promife to refpect ¢ 
‘Their feveral kinds alike, and equally protect, 
His gracious edist the fame franchife yields 
‘To ail the wild increafe of woods and fields, 
And who in rocks aloof, and who in fteeples 
builds: 

To Crows the like impartial grace affords, 
And Couglis and Daws, and fuch republic birds 
Secur’d with ample privilege to feed, 
Eaeh has his diftrit, and his bounds decreed : 
Combin’d in common intereft with his own, 
But not to pafs the Pigeons Rubicon. 

Here ends the reign of his pretended Dove ; ¢ 








All prophecies accomplith’d from ahove, 

For Shiloh comes the fceptre to remove. 

Reduc’d from her impzrial high abode, 

Like Dionifius to a private rod, 

‘The paflive church, that with pretended grace 
Did her diftin@ive mark in duty place, i 
New touch’d, reviles her Maker to his face. 


Part TIN. 


What after happen’d is not hard to guefs: 
The fmall beginnings had a large increafe, 
And arts and weaith fuceeed, the fecret fpoils 

of peace. 

?Tis (aid, the Doves repented, though too late, 
a come the fmiths of their own foolifh fate : 
Nor did their owner haften their ill hour; 
But, funk in credit, they decreas’d in power: 
Like fnows in warmth that mildly pals away, 
Diffolving in the filence of decay. 

The Buzzard, not content with equal place, 
Invites the feather'd Nimrods of his race ; 
‘To hide the thinnefs of their flock from fight, 
And all together:make a feeming goodly fight : 
But each have feparate interefts of their own; 
‘Two Czare are one too many for a thr: ne. 
Nor can th’ ufurper long abitain from food; 
Already he has tafted Pigeons blood : 
And may be tempted to his former fare, 
‘When this indulgent Jord fhall late co heaven repair. 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 


i2e 

Bare benting times, and moulting months may 
come, 

When, lagging late, they cannot reach their homes 

Or rent in fcbifm (for fo their fate decrees) 

Like the tumultuous college of the bees, 

They fight their quarrel, by themfelves oppreft 5 

‘The tyrant imiles below, and waits the falling 
feat. 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end, 

Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend; 

But, with affected 'yawnings at the clofe, 

Scem"d to require her natural repofe : 

For now the ftreaky light began to peep ; 

And fetting ftars admonifh’d both to fleep. 

The dame withdrew, and withing to her gueft 

‘The peace of heaven, betook herielf to reft. 

Ten thoufand angels on her flumbers wait, 

With glorious vifions of her future ftate. 
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Our vows are heard betimes, and heaven takes | It feems as if they fent the new-born gueft 


é care 
"Yo grant, before we can conclude the prayer: 
Preventing angels met it half the way, 
And fent us back to praife, who came to pray. 
Juft on the day, when the high-rounted tun 
Did farthett in its northern progrefs run, 
He bended forward, and ev’n ftretch’d the 
Sphere 
Beyond the limits of the lengthen’d year, 
To view a brighter fun in Britain born ; 
‘That was the bufinefs of his longeft morn ; 
The glorious object feen, "twas time to turn, 
Departing Spring could only ftay to thea 
Her gloomy beauties on the genial bed, 
But left the manly fummer in her ftead, ¢ 
‘With timely fruit the longing Jand to cheer, 
And to fulfil the promife of the year. 
Betwixt two feafons comes th’ aufpicious heir, 
‘This age to bloffom, and the next to bear. 
aft folemn fabbath faw the Church attend, 
‘The Paraclete in fiery pomp defcend; 
But when his wondrous odtave rofl’d again, 
He brought a royal infant in his train. 
So great a bleffing to fo good a king, 
None but th’ Eternal Comforter could bring. 
Or did the mighty Trinity confpire, 
As once in council to create our fire? 





‘To wait on the proceflion of their feait ; 

And on their facred anniverfe decreed 

To ftamp their image on the promis'd feed. 

Three realms united, and on one beftow'd, 

An emblem of their myftic union fhow'd: 

‘The mighty trine the triple empire fhar’d : 

As every perfon would have one to guard, 
Hail, Son of prayers! by holy violence 

Drawn down from heaven; but long be banifh’e 

thence, 7 

And late to thy paternal fkies retire: 

‘To mend our crimes, whole ages would require 5 

To change th’ inveterate habit of our fins, 

And finith what thy godlike fire begins. 

Kind heaven, to make us Englifhmen again, 

No lefs can give us than a patriarch’s reign. 
The facred cradle to your charge receive, 

Ye feraphs, and by turns the guard relieve 

‘Thy father’s angel, and thy father join, 

To keep poffeffion, and fecure the line ; 

But long defer the honours of thy fate: 

Great may they be like his, like his be late; 

‘That James his running century may view, 

And give this Son an aufpice to the newe 
Our wants exaé& at leaft that moderate flay ‘~ 

For fee the dragon winged on his way, : 

To watch the travail, and devour the prey. 


Or, if allufions may not rife fo high, 
Thus, when Alcides rais’d his t cry, 
The faakes befieg’d his young digjnity : 
But vainly with their forked tougues they threat 5 
For oppofition makes a hero great. 
-~To needful fuctour all the goad will run, 
And Jove affert the gedhead of his Son. 
_ _ GO Rill repining at your prefent fate, 
Grudging yourfelyes the benefits of fate, 
Look up, and read in characters of light 
A blefling fent you in your own defpight. 
The manna falls, yet that celeftial bread [feed 
Like Jews you munch, and rhurmur while you 
May not your fortune be like theirs, exil’d, 
Yet forty years to wander in the wild! 
Or if it be, may Mofes live at leaft, 
To lead you to the verge of promis’d reft ! 
Though poets are not prophets, to forckaow 
‘What plants will take the blight, and what will 
grow, 
By tracing heaven, his footiteps may be found : 
Behold! how awfully he walks the round! 
God is abroad, and, wondrous in his ways, 
The rife of empires, and their fall farveys; 
More, might | fay, than with an nfual eye, ‘ 





He fees his bleeding church in ruin lie, — [cry. 

And hears the fouls of faints beneath his altar 

Already has he lifted high the fign, 

‘Which crown'd the conquering arms of Conftan- 

tine: 

‘The moon grows pale at that prefaging fight, 

And half her train of flars have loft their light. 
Behold another Sylvefter, to blefe 

‘The facred ftandard, and fecure fuccefs ; 

Large of his treafures, of a foul fo great, 

As fills and crowds his univerfal feat. 

Now view at home a fecond Conttantine 

(The forsner too was of the Britith line) ; 

Has not his healing balm your breaches clos'd, 

‘Whole exile many fought, and few oppos'd? 

©, did not heaven by its eternal doom 

Permit thofe evils, that this good might come ? 

So manifedt, that ev’n the moon-ey’d fects 

See whom and what this Providence protects, 

‘Methinks, had we within our minds n0 more 

‘Than that one shipwreck on the fatal ore, 

‘That only thought may make us think again, 

‘What wonders God referves for fch a reign. 

To dream that chance his prefervation wrought, 

‘Were to think Noah was prefery’d for nought; 

Or the furviving eight were not defign’d 

‘To people earth, and to reftore their kind. 
When humbly on the royal babe we gaze, 

‘The manly lines of a majeftic face 

Give awful joy: °tis paradife to lock 

On whe fair frontifpiece of Nature’s book ; 

Inthe firft opening page fo charms the fight, 

‘Vhink how th’ unfolded volume will delight ! 

See how the venerable infant lies 

In early pomp; hew through the mother's eyes 

‘The father’s foul, with an undaunted view, 

Looks out, and takes our homage 28 his due. 

Sec on his future fubjeSts how he fmiles, 

No mearly flatters, nor with craft beguiles ; 
Vou, Vi, 
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But with an open face, as on his throne, 

Adfures our birthrights, and affumes hisown: | 

Born jn broad day-light, that th’ ungrateful rout 

May find no room for 4 remaining doubt ; 

Truth, which itfelf is light, does darknefs fhua, 

And the true cagiet fafely dares the fun. [birth, 
“Fain would the fiends have made a dubious 

Loth to confefs the Godhead cloath’d in gapth : 

But ficken’d after ail their baffled lies, 

To find an heir apparent in the fkies: 

Abandon’d to defpair, ftill may they grudge,_ 

And, owning not the Sayiour, prove the judges 

Not great AEneas ftood in plainer day, 

When the dark mantling mift diffolv’d away 5 

He to the Tyrians fhewd his fudden face, 

Shining with all his goddefs mother’s grace : 

For fie hetfelf had made his countenance bright, 

Breath’d honour on his eyes, and her own purple 
light. 

{f our viétorious Edward, as they fay, 

Gave Wales a prince on that propitious day, 
Why may not years revoWving with his fate 
Produce his like, but with a longer date ? 

One, who may carry to a diftant fhore 

‘The terror that his fam’d forefather bore. 

But why fhould James or his young hezo ftay 
For flight prefages of a nante or day? 

We need no Edward's fortune to adorn 

That happy moment when our prince was bora 3 
Our prince adorns this day, and ages hence 
Shall with his birth-day for fome future prince. 

Great Michael, prince of all th’ ztherial hofts, 
And whate’er inborn faints our Britain boafts; 
And thou, th’ adopted patron of our ifle, 

With cheerful afpedts on this infant fimile : 
The pledge of heaven, which, dropping from above; 
Secures our blifs, and reconciles his Jove. 

Enough of ills our dire rebellion wrought, 
When to the dregs we drank the bitter draught $ 
Then airy atoms did in plagucs confpire, 

Nor did th’ avenging angel yet retire, . 
But purg’d our ttill-increaling crimes with fire. 
Then perjur’d plots, the itill impending taft, 

And worfe—but charity conceals the reft : 

Here ftop the current of the fanguine food ; 
Reqnire not, gracious God, thy martyrs’ blood 3 
But let their dying pangs, their living toil, 

Spread a rich harveit through their native foil ; 

A harvett ripening for another reign, 

Of which this royal babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of early faints one womb haé given 5 
Enough increas’d the family of heaven + 
Let them for his, and our atonement go ; 

And, reigning blett above, leave him to rule below; 

Enoug®: already hag the year forefhow’d 
His wented courfe, the fea has overflow’d, 

The meads were floated with a-weeping fpridy, 
And Lrighten’d birds in woods forgot to fing : 
The flrong-limb’d ftced beneath his hacnefs faints; 
And the tame fhivering {weat his lord attalats. 
When will the minifer of wrath give o'er? 
Beheld him at Araunah’s threfbing-floar 
He ftops, and feems to theath his flaming brand, 
Pleas'd with burnt insenfe from our David’s head 
k 
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David has bought the Jebufite’s abode, 
And rais’d an altar to the living God. 

Heaven, to reward him, makes his joys fin- 
No future ills nor accidents appear cere :f 
‘To fully and pollute the facred infant’s year, 
Five months to difcord and debate were given: 
He fandtifies the yet remaining feven. 

Sabbath of months! henceforth in him be bleft; 
And prelude to the realms perpetual reft ! 

Let his baptifmal drops for us atone ; 
Luftrations for offences not his own. 

Let Confcience, which is intereft ill difguis’d, 
In the fame font be cleans’d, and all the land 
baptiz’d. 

Un-nam'd as yet; at leaft unknown to fame : 
1s there a ftrife in heaven about his name ; 
‘Where every famous predeceffor vies, 

And makes a faction for it in the fkies ? 

Or mutt it be referv'd to thought alone ? 

Such was the facred Tetragremmaton. 

‘Things worthy filence muft not be reveal’d : 

‘Vhas the true name of Rome was kept conceal’d, 

‘Yo fhun the fpells and forceries of thofe, 

Who durft her infant majefty oppofe. 

But when his tender ftrength in time fhall rife 

‘To dare ill tongues, and fafcinating eyes ; 

"This ile, which hides the little thunderer’s fame, 

Shall be too narrow to contain his name : 

“Ch? artillery of heaven fhall make him known ; 

Crete could not hold the God, when Jove was 
- grown, 

As Jove’sincreafe, who from his brain was born, 
‘Whom arms and arts did equally adorn, 

Free of the breaft was bred, whofe milky tate 
Mincrva's name tu Venus had cebas’d ; 

So this imperial babe rejects the food 

“Chat mixes movarch’s with plebeian blood : 
wood that his inborn courage might controul, 
Uxtinguih all the father in his foul, 

And for his Eftian race, and Saxon ftrain, 
Might reproduce fome fecond Richard’s reign. 
Mildnefs he thares from both his parents’ blood : 
But kings ton tame are defpicably good : 

Be this the mixture of this regal child, 

By nature manly, but by virtue mild. 

Thus far the furious tranfport of the news 
Had to prophetic madnefs fir’d the Mufe ; 
Madnefs ungovernable, uninfpir’d, 

Switt to foretel whatever the defir’d, 

‘Was it for me the dark abyfs to tread, 

And read the bovk which angels cannot read ? 

How was I punith’d when the fadden blaft, 

“Che face of heaven, and our youmy Sun o’ercaft! 

Fame, the fwift ill, iucreafinrg as the roll’d, 

Difeafe, detpair, and death, at three reprifes told; 

a\t three infulting ftrides fhe ftalk’d the town, 

And. like contagion, ftruck the teyal down. 

Lown fell the winnow’d wheat; but, mounted 

high, 

‘The whirlwind bore the chaff, and hid the fky. 

Here black rebellicn thooting from beluw 

(As earth’s gigantic brood by moments grow) 

Aad here the fons uf God are petrified with woe : i 
«An apoplex of grief ! fo low were driven i 
"the daints, a3 hardly to defend their heaven, i 
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As, when pent vapours tun their fiollow fod, 
Earthquakes, which are convulfions of the ground, 
Break bellowing forth, and no confinement brook, 
Till the third fettles what the former thook ; 
Such heavings had our fouls; till, low and late, 


Our life with his return’d, and faith prevail'd om | 


fate. 
By prayers the mighty blefling was implor'd, 
To prayers was granted, and by prayers reftor'd. 

So, ere the Shunamite a fon conceiv’d, 

The prophet promis’d, and the wife believ'd, 

A fon was fent, the fon fo much defir'd; 

But foon upon the mother’s knees expir’d, 

‘The troubled {eer approach’d the mournful door, 

Ran, pray’d, and fent his paftora] ftaff betore, 

Then ftretch’d his limbs upon the child, and 
mourn’d, 

‘Till warmth, and breath, and a new foul, return’d. 

‘Thus mercy ftretches out her hand, and faves 
Defponding Peter finking in the waves. 

As when a fudden form of hail and rain 
Beats to the ground the yet unbearded grain, 
“Chink not the hopes of harveft are deftroy’d 
On the flat field, and on the naked void ; 

‘The light, unloaded ftem, from tempcft freed, 
Will raife the youthful honours of his head ; 
And foon reftor'd by native vigour, bear 
The timely produét of the bountevus year. 

Nor yet conclude all fiery trials palt : 

For heaven will exercife us to the laft; 
Sometimes will check us in our fall career. 
With doubeful bleffings, and with’ mingled fear; 
That, {till depending on his daily grace, 

His every mercy for an alms may pafs, 

With fparing hands will diet us to good 
Preventing furfeits of our pamper'd bload. * 

So feeds the mother bird her craving young 
With little morfels, and delays them long. 

‘True, this laft Dlefling was a royal feait; 

But where’s the wedding garment on the guett? 

Our manners, as religion wete a dream, 

Are fuch as teach the nations to blafpheme. 

In lutts we wallow, and with pride we fwell, 

And injuries with injuries repel ; 

Prompt to revenge, not daring to forgive, 

Our lives unteach the doctrine we belicve. 

‘Thus Ifrael finn’d, impenitently hard, 

And vainly thought the prefent ark their guard, 

But when the haughty Philiftines appear, 

They fled, abandon’d to their foes and fear H 

Their God was abfcnt, though his ark was 
there, 

Ah! eft our crimes thould fnatch this pledge away, 

ind make our joys the bleflings of a day ! 

For we have finn'd him hence ; and that he lives, 

God to his promife, nut our pradiice gives. 

Our crimes would foon weigh down the guilty 
{cale, 

But James and Mary, and the church, prevail. 

Nor Amalek can rout the chofen bands, 

While Har and Aaron held up Moles’ hands, 

By living well, let ws fecure his days, 
Moderate in hopes, and humble in our ways. 

No force the free-born fpirit can conttrain, 
But charity, and great cxamples gain, 
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Forgiverels is our thanks for fach a day. 
“Tis god-like God in his own coiti to pay. 


But you, propitious queen, tranflated hete, 
From your mild heaven, to rule our rugged 


{phere, 

Beyond the funny walks, and circling year? 
You, who your native climate have bereft 

- Of all the virtues, and the vices left; 
Whom’piety and beauty make their boatt; 
Though beautiful is well in pious loft ; 
So loft as flar-light is diffolv’d away, 
And melts into the brightnefs of the day ; 
Or gold about the royal diadem, 
Loft to improve the luftre of the gem. 
‘What can we add to your triumphant day ? 
Let the great gift the beauteous giver pay. 
For fhould our thanks awake the rifing fun, 
And lengthen, as his lateft fhadows run, 


"That, though the longeft day, would foon, too 


foon be done, 
Let angels voices with their harps confpire, 
But keep th’ aufpicious infant from the choir; 
Late let him fing above, and let us know 
No fweeter mufic than his cries below. 


Nor can I with to you, great monarch, more 


"Than fuch an aunual income to your ftore ; 
‘The day which gave this unit, did not fhine 
Tor a lefs omen, than to fill the trine. 
After a prince, an admiral beget ; 

"rhe Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yet. 
Our ifle has younger titles fill in ftore, 


And when th’ exhaufted land can yield no 


more, 
Your line can ferce them from a foreign fhore. 


The name of grea yotr martial mind will 


7 fuit; 
But juftice is your darling attribute 


* Of all the Greeks, ‘twas but one hero’s due, 


And in him, Plutarch prophefy’d of you. 
A prince’s favours but on few can fall, 
But juttice is a virtue thar’d by all. 


Some kings the name of conquerors have af- 


fum'd, 
Some to be great, fome to be gods prefuin’d; 
But boundlefs power, and arbitrary luft, 
Made tytants {till abhor the name of juft; 


They fhunn’d the praife this godlike virtue gives 


And fear’d a title that reproach’d their lives. 


The power, from whict all kings derive their 


ftate, 
Whom they pretend, at Jeaft, to imitate, 
Is equal both to punifh and reward ; ” 


But few would love their God, unlefs they 


fear’d. 
Refiftless force and immortality 
Make but a lame, imperfe&, deity : 
Tempefts have force unbounded to deftroy, 
And deathlefs being ev’n the damn’d enjoy ; 


And yet heaven’s attributes, both laft and firft, 
One without life, and one with life accurft: . 


But juftice is heaven’s teif, fo ftridtly he, 
‘That could it fail, the Godhead could not be. 
This virtue is your own; but life and ftate 
Are one to fortune fubjeé, one to fate: 
Equal to all, you juftly frown or finile ; 


Nor hopes nor fears your fleady hand heguile; 
Yourfelf our balance hold, the world’s our ifle, 
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At human things are fubject to decay, 

And when fate fummons, monarchs muft obey. 

This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguftus, young 

‘Wis call’d to empire, and ‘had govern’d long :. 
"In profe and verfe, was own’d, without difpute, 

‘Through all the realms of Nonfenfe, abfolute. 

This aged prince, now flourifhing in peace, 

And bleft with fffue of a large increafe ; 

‘Worn out with bufinefs, did at length debate 

‘To fettle the fucceffion of the ftate : 

And, pondering, which of all his fons was fit 

‘To reign, and wage immortal war with wit, 

Cry'd, "Lis refolw’d; for nature pleads, that he 

Should only rule, who mo refembles me. 

Shadwell alone my perfect image bears, 

Mature in duinefs from his tender years 3 

Shadwell alone, of all my fons, is he, 

‘Who ftands confirm ’d in full ftupidicy. 

‘The reft to fome faint meaning make pretence, 

But Shadwell never deviates into fenfe 

Some beams of wit on other fouls may fall, 

Strike through, ard make a lucid interval : 

But Shadwell’s genuine night admits no ray, 

His rifing fogs prevail upon the day. 

Befides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 

And feems defigu’d for thoughtle!s majetty + 

"Yhoughtlefs as monarch oaks, that ihade 

plain, 

And fpread in folemn flate fupinely reien. 

Heywoed and iley were but types of thee, 

‘Thou laf great prephet of tautology ! 

Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 

Was tent before but to prepare thy way: 

And, coarfcly clad in Nerwich «. et, came 

"To teak the vatiana i thy greater name. 

Mr» warbiing Jute, the Jute t whilom frung, 

When to king Joha of Portugal I fung, 
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Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 
When thou on filver Thames didft cut thy way, 
| Witly well-tim’d oars before the royal barge, 
Swell’d with the pride of thy celeftial charge ; 
And, big with hymn, commander of an haft, 
The like was ne’er in Epfom blankets toit, 
Methinks I fee the new Arion fail, 
The lute ftill trembling underneath thy nail, 
At thy well-fharpened thumb from fhore to fhore’ 
The trebles {queak for fear, the bafes roar : 
Echoes from Piffing- Alley Shadwell cail, 
And Shadwell they refound from Afton-Hall. 
About thy hoat the little fithes throng, 
As at the morning toaft that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
Thou wield’{t thy papers in thy thrething hand. 
St. Andre’s feet ne’cr kept more equal time, 
Not ev’n the fect of thy own Pyfche’s rhyme : 
| Fhough they in numbers as in fenfe excel ; 
So juft, fe like tautology they fell, 
That, pale with envy, Singleton forefwore 
The lute and fword, which he in triumph bref 
j And vow’d he ne’er-would a@ Viilerius more. 
Here ftopt the good old fire, and wept for joy, 
| fn filent rapturcs of the hopeful boy. 
' Alt arguments, but _moft his plays, perfaade, 
‘Yhat for anointed dulnefs he was made. 
Clofe to the walls which fair Augufta bind, 
(The fair Augafta much to tears inclin’d) 
; An ancient fabric rais'd t* inform the fight, 
j There food of yore, and Barbican it hight + 
1 A watch-tower once : but now, fo fate ordains, 
: OF all the pile an empty name remains: 
! From its old ruins brothel-houfes rife, 
| Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 
Where their val courts the mother-trumpets keep, 
Aud, undifturb’d by watch, in filence Deep, 
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Near thofe a nurfery ereéts its head, 
‘Where queens are are form’d’ aud future heroes 
bred; 

‘Where unfledg’d adtors learn to laugh and cry, 
‘Where infant punks their tender voices try, 
And little Maximins the gods defy. _ 
Great Fletcher never treads in bufkins kere, 
Nor greater Jobnfon dare in focks appear ; 

~ But gentle Simkin jufl reception finds 
Amidft this monument of vanith’d minds : 
Pure clinches the fuburbian Mufe affords, 
And Panton waging harmlefs war with words. 
Here Flecknee, asa place to fame well known, 
Ambitioufly defign’d his Shadwell’s throne. 
For ancient Decker prophecy’d long fince, 
‘That in this pile fhould reign a mighty prince, f 
Born for a fcourge of wit, and flail of fenfe 
To whom true dulnefs fhould fome Py{ches owe, 
But werlds of mifers from his pen fhould flow : 
Humvurifts and hypocrites it fhould produce, 
‘Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce, 
Now emprcfs fame had publifh’d the renown 
Of Shadwell’s coronation through the town. 
Rouz’d by report of fame the nations meet, 
From near Buphill, and diftant Watling-ftreet. 
No Perfian carpets {pread th” imperial way, 
But fcatter'd limbs of mangled poets lay + 
From dufty thops neglected authors come, 
Martyrs of pies, and reliques of the bum. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay, 
But loads of Shadwell elmoft chok’d the way. 
Bilk’d ftationers for yeomen ftood prepar’d, 
And Herringman was captain of the guard, 
The hoary prince in majefty appear’d. 
High on a throne of his own labours rear’d, 
At his right hand our young Alcanius fate. 
Rome’s other hope, and pillar of the fate. 
His brows thick fogs, inftead of glories, grace, - 
And lambent dulnefs play’d around his face, 
As Hannibal did to the altars come, 
Swore by his fire, a mortal foe to Rome ; 
So’Shadwell fwore, nor fhould his vow be vain, 
‘That he tilldeath crue dulneds would maintain ; 
And in his father’s right, and realm’s defence, 
‘'Ne’er to have peace with wit, nor truce with fenfe. 
‘The king himfelf the facred unction made, 
‘As king by affice, and as prieft by trade, 
In his finifter hand, inftead of ball, 
He plac’d a mighty mug. of potent ale; 
Love’s kingdom to his right he did convey, 
At once his feeptre, and his rule of fway, 
‘Whofe righteous lore the prince had practis’d 

young, 

And from whofe leins recorded Pyfche fprung. 
His temples, lait, with poppics were o’erfpread, 
‘That nodding feem'd to confecrate his head. 
Jutt at the point of time, if fame noc lie, 
On his left hand twelve reverend awls did fly. 
So Romulus, ‘tis fung, by Tyber'’s brook, 
Prefage of fway from twice fix vultures took. 
Th’ admiring throng loud acclamations make, 
And omens of his future empire take. 
"The fire then fhook the honours of his head, 
Aad from his brows damps of olilivion hed 
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Full on the filial dulnefs; long he frond, 

Repelling from his breaft the raging God; 

At length burf out in this prophetic mood. ae 
Heavens bles my fon! froma heland Jet him: 

To far Barbadoes on the weftern main; [reign 

Of his dominion may no end be known, 

Agd greater than his father’s be hie throne ; 

Beyond Love’s kingdom let him ftretch his pen‘= 

He paus’d, and alt the people cry’d Amen. 

Then thus continued he: My fon, advance 

Still in new impudence, new. ignorance, 

Succefs Jet others teach, learn thou from me 

Pangs without births, and froitlefs induftry. 

Let virtnofos in five years be writ ; 

Yet not one thought accufe thy coi: uf wit. 

Let gentle George in trinmph tread the ftage, 

Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage: 

Let Gully, Cockwood, Fopling, .harm the pit, 

And in their folly thew the writer’s wit, 

Yer till thy fools shall ftand in thy defence, 

And juftify their author’s want of fenfe. 

Let them be all by thy own mode! made 

Of dulnefs, and defire no foreign aid; 

That they to forure ages may be known, 

Not copies drawn, but iffue of thy own. 

Nay, let thy men of wit too be the fame, 

All full of thee, and differing but in name. 

But let no alien Sedley interpofe, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epfom profe, 

And when falfe flowers of rhetoric thou would 

cull, 

Truft nature, do vot labour to be dull ; , 

But write thy beft, and top; and, in cach line, 

Sir Formal’s oratory will be thine : i 

ir Formal, thoagh unfought, attends thy quill, 

And does thy northern dedications fill, 

Nor let falfe friends feduce thy mind to fame, 

By arrogating Johnfon's hoftile na 

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praife, 

And uncle Ogleby thy envy raife, . 

‘Thon art my blood, where Johnfon a no parts 

What fhare have we in nature or in art? . 

Where did his wit un learning fix a brand, , 

Aad rail at arts he did not underftand? 

Where made he love in Prince Nicander’s vein, 

Or fwept the duft in Pyfche’s humble ftrain ?. 

Where fold he bargains, whip-Ritch, kifemy arfe, 

Promis’d a play, and dwindled to a farce ?-~ 

When did his Mufe from Fletcher {cenes purloing 

As thou whole £therage did transfufe to thine? 

But fo transfus’d, as oil and waters flow, 

His always floats above, thive finks below. 

‘This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 

New humours to invent for each new play; 

This is that boafted bias of thy mind, 

By which, one way, to dulnefs "tis iuclin’d: 

Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ftill, 

And, in all changes, that way bends thy will. 

Nor let thy mountain-beily make pretence 


+ Of likenela; thine’s a tympany of fenfe. 


A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ, 

But fure thou’rt but akilderkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feelfly creep; 

Thy tragic Mute gives imiles, th; comic flecp. 
Vij 
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‘Wich whate’er gall thou fet’ thyfelf to write, Or if thou would® thy different talents fui, 


‘Thy inoffenfive fatires never bite. Set thy own fongs, and fing them to thy lute. 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies, He faid; but his lat words were fearcely 

-t does bit touch thy Irith pen, and dies. heard : 

"Thy geniys calls thee not to purchafe fame For Bruce and Longvel had atrap prepar'd, 

In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. And down they fent the yet declaiming bard. 

Leave writing plays, and choofe for thy com- Sinking he left his drugget robe behind, 
mand, Borne upwards by a fubterranean wind, 


Some peaceful province in Acroftic land, ‘The mantle fell to the young prophet’s part, 
‘Vhere thou mayft wings difplay and altars raife, | With double portion of his facher’s art, 
And torture one poor word ten thoufand ways. 
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To my honoured Friend 


SIR ROBERT HOWARD, 


ON HIS EXCELLENT POEMS, 


+is there is mufic uninform’d by art Or ’tis fome happinefs that fill purfees 

In thofe wild notes, which with a merry heart Each a& and motion of your graceful Mage. 

‘The birds in unfrequented thades exprefs, Or is it fortune’s work, that in your head 

Who, better taught at home, yet pleafe us lefs: The curious net that is for fancies fpread, 

So in your verfe a native fweetnefs dwells, Lets through its mefhes every meaner thought, 

‘Which thames compofure, and its art excels. While rich ideas there are only caught? 

Singing no more can your foft numbers grace, Sure that's not all; this is a piece too fair 

‘Than paint adds charms unto a beauteous face, To be the child of chance, and not of care. 

Yet as, when mighty rivers gently creep, No atoms cafually together hurl’d 

‘Their even calmnefs does fuppofe them deep; Could e’er produce fo beautiful a world. 

Such is your Mufe : no metaphor fwell’d high Nor dare I fuch a doétrine here admit, 

With dangerous boldnefs lifts her to the tky : As would deftroy the providence of wit. 

‘Chole mounting fancies, when they fall again, ‘Tis your ftrong genius then which does not feel 

Shew fand and dirt at bottom do remain, Thofe weights, would make a weaker {pirit reel. 

So firm a ftrength, and yet withal fo fweet, To catry weight, and run fo lightly too, 

Did never but in Samfon’s riddle meet. Is what alone your Pegafus can do. 

"Tis ftrange each line fo great a weight thould | Great Hercules himfelf could ne’er do more, 
bear, Than not to feel thofe heavens and gods he bore. 

And yet no fign of toil, no fweat appear. Your eafier odes, which for delight were penn’d, 

Either your art hides art, as ftoics feign Yet our inftru@tion make their fecond end : 

Then leaf to feel, when moft they fuffer pain; We're both enrich’d and pleas’d, like them that, 

And we, dull fouls, admire, but cannot fee woo 7 


‘What hidden fprings within the engine be. At once a beauty, and a fortune too 
: Liilj 
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OF moral knowledge poely was queen, 

And ftill the might, had wanton wits not been; 

Who, like ill guardians, liv'’d themfelves at large, 

And, not content with that, debauch’d their 
charge. 

Like fome brave captain, your fuccefsful pen 

Reflorés the exil’d to her crown again: 

And gives ys hope, that, having feen the days 

‘When nothing flourith’d but fanatic bays, 

All will at length in this opinion reft, 

* A fober prince’s government is beft.” 

‘This ix not all; your art the way has found 

‘To make th’ improvement of the richeft ground, 

‘That {oil which thofe immortal laurels bore, 

‘That once the facred Maro’s temples wore. 

Eliza’s griefs are fo exprefs'd by you, 

‘They are too eloquent to have been true, 

Had the fo fpeke, /Eneas had obcy’d 

‘What Dido, rather than what Jove had faid. 

If funeral rites can give a ghott repofe, 

Your Mufe fo juftly has difcharged thofe, 

Eliza’s fhade may now its wandering ceafe, 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

But if neas be oblig'd, no lefs 

Your kindnefs great Achilles doth confefs ; 

‘Who, drefs’d by Statius in too bold a look, 

Did ill become thofe virgin robes he took, 

To underftand how much we owe to you, 

‘We mutt your numbers, with your author's, view: 

‘Then we thail fee his work was lamely rough, 

Each figure ftiff, as if defign’d in buff: 

His colours laid fo thick on every place, 

As only fhew'd the paint, but hid the face, 
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But as in perfpective we beauties fee, 

Which in the glafs, not in the pi@ure, be; 

So here our fight obligingly miftakes 

That wealth, whick bis your bounty only makes. 

Thus vulgar dithes are, by cooks difguis'd, 

More for their dreffing, than their fubflance 
priz’d. 

Your curious notes fo fearch into that age, 

When all was fable but the facred page, 

That, fince in that dark night we needs mutt firay, 

We are ar leaft mifled in pleafant way. 

But, what we moft admire, your verfe no lef 

The prophet than the poet doth confefs, 

Ere our weak eyes difcern’d the doubtful ftreak 

Of Lght, you faw great Charles his morning 
break. 

So fkilful feamen ken the land from far, 

Which fhews like mifts to the dull paffenger. 

To Charles your Mufe firft pays her duteaus love, 

As ftill the antients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whofe name prefery’d 
ihall be, 

As Rome recorded Rufus’ memory, 

Who thought it greater honour to obey 

His country’s intereft, chan the world to fway. 

But to write worthy things of worthy men, 

Is the peculiar talene of your pen : 

Yet let me take your mantle up, and I 

Will venture in your right to prophely. 

“ ‘This work, by merit firft of fame fecure, 

“Is tikewife happy in its genicure : [throne, 

“ For, fince ’tis born when Charles afcends the. 

® Ie hares at once his fortune and its own,” 
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‘To my honoured Friend 


DR. CHARLETON. 


ON HIS LEARNED AND USEFUL WORKS; * 
' ‘BUT MORE PARTICULARLY HIS TREATISE ON STONE-HENGE, BY Hi 


RESTORED TO THE TRUE FOUNDER. 


‘Taz longé® tyranny that ever fway'd, 
‘Was that wherein cur anceftors betray'd 
‘Their free bora reafon to the Stagirité, 
. And made his torch their oniverfal light. 
So ttuch, while otily one fuppty’d rhe flate, 
Grew fearce, and dear, and yet fophifticate. 
Still it was bought, like emip'ti¢ wares, or chatme, 
lard words {eal'd wp with Ariftotle’s arms. 


. 


Columbus was tMe firft that fheok his throne; 
And found a temperate in a torrid zoue : 

The feverith air fannr’d by a cooling breeze, 
The fruitful vales fet round with fhady trees; 
And guiltlefs men, who danc’d away their time, 
Freth as their groves, and happy as their clite, 
Had we ftill paid that homage to a nathe, 
Which only God and nature jualy claim; 
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"The’weftern foas had been our utmoft bound, 

Where pocta ftill might dream the fun was 
drown’d ; 

And all the ftars that fhine in fouthern fkies, 

Had been admir’d by none but favage eyes. 

Among th’ afferters of free reafon’s claim, 

Our nation’s not the leaft in worth or fame. 

The world to Bacon docs not enly owe 

ats prefent knowledge, but its future too. 

Gilber shall live titl loadftones ceafe to draw, 

Or Britifh fleets the boundlefs ocean awe. 

And noble Boyle, not lefs in nature feen, 

Than his great brother read in ftates and men. 

‘The circling ftreams, once thought but pools, of 
blood 

(Whether life’s fuel, or the body’s food) 

From dark oblivion Harvey’s name fhall faye ; 

While Ent keeps all the honour chat he gave. 

Nor are you, learned friend, the leaft renown'd; 

Whofe fame, not circumfcrib’d with Englith 
ground, 

Flies like the nimble journies of the light ; 

And is, like that, unfpent too in its flight. 

Whatever truths have been by art or chance, 

$Redeem’d from error, or from ignorance, 


nF 

‘Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore, . 

Your works unite, and ftill difcover mere. 

Suclt is the healing virtue of your pen, 

Tg perfe& cures om books, ae well as ment. 

Nor is this work the leaft: you well may give 

To men new vigour, who make ftones to live. 

‘Through you, the Danes, their fhort dominion < 
loft, 

A longer conquett than the Saxons bowft. 

Stonehenge, once thought a temple, you have found 

A throne, where kings, our earthly gods, were 


crown'’ds 

Where by their wondering fubjects they were 
fecn, 

Joy'd with their ftature, and their princely 
mien 


Our fovereign here above the reft might ftand, 
And here he chofe again to rule the land. 
Thefe ruins fhelter’d once his facred head, 
When he from Wor'fter’s fatal battle fled ; 
Watch'd by the genius of this royal place, 
And mighty vifions of the Danifh race. 
His refuge then was for a temple fhown :. 
But, he seftor’d, ’tis now become a throne, 
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TO THE LADY CASTLEMAIN, 


UPON HER ENCOURAGING HIS FIRST PLAY. 


As feamen, shipwreck'd on fome happy thore, 

Difcover wealth in Jands unknown before ; 

And, what their art had Jabour’d long in vain, 

By their misfortunes happily obtain : 

So my much envy’d Mufe, by ftorms long toft, 

Is thrown upon your hofpitable coaft, 

And finds more favour by her ill fuccefs, 

‘Than fhe could hope for by her happinefi, 

Once Cato’s virtue did the gods oppofe ; 

While they the victor, be the vanquifh’d 
chofe : 

But you have done what Cato could not do, 

To choofe the vanquifh’d, and reftore him toa 

Let others fill triumph, and gain their caufe 

By their defests, ox by the world’s applaufe 5 


Let merit crowns, and juftice laurels give, 

But let me happy by your pity live. 

True poets empty fame and praife defpife, 

Fame is the trumpet, but your fmile the prize, 

You fit above, and fee vain men below 

Contend for what you only can beftow : 

But thofe great actions others do by chance, 

Are, like your beauty, your inheritance : 

So great a foul, fuch {weetnefs join’d in one, 

Could only fpring from noble Grandifon. 

You, like the ftars, not by refle@ion bright, 

Arc born to your own heaven, and your own light; 

Like them are good, but from a noble caufe, 

From, your own knowledge, not from nature's 
flaws, 


398 
” Your power you never ufe, but for defence, 
‘To guard your own, or others’ innocence : 
Your foes are fuch, as they, not you, have made, 
And virtue may repel, though not invade. 
Such courage did the ancient lieroes fhow, . 
. Who, when they might prevent, would wait the 
blow: 
‘With fuch affurance as they meant to fay, 
We will o’ercome, but fcorn the fafeft way. 
What further fear of danger can there be? 
Beauty, which captives all things, fets me free. 
Pofterity will judge by my fuccefs, 
J had the Grecian poet’s happinefs, 
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Who, waving plots, found out a better way; 
Some God defcended. and preferv’d the play. 
‘When firfl the triamphs of your fex were fang 
By thofe old poets, beauty was but young, " 
And few admir'd the native red and white, 
Till poets drefs'd them up to charm the fight ; 
So beauty took on truft, and did engage 

For fums of praifes till fhe came to age, 

But this long-growing debt to poetry 

You juftly, madam, have difcharg’d to me, * 
When your applaufe and favour did infufe 
New life to my condemn’d and dying Mufe. 
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TO MR. LEE. 


ON HIS ALEXANDER 


‘Tour blatt of common cenfure could t fear, 
Before your play my name fhould not appear; 


Yet when fome virtue much outgrows the reit, 
Tt thoots too faft, and high, to be exprett; 


For "t will be thought, and with fome colour too, | As his heroic worth ftruck envy dumb, 


I pay the bribe I firit recciv'’d trom you; 

"That mutual veuchers for our fame we ftand, 
And play the game into each other’s hand ; 
‘Ard as cheap pen’worths to ourfelves afford, 
As Beffus and the brothers of the fword. 

Such libels private men may well endure, 
‘When fates and kings themfelves are not fecure ; 
For il! men, confcious of their inward guilt, 
Think the beft ations on by-ends are built. 
And yet my filence had not ‘fcap’d their fpite 
Then, envy had not fuffer’d me to write; 

For, fince I could not ignorance pretend, 

Such merit I muft envy or commend. 

So many candidates there ftand for wit, 

A place at court is fearce fo hard to get : 

Tn vain they crowd cach other at the door; 
For ev'n reverfions are all begg’d before > 
Defert, how known foc'er, is long delay’d; 
And then too fools and knaves are better pay’d. 
Y¥ct, as fome actions bear fo great a name, 
‘That courts themfelves are juit, for fear of fhame; 
So has the mighty merit of your play 

Estorted praife, and fore’d himfelf away. 

*Yis here as ’tis at fea; who fartheft goes, 

Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his toes. 


Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom: 
Such praife is your’s, while you the paffions move, 
‘That ‘tis no longer feign’d, ’tis real love, 

Where nature triamphs over wretched art ; 

‘We only warm the head, but you the heart. 
Always yon warm; and if the rifing year, 

As in hot regions, brings the fun too near, 


{"Tistbut to make your fragrant {pices blow, 


Which in our cooler«limates will not grow. 

‘Yhey only think you animate your theme 

With too much fire, who are themfelves all 
phlegm. 

Prizes would be for lags of floweft pace, 

Were cripples made the judges of the race. 

Defpife thcfe drones, whole praifc, while thcy 
accufe, 

The too much vigour of your youthful Mufe. 

‘That humble fhile which they your virtue make, 

Is in your power ; you need but ftoop and take, 

Your beauteous images muft be allow'd 

By all, but-fome vile poets of the crowd. 

But how fhould any fign-poft dawber know 

The worth of Titan or of Angelo? 

Hard features every bungler can command; 

To draw true beauty, fhew’s a mafter’s hand, 
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TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON. 


ON HIS EXCELLENT ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE. 


Wruerner the fruitful Nile,'or Tyrian hore, 

"The feeds of arts and infant fcience bore, 

*Tis fure the noble plant, tranflated firft, 

Advanc’d its head in Grecian gardens nurft. 

‘The Grecians added verfe : their tuneful tongue 

Made nature firtt, and nature’s God, their fong. 

Nor ftept tranflation here : for conquering Rome, 

With Grecian fpoils, brought Grecian numbers 
home; 

Enrich’d by thofe Athenian Mufes more, 

‘Than all the vanquith’d world could yicld before. 

‘Till barbarous nations, and more barbarous times, 

Debas'd the majefty of verfe to rhymes : 

Vhofe rude at firft ; a kind of hobbling profe, 

‘That limp’d along, and tinkled in the clofe. 

But Italy, reviving from the trance 

Of Vandal, Goth, and Monkith ignorance, 

With panfes, cadence, and well vowel’d words, 

And all the graces a good ear affords, 

Made rhyme an are, and Dante’s polifh’d page 

Reftor’d a filver, not a golden age. 

Then Petrarch follow’d, and in him we fee 

‘What rhyme improv'd in all its height can be x 

At bef a pleating found, and fair barbarity. 

‘The French purtued their fteps; and Britain, lait, 

Jn manly fweetnefs all the reft furpafs'd. 

The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the Britifh tom : 

‘The Mufes? empire is reftor’d again, 

In Charles’s reign, and by Rofcommon’s pen, 

Yet modeftly he does his work furvey, 

And calls a finifh’d Poem an Effay ; 

For all the needful rules are {catter'd here ; 

‘Truth fmoothly told, and pleafantly fevere ; 

So well is art difguis’d for nature to appear. 

Nor need thefe rules to give tranflation light : 

Ris own cxample isa flame fo bright; 

That he who but arrives to copy well, 

Unguided will advance, unknowing will excel. 

Scarce his own Horace could fuch rales ordain, 

Or his own Virgil fing a nobler firain, 


How much in him may rifing Ireland boatt, 

How much in gaining him has Britain loft ! 

Their Iland in revenge, has our’s reclaim’d ; 

The more inftruced we, the more we ftill are 
fham’d. 

Tis well for us his generous blood did flow 

Deriv'd from Britifh channels long ago, 

That here his conquering anceftors were nurft $ 

And Ireland but tranflated England firft : 

By this reprifal we regain our right, i 

Elfe muft the two contending nations fight 5 

A nobler quarrel for his native earth, 

Than what divided Greece for Homer’s birth. 

To what perfection will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and tranflarion thrive, 

When authors nobly born will bear their part, 

And not difdain th’ inglorious praife of art ! 

Great generals thus, defcending from command, 

With thcir own toil provoke the foldiers’ hand. 

How will {weet Ovid's ghoft be pleas’d to hear 

His fame augmented by an Enghith peer; 

How he embellithes his Helen’s loves, 

Outdoes his foftnefs, and his fenfe improves! 


4 When thefe tranflate, and teach tranflators toa, 


Nor firftling kid, nor any vulgar vow, 

Should at Apollo’s grateful altar ftand : 

Rofcommon writes: to that aufpicious hand. 

Mute, feed the bull that fpurnsthe yellow fand. 

Rofcommon, whom both court agd camps com- 
mend, . 

True to his prince, and faithful to his friend; 

Rofcommen, firit in fields of honour known, 

Firft in the peaceful triumphs of the gown; ‘ 

Who both Minerva’s juftly makes his own. 

Now let the few belov’d by Jove, and they 

Whom infus’d Titan form’d of better clay, 

On equal terms with ancient wit engage, 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor facred Virgil’s page, 

Our Englith palace opens wide in flate ; 

And without ftooping they may pafs the gate. 
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EPISTLE VI 





TO THE DUCHESS OF YORK. 


ON HER RETURN FROM SCOTLAND IN THE YEAR 1682. 


‘Wuen fadtious rage to cruel exile drove Like Jofeph’s dream, but with a better doom, 
‘The queen of beauty ond the court of love, The famine paft, the plenty ftill to come. 
‘The Mufes droop’d, with their forfaken arts, For her the weeping heavens become ferene 5 


And the fad Cupids broke their ufelefs darts: For her the ground is clad in cheerful green = 
Our fruitful plains to wilds and deferts tuen’d, For her the nightingales are taught to fing, 
Like Eden's face, when banifh’d man it mourn’d. | And Nature has for her delay’d the fpring. 


Love was no more, when loyalty was gone, The Mufe refumes her long forgotten lays, 
‘The great ‘upporter of his awful thronc. And Love rettor’d his ancient realm furveys, 
Love could no longer after beauty ftay, * Recals our heauties, and revives our plays; 
But wander’d northward to the verge of day, { i His wafte dominions peoples once again, 
Asif the fun and he had loft their way. ; And from her prefence dates his fecond reign, 
Bat now th’ illuftrious nymph, return’dagain, —_| But awful charms on hee fair forehead fit, 
Brings every grace triumphant in her train, | Difpenfing what the never will admit : 
‘The wondering Nereids, though they rais’d no | Pleafing, yet cold, like Cynthia's filver beam, 
form, ‘The people’s wonder, and the poet’s theme. 
Foreflow’d her paflage, to behold her form : Diftemper’d Zeal, Sedition, canker’d Hate, 
Some cry’d, a Venus; fome, a Thetis pat; No more fhall vex the church, and tear the ftate : 
But this was not fo fair, nor that fo chafte. No more fhall Fation civil difcords move, 
¥ar from her fight flew Fadtion, Strife, and} Or only difcords of too tender love : 
Pride; Difcord, like that of mufic’s various parts ; 
And envy did but look on her, and dy’d. Difcord, that makes the harmony of hearts; 
‘Whate’er we fuffer’d from our fullen fate, Difcord, that only this difpute fhall bring, 
Her fight is purchas’d at an eafy rate. Who beft fhall love the cuke, and ferve the 
‘Three gloomy years againit this day were fet ; king. 


But this one mighty fum has clear’d the debts 


EPISTLES. 





EPISTLE VU. 


A LETTER TO SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE. 


To you who live in chil] degree, 

. As map informs, of fifty-three, 
And do not much for cold atone, 
By bringing thither fifty-one. 
Methinks all climes fhould be alike, 
From tropic ev’n to pole artique ; 
Since you have fuch a conflirution 
As no where {uffers diminution, 
You can be old in grave debate, 
And young in love-affairs of ftate; 
And both to wives and hufbands fhew 
The vigour of a plenipo. 
Like mighty miffioner you come 
“ Ad Partes Infidelium.” 
& work of wondrous merit fure, 
So far to go, fo much t’ endure; 
And all to preach to German dame, 
‘Where found of Cupid never came. 
Lefs had you done, had you been fent 
As far as drake or Pinto went, 
For cloves or nutmegs to the line-a, 
Or ev'n for oranges to China. 
‘That had indeed been charity ; 
‘Where love-fick ladies helplefs lie, 
Chapt, and for want of liquor dry. 
But you have made your zeal appear 
Within the circle of the Bear. 
‘What region of the earth’s fo dull, 
‘That is not of your labours full ? 
"Triptolemus (fo fang the Nine) 
Strew'd plenty from his cart divine. 
Bur, fpite of all thefe fable-makers, 
He never fow'd on Almain acres ; 
No, that was left by fate’s decree, 
‘To be pertorm’d and fung by thee. 


"Thou break’ft through furnis with as much cafe 


As the French king through articles, 
Jn grand affairs thy days are fpent, 
In waging weighty compliment, 
‘With fuch as monarchs reprefents 


‘They, whom fuch vatt fatigues attend, 
‘Want fome foft minutes to unbend, 

To thew the world that now and then 
Great minifters are morta] men. 

Then Rhenifh rammers walk the round ; 
In bumpers every king is crown'd 
Befides three haly mitred Heétors, 

And the whole college of Electors, 

No health of potentate is fank, 

‘That pays to make his envoy drunk. 
Thefe Dutch delights, I mention’d laf, 
Suit not, | know, your Englifh tafte ; 
For wine to leave a where or play 

Was ne’er your excelloncy’s way. 

Nor need this title give offence, 

For here you were your excellence, 

For gaming, writing, fpeaking, keeping, 
His excellence for all but fleeping. 

Now if you top in form, and treat, 

’Tis the four fauce to the {weet meat, 
The fine you pay for being great. 

Nay, here’s a harder impofition, 

Which is indeed the court’s petition. 
That, fetting worldly pomp afide, 
Which poet has at font deny'd, 

You would be pleas’d in humble way 
To write a trifle call’d a Play. 

This truly is a degradation, 

But would oblige the crown and natioa 
Next to your wife negetiation. 

{f you pretend, as weil you may, 

Your high degree, your friends will fay, 
The duke St. Aignon made a play. 

If Gallic wit convince you fcarce, 

‘His grace of Bucks has made a farce, 
And you, whofe comic wit is terfe all, 
Can hardly fail below Rehearfal. 

Then finifh what you have began ; 


j But fcribble fafter if you can : 
' For yet no George, to aur difcerning, 


Has writ without a ten years warning. 


gE 


; 


j 
j 
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EPISTLE Vii. 
TO MR. SOUTHERN, 
ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE WIVES EXCUSE, 
Sore there’s a fate in plays, and ’tis in vain Like his thy thoughts are true, thy language clean3 
‘Yo write, while thefe malignant planets reign, Ev’n Jewdnefs is made moral in thy feene. 
Some very foolifh influence rules the pit, ‘The bearers may for want of Nokes repine ; 
Not always kind to fente, or juft to wit : But reft fecure, the readers will be thine, 
And whilft it lafts, let buffoonry fucceed, Nor was thy Jabour’d drama damn d or hifs'd, 
‘To make us laugh ; for never was more need. But with a kind civility difmmifs’d ; oe 
Farce, in itfelf, is of a natty fcent ; With fuch good manners, as the Wife did ufe, 
But the gain fmells not of the excrement. Who, not accepting, did but juft refute, 
‘Vhe Spanifh nymph, a wit and beauty too, There was 2 glance at parting ; fuch a look, 
With all her charms, bore but a fingie how : As bids thee not give o’er, for one rebuke, 
But let a monfter Mufcovite appear, But if thou would@t be fen, as well as read, 
He draws a crowded audience round the year. Copy one living author, and one dead : 
May be thou haft nor pleas'd the box and pit ; ‘The flandard of thy ftyle let Etherege be ; 
Yet thofe who blame thy tale applaud thy wit , For wit, th’ immortal {pring of Wycherley 5 
So Terence plotted, but fo ‘Terence writ, Learn, after both, to draw fome juft defign, 
And the next age will learn to copy thine, 
—— _ weteeny 








EPISTLE IX. 








TO HENRY HIGDEN ESQ. 


ON HIS TRANSLATION OF THE TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL, 


‘Tne Grecian wits, who Satire firft began, No fool could peep abroad, but ready ftand 

Were pleafant Pafquins on the life of man ; | The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand, 

At mighty villains, who the fate oppreft, Wile legiflators never yct could draw 

They men not rail, perhaps; they Jafh’d, at Ik fop within the reach of common law; 
leatt, 


For potture, drefs, grimace, and affectation, 
Though foes to fente, are harmilefs to the nation, 
i 


And turn’d them out of office with a jet. 
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Out lat redrefs is dint of verfe to try, 
And Satire is our Court of Chancery. 
£'This way taok Horace to reform an age, 
‘Not bad enough to need an author’s rage. 
Fut yours, who liv'’d in more degenerate times, 
_Was fore’d to faften deep, and worry crimes. 
"Yee you, my friend, have temper'd him fo well, 
You makg,bim fmile in fpite of all hic zeal : 
Anar. peculiar to yourfelf alone, 
‘Yo join the virtues of two ftyles in one. 

Oh! were your author's principle receiv’d, 
Half of the luc: uring world would be reliew’d 
For not to with is not to he deceiv’d. 

Revenge would into charity be chang’d, 
Becaule it cofts too dear to be reveng’d: 
Tecofts our quiet and content of mind, 

And when ’tis compafs’d leaves a fting behind. 


143 
Suppofe I had the better end o’ th’ ftaff, 
Why fhould I help th’ ill-natur’d world to laugh? 
"Tis al! alike to them, who get the day; 
They love the fpite and mifchief of the fray. 
No; [have cur’d myfelf of that difeafe; 
Nor will I be provek’d, but when { pleafe': 
Bue let me half that cure to you reftore; 
You give the falve, I laid it to the fore. 
Our kind relief againit a rainy day, 
Beyond a tavern, or a tedious play, i 
We take your book, and laugh our fpleen away, 
If all your tribe, too ftudious of debate, 
Would ceafe falfe hopes and titles to create, 
Led by the rare example you begun, 
Clients would fail, aud lawyers be undone. 








EPISTLE X. 





To my dear friend 


MR. CONGREVE, 


ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE DOUBLE DEALER, 


Went then, the promis'd hour is come at laft, 
"Phe prefent age of wit obfcures the patt: [writ, 
Strong were our fircs, and as they fought they 
Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit : 
"Theirs was the giant race, before the flood ; 

And thus, when Charics return’d, our empire food, 
Like Janus he the ftubhorn {oil manur’d, 

With rules of hufbandry the ranknefs cur’d; 
‘Tam'd us to uvanners, when the ftage was rude, 
And boifterous English wit with are indued. 

Our age was cultivated thus at length ; 

But what we yain'd in fkill, we loft in ftrength, 
Our builders were with want of genius curft; 

‘The fecond temple was not like the firlt: 

‘TH you, the beft Vitruvius, come at length ; 

Our beauties equal, but excel our Srength 5 

Firm Doric pillars found your folid bale = 

‘The fair Corinthian crown the higher {pace : ‘ 
‘Ybue all below is ftrength, and all above is grace. 


In eafy dialogue is Fletcher's praifes 

He mov'd the mind, but had not powcr to raife, 
Great Jonfon did by ftrength of judgment pleafe ; 
Yer, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his cafe. 
In differing talents both adorn’d their age ; 

One for the ftudy, t’other for the flage. 

But both to Congreve juftly fhall fubmit, —_ [wit, 
One match’d in judgment, both o’ermatch’d in 
In him all beauties of this age we fee 

Etherege’s courtthip, Southern’s purity, cat 
‘The fatire, wit, and ftrength of manly Wychcr- 
All this in blooming youth you have atchiev’d: 
Nor are your foil’d co-temporaries griew'd. 

So mnch the fweetnefs of your manners move, 
We cannot envy you, becaufe we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he faw 

A beardlefs conful made againit the law, 

And join his fufferage to the vores of Rome; 
‘Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 


tas 
‘Thus old Romgoo bow'd to Raphael's fame, 
And {cholar to the youth he tangh: became. 

© that your brows my laurel had fuftain’d! 
‘Well had I been depos'd, if you had reign’d : 
‘The father had defcended for the fon ; 
For only you are Jineal to the throne. 
‘Thus, when the ftate one Edward did depofe, 
A greater Edward ia hia room arofe. 
But now, not I, but poetry is cars'd; 
For Tom the fecond reigns like Tom the firft. 
But let them not miftake my patron’s patt, 
Nor call his charity their own defert. 
Yet this 1 prophefy; thou fhalt be feen, 
(Though with fome fhore parenthefis between) 
High on the throne of wit, and, feated there, 
Not mine, that’s little, but thy laure] wear. 
‘Thy firft attempt an early promile made ; 
‘That early promife this has more than paid. 
So bold, yet fo judicioufly you dare, 
‘That your leaft praife is to be regular. 
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‘Time, place, and action, may with pains bé 
wrought; 

But genius mutt be born, and never can be taught 

This is your portion; this your native ftore; 

Heaven, that but once was prodigal before, J 

To Shakefpeare gave as much; the could not; 
give him more. oe th, 

Maintain your poft: That’s all the fame ypu* 

For ’tis impoffible you fhould proceed [need ; 

Already I am worn with carés and age, 

And jutt abandoning th’ ungrateful ftage : 

Unprofitably kept at heayen’s expence, 

1 live a rent-charge on his providence: 

But you, whom every Mage and Grace adorn, 

Whonl forefee to better fortune born, 

Be kind to my remains; and O defend, 

Again& your judgment, your departed friend ! 

Let not th? infulting foe my fame purfue, 

But fhade thofe laurels which defcend to you : 

And take for tribute what thefe lines exprefs: 

You merit more ; ner could my love do lefs, 





EPISTLE XI. 





TO MR. ‘GRANVILLE, 


ON HIS EXCELLENT TRAGEDY CALLED HEROIC LOVE. 


Avsprctons poet, were thou not my friend, 
How could I envy, what Famuft commend ! 
But fince ‘tis natuze’s law in love and wit, [mit, 
That youth fhould reign, and withering age fub- 
‘With lefs regret thofe laurels | refign, 

‘Which, dying.on my brows, revive on.thine. 
With better grace an ancient chief may yield 
‘The long-contended honours of the field, 

Than venture all his fortune at a caft, 

And fight, like Hannibal, to lofe at laft. 

Young princes, obftinate to win the prize, 
Though yearly beaten, yearly yet they rife : 
Qld monarchs, though faccefsful, fill in doubt, 
Catch at a peace, and wifely turn devout. 
Thine be the Javrel then; thy blooming age 
Can belt, if any can,fupport the flage ; 
Which fo declines, that fhortly we may fee 
Players and plays reduc’d to fecond intency. 
Sharp to the world, but thoughtlefs of renown, 
‘They plot not on the flage, but on the town. 
And, in defpair their empty pit to fill, 

Sct up fome foreign monftcr in a bill, 


Thus they jog on, ftill tricking, never thriving; 
Aad murdering plays, which they mifcal riviw 


nonfenfe, through their pipes coa- 





vey’ds 
Scarce can a poet know the play be made 
Tis fo difguis'd in death ; nor thinks ‘tis he 
That fuffers in the mangled tragedy,, | 
‘Thus Itys firft was kill’d, and after drefs'd. 
For his awn Gire, the chicf invited gueft. 
I fay not this of thy fuccefsful fcenes, 
Where thine is aJI the glory, theirs the gains. 
With length of time, much judgment, and moré 
toil, 
Not ill they adted, what they could not fpoit. 
‘Their fetting-fun fill theors a glimmering ray, 
Like ancient Rome, majeftic in decay : 
And better gleanings their worn foil can boat, 
Than the crab-vintage of the neighbnuring cozk. 
This difference yet the judging world will fec; 
Thou copie Homer, and they copy thee. 
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EPISTLE XIL 





To my Friénd 


MR. MOTTEUX, 


ON HIS TRAGEDY CALLED BEAUTY IN DISTRESS, 


‘Tis hard, my friend, to write in fuch an age, 
As damns, not only poets, but the flage. 

That facred art, by heaven itfelf infus’d, 
Which Motes, David, Solomon, have us’d, 

Ys mow to be no more: the Mufes’ fors 
Would fink their Maker’s praifes into profe. 
‘Were they content to prune the lavifh vine 

Of ftraggling branches, and improve the wine, 
‘Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend ? 
All would fubmit ; for all but fools will mend. 
But when to common fenfe they give the lie, 
And turn diftorted words to blafphemy, 

‘They give the fcandal, and the wife difcern, 
‘Their gloffes teach an age, too apt to learn. 
‘What I have loofely or profanely writ, 

‘Let them to fires, their due. defert, commit : 
Nor, when accus’d by me, let them complain : 
‘Their faults, and not their function, U arraign. 
Rebellion, worfe than witchcraft, they purfued ; 
‘The pulpit preach’d the crime, the people rued. 
The ftage was filenc’d; for the faints would fee 
In fields perform’d their plotted tragedy, 

But let us firft reform, and then fo live, 

‘That we may teach our teachers to forgive : 
Our defk be plac’d below their lofty chairs; 
Ours be the practice, as the precept theirs, 

‘The moral part, at leaft, we may divide, 
Homility reward, and punith pride; 
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Ambition, intereft, avarice, accufe: 

‘Phefe are the province of a Tragic Mufe. 

‘Thefe haft thou chofen ; and the public voice 

Has equal’d thy performance with thy choice. 

Time, aion, place, are fo preferw'd by thee 

‘That ev’n Corneille might with envy fee 

Th’ alliance of his Tripled Unity. 

Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are fown; 

But too much plenty is thy fault alone. 

At leaft but two can that good crime commit, 

Thou in defign, and Wycherley in wit. 

Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare ; 

Contented to be thinly regular 

Born there, but not for them, our fruitfnt foil ° 

With more increafe rewards thy happy toil. 

‘Their tongue, enfeebled, is refin’d too much ; 

Aad, like pure gold, it bends at every touch: 

Our fturdy Teuton yet will art obey, 

More fic for manly thought, and ftrengthen’d 
with allay. 

But whence art thou infpir’d, and thou alone, 

To flourifa in an idiom not thy own? 

It moves our wonder that a foreign gueft 

Should over-match the moft, and match the beft. 

in under-praifing thy deferts, 1 wrong ; 

Heie find the firft deficience of our tongue : 

Words, once my flock, are wanting, to commend 

So great a poct, and fo good a friend, 


& 


ag 
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EPISTLE XIIL 





‘To my Honoured Kinfman 


JOHN DRYDEN, OF CHESTERTON, IN THE 


COUNTY OF HUNTINGDON, ESQ. 


How bles'd is he, who’ leads a country life, 
Unvex'd with anxious cares, and void of firife ! 
‘Who, ftudying peace, and fhunning civil rage, 
Enjoy’d his youth, and now enjoys his age . 

All who deferve his love, he makes his own ; 
And, to be lov’d hinfelf, needs only to be known. 
Jutt, good, and wife, contending neighbours 

come, 
From your award to wait their final doom; 
And, foes before, return in friendfhip home. 
Withgut their coft, you terminate the canfe ; 
And fave th’ expence of long litigious laws : 
Where fuits are travers’d ; and fo little won, 
That he who conquers, is but laf undone : 
Such are not your decrees; but fo defign’d, 
The fanction leaves a lafting peace behind ; 
Like your own foul, ferene; a patron of your 

tnind. 

Promoting concord, and compofing firife ; 
Lord of yourfelf, uncumber'd with a wife ; 
Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night, 
Tong penitence facceeds a fort delight : 

Minds are fo hardly match’d, that even the firft, 

Though paird by Heaven, in Paradife were 
curs’d. 

For nan and woman, though in one they grow, 

Yet firft or laft, return again to two. 

He to God’s image, fhe to his was made ; 

So, farther from the fount the flream at ran- 
dom ftray’d. 

How could he ftand, when, put to double pain, 
He moft a weaker than hinsfelf fuftain ! 

Each might have ftood perhaps; but each alone; 
» Two wreftlers help to pulbeach ether down. 





Not that my verfe would blemith all the fair, 
But yet, if fome be bad, ’tis wifdom to beware; 
And better fhun the bait, than ftruggle in the 
fhare. 

Thus have you fhunn’d,and fhun the marry’d fate, 

‘Profting as little as you can to fate. 

No porter guards the paflage of your door, 

‘1’ admit the wealthy, and exclude the poor ; 

Fur God. who gave the riches, gave the heart, 

‘To fanctify the whole, by giving part; 

Heaven, who foretaw the will, the means has 
wrought, 

And to the fecond fon a bleffing brought ; 

The firit begotten had his father’s fhare 

But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca’s heir, 

So may your ftores and fruitful fields increafe; 
And ever be you blefs’d, whe live to blefs. 

As Ceres fow’d, where-e’er her chariot flew; 
As heaven in deferts rain’d the bread of dew: 
So tree to many, to relations moit, 

You feed with manna your own Ifrael hoft, 

With crowds attended of your ancient Tace, 
You feck the charupion fports, or fylvan chace + 
Wih well-breath'd beagles you furround the 

‘wood, 
Ev’n then, induftrions of the common good ¢ 
And often have you brought the wily fox 
‘To fuffer for the fieftlings of the flocks; 
Chac’d even amid the folds, and made to bleed, 
Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 
This fiery game your a@ive youth maintain’ 
Not yet by years extinguith’d, though reftrain’d 
You feafon ftill with {ports your rious honrs : 
Vor age but taltesof pleafures, youth devours, 
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The hare in paftures or in plains is found, 
Emblem of human life, who runs the round; 
And, after all his wandering ways are done, 
His circle fills, and ends where he begun, 
Jut as the fetting meets the rifing fun. 

” ‘Thus princes eafe their cares; but happier he, 
Who Seeks not pleafure through neceflity, 


me fis as once on flippery thrones were 
lac’d ; 


AMG Chafing, figh to think themfelves are chas’d, 
So liv'd our fires, e’er doctors learn’d to kid, 
And multiply’d with theirs the weekly bill, 
The firft phyficians by debauch were made : 
Excefs began, and floth fuftains the trade : 
Piry the generous kind their cares beftow 
To {earch forbidden truths; (a fin to know 3) 
To which if human feience could attain, 
The doom of death, pronounc’d by God, were 
In vain the leech would interpofe delay; — { vain. 
Fate faftens firft, and vindicates the prey. 
‘What help from art’s endeavours can we have ? 
Gibbons but gueffes, uor is fure to fave : 
But Maurus fweeps whole parithes, and peoples 
every grave; 
And no more mercy to mankind will ufe, 
‘Than when he robb’d and murder’d Maro’s Mufe, 
Wouldft thou be foon difpateh’d, and perifh whole, 
‘Traft Maurus with thy life, and Milbourn with 
thy foul 
By chace our long-liv’d fathersearn’d their food; 
Toil ftravg the nerves, aud parify’d the biood : 
But we their fons, a pamper’d race af men, 
Are dwindled down to threefcore years and ten. 
Better to hunt in fields for health unbought,, 
Than fee the dodtor for « naufeous draught. 
The wife, for cure, on exerciie depend 5 
God never made his work for man to meud. 
‘The tree of knowledge, once in Eden plac’d, 
‘Was eafy found, but was forhid the taite : 
O, had eur grandfire walk’d without his wife, 
He firft had fought the better planc of life! 
Now both are loft: yet, wandering in the dark, 
Phyficians. for the tree, have found the bark ; 
‘Chey, labouring for relief of human kind, 2 





With tharpen'd fight fome remedies may find; 
Th’ apothecary train is wholly blind, 
From files a random recipe they take, : 
And many deaths of one preferjption make, 
Garth, generous as his Mufe, preferibes end 
gives 5 
The fhopman fells; and by deftrudion lives: 
Ungrateful tribe! who, like the viper's brood, 
From medicine iffing, fuck their mother’s blood! 
Let thefe cbey; and let the learn’d preferibe ; 
‘That men may die, without a double bribe : 
Let them, but under their fuperiors, kill ; 
When doétors firft have fign’d the bloody bill: 
He fcapes the beft, who nature to repair, 
Draws phyfic from the fields, in draughts of vi- 
tal air. 

You hozrd not health, for your own private vfe, 
But on the public fpend the rich produce. 
When, often urg’d, unwilling to he great, 
Your country calls yon from your lov'd retreat, 
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And fends to fenates, charg’d with common care, 
Which none more fhuns; and none can better 
bear; 
Where could they find another form’d fo fit, 
‘Lo poile, with folid fenfe, a fprightly wis! 
Were thefe both wanting, as they both abound, 
Where could fo firm integrity be found ? 
Well born, and weaithy, wanting no fuppoit, 
You iteer betwixt the country and the court :- 
Nor gratify whate’er the great delire, 
Nor grudging give, what public needs require. 
Parc mutt be Jeft, a fund when foes invade; 
And part employ’d to roll the watery trade : 
Ey'n Cunaan’s happy land, when worn with toil, 
guir'd a fabbath-year to mend the meagre foils 
Good fenators (and fuch as you) fo give, | 
That kings may be fupply’d, the people thrive, 
And he, when want requires, is truly wife, 
Who flights not foreign aids, nor over-buys 3 
But on our native ftrength, in time of need, 
relies. 
Munfter was bought, we boaft not the fuccefss 
Who fights for gain, for greatef makes his peace. 
Our foes, compell’d by need, have peace ems 
brac’d: : : 
The peace both parties want, is like to lait: 
Which, if fecure, fecurely we may trade; 
Or, not fecure, fhould never have been made. 
Safe in ourfeive:, while on ourfelves we ftand; 
The fea is ours, and that defends the Jand+ 
Be, then, the naval ftores the nation’s care, 
New fhips to build, and batter'd to repair. 
Obferve the war, in ever annual courfe ; 
What has been done, was done with Britith forces : 
Namur fubdned, is England’s palm alone; . 
‘She reft befieg’d ; but we conitrain’d the town : 
We faw th’ event that follow’d our fuccels ; 
France, though pretending arms, purfued the 
Oblig’d, by one fole treaty, to reQore (peaces 
What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough for Europe has our Albion foughe: 
Let us enjoy the veace our blood has boeght, 
When once the Perfian king-was put to flight, 
‘The weary Macedons refus'd to fight : 
Themfelves their own mortality confefs'd 5 
And left the fon of Jove to quarrel for the reft. 
Ev'n victors are, by victorice undone ; 
Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 
‘To Carthage was recall’d, too late to keep his 
own. 
While fore of battle, while oar wounds are green, 
Why fhould we tempt the doubeful dye again? | 
In wars renew’'d, uncertain of fuccefss + 
Sure of a fhare as umpires of the peace. 
A patriot both the king and country ferves ¢ 
Prerogative, and privilege, preferves : 
Of cach our laws the certain limits thew; 
One muft not ebb, nor t' other c erflow : 
Betwixt the prince and parliament we ftand ; 
The barriers of the ftate on either hand : 
May neither overflow, for then they drown the. 





When both are full, they feed our blefi'd abodes 
Like thofe that water’d once the Pasadife of God 
K ij : 
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Some overpoife of fway, by turns, they thare ; 
In peace the people, and the ‘prince in war: 
Confuls of moderate power in calms were made: 
When the Gauls came, one fole dictator fway'd. 

Patriots in‘ peace, affert the people's right; 
With noble fiubbornnefs refiiting might : 

No Igwlefs mandates from the court receive, 

Nor Tend by force, but im a hody give. 

Suth was your generous grandfire ; free to grant 
In parliaments, that weigh’d their prince's want: 
But fo tenacious of the common canfe, 

As not to lend the king againit his laws. 

And in‘aJoathfome dungeon doom'd to lie, 

In honds retain’d his birthright liberty, 

And tham'd oppreflion, till it fet him free. 


| Vouchfafe this piéture of thy foul to feeg 
| 
q 


OF DRYDEN. 


O crue defcendant of a patriot line, {thine, 
Who, while thou fhar’ft their Ieftre, lend’it them 


"Tis fo far good, ac it refembles thee. 
The beauties to th’ original I owe; 

Which when I mifs, my own defe@s F thew; 
Nor think the kindred Mufes thy difgrace : : 
A poet is not born in every race. : 
"l'wo of a houfe few ages can afford ¢ 
One to perform, another to record, 
Praife-.vorthy actions are by thee embrac’ dy. 
And "tis my praife, to make thy praifes Jaft, 
For ev’n when death diffolves our het came 





The foul returns to heaven from whence it came; 
Earth keeps the body, verfe preferves the fame. 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


PRINCIPAL PAINTER TO HIS MAJESTY. 


Over. 1 beheld the faire of her kind, 

And {till the Sweet idea charms my mind : 

Truc, fhe was dumb: for nature gaz'd fo long, 
+Pleas’d with her work, that fhe forgot her tongues 
But, {miling, faid, She Pill thafl gain the prize; 

FT only have transfere’d it to her eyes, 

Such are thy pidtures, Kneller; fuch thy kill, 
That nature feems obcdient to ‘thy will; 

Comes cvt, and meets thy pencil in the drought; 
Lives there, and wants but words to fpeak her 

thonghr. 
At Icaft thy pidtures look a voice; and we ; 





Imagine founds, decriv’d to that degree, 

‘We think ’tis fomewhat more than juft to fee. 
Shadows are but privations of the light: 

Yet, when we walk, they fhoot before the fight ; 

‘With us approach, retire, arife, and fall; 

Nothing themfelves, and yet expreffing all. 

Suck are thy pieces, imitating lite 

So near, they almoft conquer in the ftrife ; 

And from their animated canvafs came, 

Demanding fouls, and loofen’d from the frame. 
Prometheus, were he here, would caft away 

His Adam, and refufe a foul te clay ; 

And either would thy noble work infpire, 

Or think it warm enough without ‘ 








But vulgar hands may vulgar likenefs raife 
This is the leait attendant on thy pea) 
From hence the rudiments of art | satis 
A coal, or chalk, firft imitated man : 
Perhaps the fhadow, taken on a wall, 
Gave outlines to the rude original ; 

E’er canvafs yet was ftrain’d, before the grace 
OF blended colours found their ufe and place, 
Or cyprefs tablets firft receiv'd a face. 

By flow degrees the godlike art advane’d ; 
As man grew polith'd, pi@ure wae inhanc'd : 
Greece added pofture, thade, and perfpective ; 
And then the mimic piece began to five. 

Yet peripective was lame, no diftance true, 

But all came forward in one common view : 

No point of light was Known, no bounds of 
arti 

When light was there, it knew not to depart; 

But glaring on remoter objedle play'd; 

Not languifh’d, and infenfibly decay'd. 

Rome rais'd not art, but barely kept alive, 
And with old Greece unequally did ftrive : 

‘Til Goths and Vandals, a rude northern race, 
Did all the matchlefs monuments deface. 
Then all the Mufes in one ruin lie, 

And rhyme began t’ enervate poetry. 
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‘Thou paint’tt as we defcribe, improving fill, 
When on wild nature we ingraft our {kill ; 
Bat not creating beauties at our will. 

But poets are confin’d in narrower fpace, 
To fpeak the language of their native Place :. 
The painter widely ikretches his command: . # 
Thy pencil fpeaks the tongue of every land. 
From hence, my friend, all climates are your own, 
Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none, 
All nations all immunities will give R 


Thus, in a Rupid military ftate, 

‘The pen and pencil find an equal fate, 

Fiat faces, fuch as would difgrace a ficreen, 

Such as in Bantam’s embaffy were feen, 

Unrais’d, urrounded, were the rude delight 

Of brutal nations, only born to fight. 
Long time the fitter arts, in.ivon fleep, 

A heavy fabbath did fupinely keep : 

Atcigth, in Raphael’s age, at once they rife, 

Stretch all their limbs, and open all their eyes, 
Thence rofe the Roman, ahd the Lombard 

line: 

One colour’d heft, and one did belt defign, 

Raphael's, like Homer's, was the nobler part, 

But Titian’s painting look’d like Virgil's ari, 
Thy genius gives thee both; where true defign, 

Poftures unforc’d, and lively colours join. 

Likenefs is ever there; but ftill the beft, 

Like proper thoughts in lofty language dre: 

Where light, to thades defcending, plays, not 

Tives, 

Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 

OF various parts a perfect wholg is wrought: 

Thy pi@ures think, and we divine their thought, 
Shakefpeare, thy gift, | Place before my fight : 

With awe, I aik his bleffing ere I write; 

With reverence look on his majeftic face; 

Proud to be lefs, but of his godlike race, 

His foul infpires me, while thy praife 1 write, 

And J, like Teucer, under Ajax fight. 

Bids thee, through me, be bold; with dauntlefs 

breatt 

Contemn the bad, and emulate the heft, 

‘Like his, thy critics in th? attempt are loft : 
When moft they rail, know then, they envy moft. 
In vain they fnarl aloof; a noify croud, 

Like women's anger, impotent and loud. 

‘While they their barren induftry deplore, 

Pafs on fecure, and mind the goal before. 

Old as the is, my Mufe thall march behind, 

Bear off the blaft, and intercept the wind, 

Our arts are fifters, though not ‘twins in birth : 
For hymns were fung in Bden’s happy earth : 
But oh, the painter Mufe, though lat in place, 
Has feiz d the bleffing firft, like Jacob’s race. 
Apelles’ art an Alexander found; . ; 















To make you theirs, where’er you pleafe to lives, 
And not feven cities, bue the world, would ftrive, 

Sure fome propitious planet then did {mile, 
When fir you were condugted to this ifle : 

Our genius brought you here, ¢ enlarge our fame; 
For your good ftars are every where the fame; 
Thy matchlefs hand, of every region free, 

Adopts our climate, not our climate thee. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impare 
To thee th’ exainples of their wondrous art. 
‘Thofe mafters then, but feen, not underftoad, 
With genervas emulation fir'd thy blood: 

For what in nature’s dawn the child admir’d, 
The youth endeavour'd, and the man acquir’d, 

TE yet thow hatt not reach’d their high degree, 
Tis only wanting to this age, not thee, 

Thy genius, bounded by the times, like mine, 
Drudges on petty draughts, nor dare defign : 
A more exalted work, and more divine, 

For what a fong, or fenfelefs opera, 

Is to the living labour of a play; 

Or what a play to Vitgil’s work would be, 

Such is a fingle piece to hiftory. 

But we, who life beftow, onrfelves mutt live s 
Kings cannot reign, vnlefs their fubjeéts give; 
And they, who pay the taxes, bear the rule + 
Thus thou, fometimes, art forc’d to draw a fool: 
But fo his fallies in thy pofture fink, 

The fenfelefs ideot feems at lat to think, . 

Good heaven! that fots and knaves fhould be fe. 

vain, 
To with their vile refemblance may remain. 
And fland recorded, at their own requeft, s 
To future days, a libel or a jet! 

Elfe should we fee your noble pencil trace 
Our unities of action, time, and places 
A whole compos'd of parts, and thofe the beft, 
With every various character expreft : 

Heroes at large, and ata nearer view ; 
Lefs, and at diftance, an ignobler crew, 
While all the figurcs in one adtion join, 
As tending to complete the main defign. 

More cannot be by nyprtal art expreft ; 

But venerable age thall add the reft, 
For time fhall with his ready pencil ftand ; 
Retouch your figures with his ripening hand ; 
Mellow your colours, and imbrown the teint 4 
Add every grace, which time alone can grant 5 
To future ages thal} your fame convey, 
And give more beauties than he takes away, 

K ij 





And Raphael did with Leo’s gold abound 3 

But Homer was with barren laurel crown’d. 
Thou hadft thy Charles a while, and fo had 1; 
But pafs we that unpkeafing image by, 

Rich in thyfelf, and of thyfelf divine ; 

All pilgrims come and offer at thy fhrine, 

A graceful truth thy pencil can command; 

‘The fair themfelves oe mended from thy hand, 
Likenefs appears in every lineament ; 

But likenefs in thy work is eloquent, 

‘Though nature there her true refemblance bears, 
A nobler beauty in thy piece appears, 

So warm thy work, fo glows the generous frame 
Fleth looks icfs living in the lovely dame, 
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‘To the memory of 


MR. OLDHAM. 


Fanewrrt, too little and too lately known, 
Whom | began to think, and call my own; 

For fure our fouls were near allied, and thine 

aft in the fame poetic mould with mine. 

One common note on cither lyre did ftrike, 

And knavea and fools we both abhorr’d alike. 

To the fame goal did both our ftudies drive ; 

‘The fait fer out, the fooneft did arrive. 

‘Thus Nifus fell upon the flippery place, —[race. 
-“Whilit his young friend perform’d, and won the 
O early ripe! to thy abundant ftore 

‘What could advancing age have added more ? 

It might (what nature never gives the young) 
Haye taught the fmoothnefs ot thy native tongue. 


But fatire needs not thofe, and wit will fhing 

Through the harfh cadence of a rugged line. 

A noble error, and but feldom made, 

When poets are by too much force betray'd, 

Thy generous fruits, though gather'd ere their 

rime, 

Still fhew’d a quicknefs; and maturing time 

But mellows what we write, to the duil fweets 
of rhyme. 

Once more, hai+, and farewel; farewel, thou young, 

Buz ah too thort, Marcellus of our tongue! 

Thy brows with ivy, and with lanrels bound; 

Buc fate and gloomy night encompals thee around, 
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I. 


AN ODE 


To the pious memory of the accomplifhed young Lady 


MRS. ANNE KILLIGREW. 


EXCELLENT IN THE TWO SISTER-ARTS OF POESY AND PAINTING. 


Tuov youngeft virgin-daughter of the ties, 
Made in the laft promotion of the bleft; 
Whofe palms, new pluck’d from paradife, 
In fpreading branches more fublimely rife, 
Rich with immortal green above the reft : 
‘Whether, adopted to fome neighbouring ftar, 
‘Thou roll’ft above us, in thy wand’ring race, 
Or, in proceffion fix’d and regular, 
Mov'd with the heaven majeftic pace ; 
Or, call’d to more fuperior blifs, 
‘Thou treadft, with feraphims, the vaft abyfs ; 
Whatever happy region is thy place, 
Ceafe thy celeftial fong a little fpace; 
Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine, 
“Since heaven’s eternal year is thine. 
Hear then a mortal Mufe thy praife rehearfe, 
In no ignoble verle ; 
But fuch as thy own voice did practife here, 
When thy firft fruits of Poely were given; 
'To make thyfelf a welcome inmate there ; 
While yet a young probationer, 
And candidate of heaven. 
m 
if by traduction eame thy mind, 
Our wonder is the lefs to find 
A foul fo charming from a ftock fo good ; 
‘Thy father was tranefus’d into thy blood: 
So wert thou born into a tuneful ftrain, 
An carly, rich, and inexhaufted vein. 


But if thy pre-exifting foul 
‘Was form’e, at firft, with myriads more, 

It did through all the mighty poets roll, 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 

And was that Sappho laft, which once it was before, 
If fn, then ceafe thy flight, O heaven-born mind } 
Thou haft no drofs to purge from thy rich ore; 
Nor can thy foul a fairer manfian find, 

Than was the beauteous frame fhe left bohind: 

Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celeftial 

kind. 
in. 
May we prefume to fay, that, at thy birth, 

New joy was fprung in heaven, as well as here 

on earth. 

Fer fure the milder planets did combine : 

On thy aufpicious horofcope to fhine, : 

And ev'n the moft malicious were in trine. 

Thy brother-angels at thy birth 
Strung each his lyre, and tun’d it high, 

‘That all the people of the tky 

Might know a poctefs was born on earth, 
And then, if ever, mortal ears 

Had heard the mufic of the fpheres, 

And if no cluftering fwarm of bees 

On thy {weet mouth diftili'd their golden dew, 
*Twas that fuch vulgar miracles i 
Heaven had not leifure to renew = . 

For all thy bleft fraternity of love [day above. 

Solempiz’d there thy birth, and kegt thy holy« 


R iiij 


td THE WORKS OF DRYBEN 


iv. 

O gracious God ! how far have we 
Prophan’d thy heavenly gift of posty ? 
Made proftitute and profligate the Mate, 
Debas'd to each obfcene and impious ufe, 
‘Whofe harmony was firft ordain’d above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love? 
O wretched we! why were we hurry’d down 

‘This Jubrique and adulrerate age, 
(Nay added fat pollutions of our own) 
'T’ increafe the ftreaming ordures of the ftage? 
‘What can we fay 1” excufe our fecond fall ? 
Let this thy veftal, heaven, atone for all: 
Her Arethufian fiream remains unfoil’d, 
Unmix’d with foreign fiith, and undefil'd ; 
Fer wit was more than man, her innocence a 

child. ‘ 
vv. 

Art the had none, yet wanted none ; 

For nature did that want fupply : 

So rich in treafures of her own, 

She might our boafted ttores defy : 
Such noble vigour did her verfe adorn, 
"That it {cem'd borrow’d, where ‘twas only born. 
Her morals too were inher bafom bred, 

By great examples daily fed, 
"What in the beft of books, her father’s lifc, fhe read. 
And to be read herfelf the need not fear; 
Each teft, and every light, her Mate will bear, 
‘Though Epictetus with his lamp were there, 
Ev'n love (for love fometimes her Mufe expreft) 
‘Was but a Jambent flame which play'd about her 

* breaft : 
Light as the vapours of a morning dream, 
So cold herfelf, while the fuch warmth cxpreft, 
> Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s ftream. 
v 


1. 

Born to the fpacious empire of the Nine, [content 
One would jive thought, the fhould have been 
‘To manage well that mighty government ; 

But what can young ambitious fouls confine ? 
“Yo the next realna the ftretch'd her fwav, 

Vor Painture near adjoining lay ; 
A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 

A Chamber of Dependencies was fram’d, 

(As conquerors will never want pretence, 

When arm’, to juflify th’ « fence) 

‘And the whole fief, in right of Poetry, fhe claim'd. 
*Phe country open Jay without defence : 
For poets frequent inroads there had made, 

‘And perfectly could reprefent 

"The thape, the face, with every lincamer 
And ail'the large doinains which the Dumb Sifter 

fway’a. 

All bow’d beneath her government, 

Receciv'd in triumph wherefoe’er the went. 
Her pencil drew, whate’or her foul defign’d, 
‘And oft the happy draught forpaf;'d the image in 

her mind. 

‘The fylvan tcenes of herds end flocks, 

And fru ful plains and barren recks, 

Of fhatiow breoks thar Bow'd fo clear, 

‘The boctom did the top appear 5 

Of deeper too and ampler floods, 

Which, as in mirrors, fhew’d the woods ; 











Of lofty trees; with facred fades, 

And perfpedtives of pleafunt glades, 

Where nymyhs of brighteft form appear, 

And Shaggy Satyrs ftanding near, g 
Which them at orce admire and fear, 

The ruins too of fome majeltic piece, 


Boafting the power of ancient Rome or Greece, 


Whofe flatues, freezes, columns, broken lie, 
And, though defac’d, the wonder of EOS 
What nature, art, boid fi@ion, e’er duri frame, 
Her forming hand gave feature to the name. 
So ttrange a concourfe ne’er was fecn before, 
Bug when the peopled ark the whole cication bore. 
vine 

The feene then chang’d, with bold erected look 
Our martial king the fight with reverence ftreok: 
For, not content t’ exprefs his outward part, 

Her hand call’d out the image of his heart: 
His warlike mind, his feul devoid of fear, 
His high-defigning thoughts were figur’d were 
‘As when, by magic, ghofts are made appear. 
Our phoenix queen was pourtray'd too fo bright, 
Beauty alone could beauty take fo right: 
Her drefs, her fhape, her matchlefe grace, 
Were all obferv’d, as well as heavenly face. 
With fuch a peerlefs majefty the itands, 
As in that day fhe took the crown from, facred 
hands - 
Before a train of heroines were feen, 
In beauty foremoft, as in rank, the queen, 
Thus nothing to her genius was deny'd, 
But like a ball of fire the further thrown, 
Still with a greater blaze fhe fhone, 
And her bright foul broke out on every fide. 
What next fhe had defign’d, heaven only knows ; 
To fuch immoderate growth her conquett rofe, 
‘That Fate alone its progrefs could oppofe. 
vil. 

Now all thofe charms, that blooming grace, 
‘The well-proportion’d thape, and heauteous face, 
Shall never more be feen by mortal eyes; 

In carth the much-lamented virgin lies. 

Not wit, nor picty, could fate prevent 5 

Nor was the cruel deftiny content 

To finifh all the murder at a blow, 

To {weep at once her life and beauty too; 

But, Jike a harden'd felon, took a pride 
To work more mifchievoufly flow, 
And plunder'd firft, and then dettroy’d. 
© double facrilege on things divine, 
"Lo rob the relic, and deface the fhrine ! 
Bat thus Orinda dy’d: 

Heaven, by the fame difeafe, did both tranflate ; 
As equal were their fouls, fo equal was their fate. 

1x. 

Meantime her warlike brother on the feas 

His waving ftreamers to the winds difplays, 
And vows for his return, with vain devotion, 

pays,” 
Ah, generous youth, that with forbear, 
~ The winds too fecn will waft thee here! 

Slack ail thy fails, and fear to come, 

Alas, thou know’ ft not, thou art wreck’d at home ! 
No more fhalt thou beho!d thy fifter’s face, 
Thou haft already hed her laft embrace. 

tz 
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But look aloft, and if thou ken’ft from far 
Among the Pleiads a new-kindled -fiar, 
If any {parklea than the reft more bright ; 

_ "Tis fhe that fhines in that propitious light. 


x. 
When in mid-air the golden tramp fhall found, 
To raifeghe nations under ground; 
~ ‘When imthe valley of Jchofhaphat, 
The jgae@ig God fhall clofe the book of fate ; 
‘And there the laft affizes keep, 
For thofe whe wake, and thofe who fleep ¢ 
When rattling bones together fly, 
From the four corners of the fky 5 


35e> 
: When finews o’er the fkeletons are fpread, 

Thofe cloth’d with fieth, and life infpires the 

dead; , 
The facred poets firft fhall hear the found, 
‘And foremoft from the tomb fhall bound, 

For they are cover’d with the lighteit ground ; 

‘And ftraight, with in-born vigour, en the wing, 

Like mounting larks, te the new morning fing. 

There thou, fweet Saint, before the quire thall’ 


£0; 
As harbinger of heaven, the way to fhow, : 
‘The way which thou fo well haft learnt below. 3, 
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Til. 


Upon the death of the 


EARL OF DUNDEE, 


TRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN OF DR. PITCAIRN. 


Qu Iaft and beft of Scots! who did maintain 
Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign 5 
New people fill the land, now thou art gone, 


New gods the temples, and new kings the throne. Aad couldit not 


Scotland and thow did each in other live s 
Nor would'ft thou her, nor could fhe thee furvive, 
Farewell, who dying didft {apport the ftate, 

fall bug with thy country’s fate, 
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ELEONORA. 


A PANEGYRICAL POEM, 


Dedicated to the memery of the late 


COUNTESS OF ABINGDON. 





To the right honourable the 


EARL OF ABINGDON, &c. 


My Lorn, 


‘Tux commands with which you honoured me 
fome months ago are now performed : they had 
been fooner ; but betwixt ill health, fome bufinefs, 
and many troubles, 1 was forced to defer them 
till this time. Ovid, going to his banifhment, 
and writing from on thipboard to his friends, 
excufed the faults of his poetry by his misfortunes ; 
and told them, that good verfes never flow but 
from a ferene and compofed fpirit. Wit, which 
isa kind of Mercury, with wings faftened to his 
head and heals, can fly but flowly in a damp air. 
¥ therefore chofe rather to obey you late than 


ill; if at leaft Iam capable of writing any thing, 
at any time, which is worthy your perufal and 
your patronage. I cannot fay that I have efcaped 
from a thipwreck; but have only gained a rock 
by hard fwimming; where I may pant a while 
and gather breath: for the do@ors give me a 
fad affurance, that my difeafe never took its leave 
of any man, but with a purpofe to return. How- 
ever, my lord, I have laid hold on the interval, 
and managed the {mall flock, which age has left 
me, to the beft advantage, in performing this in- 
confiderable fervice to my lady's memory. We, 
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who are priefts of Apollo, have not the infpira- 
tion when we pleafe ; but muit wait till the God 
> comes rufhing on us, and invades us with a fury 
“phich we are not able to refit: which gives us 
pn ftrength while the fit continues, and leaves 
g and fpent at its departure. Let 
to boaft, my lord; for f have really 
felt it s occalion, and prophefied beyond my 
natural power. Let me add, and hope to be be- 
Tieved, that the excellency of the fubject contri- 
buted much to the happinefs of the execution ; 
and that the weight of thirey years was taken off 
me while [ was writing. 1 fwam with the tide, 
and the water under me was buoyant. The 
reader will cafily obferve, that I was tranfported 
by the multitude and variety of my fimilirudes ; 
which are generally the product of a luxuriant 
fancy, and the wantonnefs of wit. Had I called 
in my judgment to my affittance, I had certainly 
retrenched many of them. But 1 defend them 
not; jet them pafs for beautiful faults amongft 
the herter fort of critics: for the whole poem, 
though written in that which they call Heroic 
verle, is of the Pindaric nature, as well in the 
thought as the expreilion; and, as fuch, requires 
the fame graias of allowance for it. It was in- 
tended, as your lordthip (ces in the title, not for 
an clegy, but a panegyric: a kind of apothefis, 
indeed, if a Heathen word may be applicd to a 
Chriitian ufe. And on all occafions of praife, if 
we take che Ancients for our patterns, we are 
hound by prefcription to employ the magniticence 
of words, and the force of figures, to adorn the 
fublimiiy of thoughts.  Ifocrates amongit the 
Grecian orators, and Cicero and the Younger 
Pliny amongft the Romans, have left us their 
precedents for our fecurity: for I think { need 
not mention the inimitable Pindar, who ftretches 
on thefe pinions out of fight, and is carried up- 
ward, as it were, int another world. 

This, at leaft, my Jord, | may juftly plead, that, 
if T have not performed fo well as f think { have, 
yet I have ufed my beft endeavours to excel my- 
felf, One difadvantage | have had; which is, 
never to have known or feen my lady: and to 
draw the lineameats of her mind from the de~ 
{cription which I have received from others, is 
for a painter to fet him{clf at work without the 
living original before him : which, the morc beau- 
tiful it is, will be fo much the more difficul: for 
him to conceive, when he has only a relation 
given him. of fuch and fuch features by an ac- 
quaintance or a friend, without the nice touches 
which give the beit refemblance, and make the 
graces of the pidture. Every artiit is apt enough 
to flatter himfelf (and 1 amongft the reft) that 
their own ocular obfervations would have difco- 
vered more perfections, at leaft others, than have 
been delivered to them: though I have received 
mine from the bef hands, that is, from perfons 
who neither want 4 juft underftanding of my 
Jady’s worth, nor a due veneration for her me= 
mory. 

Door Donne, the greateft wit, though not 
: yi poct of our nation, acknowledges, 
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that he had never. feen Mra, Drary, whom he 
has made immortal in his admirable Anniverfaries, 
Thave had the fame fortune, though I have not 
fucceeded to the fame genius. However, I have 
followed his footfteps in the defign of his pane~ 
gytic; which was to raife an emulation in the 
living, te copy out the example of the dead. 
And therefore ir was, that I once intended to 
have called this poem “ The Pattern :” antt 
though, on a fecond confideration, 1 changed the~ 
title into the name of the illuftrious perfon, yet 
the defign continues, and Eleonora is ftill the 
pattern of charity, devotion, and humility ; of the, 
beit wife, the be(t mother, and the beft of friends. 
_ And now, my lord, though I have endeavoured 
to anfwer your commands, yet I.could not anfwer 
it to the world, nor to my confecience, if I gave 
not your lordthip my teftimony of being the beft 
hufband now living: I fay my teftimony only; 
for the praife cf it is given you by yourfelf, They 
who defpife the rules of virrue both in their 
pradtice and their morals, will think this a very 
ctivial commendation. But 1 think it the pe- 
culiar happinefs of the Countefs of Abingdon, to 
have been fo truly loved by you while fhe was 
living, and fo gratefully honoured after the was 
dead. Few there are who have either had, or 
could have, fuch a lofs; and yet fewer who cars 
fied their love and conftancy beyond the grave. 
The exteriors of mourning, a decent funeral, and 
black habits, are the ufual ftints of commom 
hufbands: and perhaps their wives deferve no 
better than to be mourned with hypocrify, and 
forget with cafe. But you have diftinguifhed 
yourfelf fram ordinary lovers, by a real and lafting 
grief for the deceafcd; and by endeavouring to 
raife for her the moft durable monument, which 
is that of verfe. And fo it would have proved, 
if the workman had been equal to the work, and 
your choice of the artificer as happy as your de~ 
fign. Yet, as Phidias, when he had made the 
flatue of Minerva, could not forbear fo engrave 
his own name, as author of the piece: fo give me - 
leave to hope that, by fubfcribing mine to this 
poem, I may live by the goddefs, and tranfmit my 
pame to pofterity by the memory of hers, "Tis 
no Aattery to aflure your lordfhip, that the is re- 
membered, in the prefent age, by all who have 
had the houour of her converfation and acquaint+ 
ance; and that I have never heen in any comy 
pany, fince the news of her death was firft brought 
me, where they have not extolled her virtues, 
and even fpoken the fame thimgs of her in profe 
which I have done in verfe. 

I therefore think myfelf obliged to thank your 
lordfhip for the commiffion which you have given 
me: how { have acquitted myfelf of it, muft be 
left to the opinion of the world, in fpite of any 
proteftation which I can enter againft the prefent 
age, as incompetent or corrupt judges. Fer my 
comfort, they are but Englifhmen, and, as fuch, 
if they think ill of me to-day, they are inconflant 
enaugh to think well of me to-morrow. And, 
after all, I have not much to thank my fortune 
that I was born amongft them, The good of 
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both fexes are fo few in England, that they ftand 
like exceptions againft general rules: and though 
one of them has deferved a greater commenda- 
tion than I could give her, they have taken care 
that I fhould not tire my pen with frequent ex- 
excife on the like fubje&ts; that praifes, like taxes, 
ftiould be appropriated, and left almoft as indi- 
vidual as the perfon. They fay, my talent is fa- 
tire: if it be fo, it is a fruitful age, and there is 
an extraordinary crop to gather. But a fingle 
hand is infufficient for fuch a harvett : they have 
fown the dragon’s teeth themfelves, and it is bat 
oft they fhould reap each other in lampoons, 
You, my lord, who have the charadter of honour, 
though it is not my happinefs to know you, may 
ftand afide, with the {mall remainders of the 
English nobility, truly fuch, and, unhurt your- 
Selves, behold the mad combat. If I hawt pleafed 


THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


you, and fome few others, I have obtained m: 
end, You fee I have difabled myfelf, like an 
ele&ed Speaker of the Houfe: yet like him I, 
have undertaken the charge, and find the burde-. 
fufficiently recompenfed by the honour. Be 
pleafed to accept of thefe my unwor-hy labours, 
this paper-monument ; and let her pikus memory — 
which I am fure is facred to you, nots plead 
the pardon of my many faults, but gain me your 
protection, which is ambitiouily fought by, 


My Lord, 
Your Lordhhip’s 
Mott obedient fervant, 


Joan Drvzew. 
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As when fome great and gracious monarch dics, 
Soft whifpers, firft, and mournful murmurs rife 
Among the fad attendants; then the found 
Soon gathers voice, and fp.cads the news around, 
‘Through town and country, till the dreadful blait 
Is blown to diftant colonies at laft ; 
‘Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain, 
For his long tife, and for his happy reign : 
So, flowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame 
Did Matchlefs Eleonora’s fate proclaim, : 
‘Till public as the lofs the news became. 
The nation felt it in th’ extremeft parts, 
‘With eyes o'crflowing, and with bleeding hearts ; 
But moft the poor, whom daily the fupply'd, 
Beginning to bé fuch but when the dy'd. 
For, while the liv'd, they fept in peace by night, 
Sccure of bread as of returning light ; 
And with fuch firm dependence on the day, 
‘That need grew pamper’d, and forgot to pray : 
So fure the dole, fo ready at their call, 
‘They ftood prepar’d to fee the manna fall. 
Such multitudes the fed, the cloath d, fhe nurft, 
That the herfelf might fear her wanting rk. 
Of her five talents, other five the made; 
Heaven, that had largely given, was largely paid ; 
And in few lives, in wondrous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind. 
Nor did her alms from oftentation fall, 
Or proud defire of praife ; the foul gave all: 
Unbrib'd it gave; or, if a bribe appear, 
No lefs than heaven ; to heap huge treafures there, 
Want pafe’d for merit at her open door : 
Heaven faw, he fafely might increafe his peor, 


Aad truft their fuftenance with her fo well, 

As not to be at charge of miracle. 

None could be needy, whom fhe faw, or knew; 
All in the compafs of her {phere the drew : 

He, who could touch her garment, was as fure, 
As the firft Chriftians of th’ apoftles’ cure. 

The diftant heard, by fame, her pious deeds, 
And laid her up for their extremeft needs; 

A future cordial for a fainting mind ; 

For, what was ne’er refus’d, all hop'd to find 
Each in his turn; the sich might freely comey 
As toa friend; but to the poor, ’twas home. 
As to fome holy houfe th’ affli@ed came, 

The hunger-ftarv'd, the naked, and the lame; 
Want and difeafes fled before her name. 

For zeal like her’s her fervants were too flow; 
She was the firft, where need requir'’d, to go; ¢ 
Herfelf the foundrefs and attendant too. 

Sure fhe had guefts fometimes to entertain, 
Guetts in difguife, of her great Mafter’s train = 
Her Lord himfelf might come, for aught we 

know; 
Since in a fervant’s form he liv’d below : 
Beneath her roof he might be pleas’d to flay; 
Or fome benighted angel, in his way, 
Might eafe his wings, and, feeing heaven appear 
In its beft work of mercy, think it there = 
Where all the deeds of charity and love 
Were in as conftant method as above, 
All carry’d on; all of a piece with theirs; 
As free her alms, as diligent her cares; 
As loud her praifes, and as warm her prayers, 
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Yet was the not profufe; but fear’d to waite, 
And wifely manag'd, that the tock might lat; 
‘That all might be fupply’d, and fhe not grieve, 
‘When crowds appear’d, fhe had not to relieve : 
Which to prevent, the ftill increas’d her ftore; 
Laid up, and fpar’d, that fhe might give the more. 
So Pharaoh, or fome greater king than he, 
Provided for the feventh neceflity ; 
‘Taught from above his magazines to frame ; 
‘hat famine was prevented cre it came. 
‘Thus Heaven, though all-fufficient, thews a thrift 
Jn his economy, and bounds his gift : 
Creating, for our day, one fingle light ; 
And his reileAion too fupplies the night; 
Perhaps a thoufand other worlds, that lie 
Remote from us, and latent in the fky, 
Are lighten'’d by his beams, and kindly nurit : 
Qf which our carthly dunghill is the worit 
Now, as all virtues keep the middle line, 
Tet fomewhat more to one extreme incline, 
Such was her foul; abhorring avarice, 
Bounteous, but almott bounteous to a vice : 
Had fhe given more, it had profufion becn, 
And turn’d th’ excefs of goodness into fin. 
‘Thefe virtues rais'd her fabric tothe iky 5 
For that, which is next heaven, is charity. 
But, as high turrets, for their airy fteep, 
Require foundations, in proportion deep ; 
And lofty cedars as far upward fhoot, 
. As to the nether heavens they drive the root : 
So low did her fecure foundation lie, 
She was not bumble, but humility. 
Scarcely ihe knew that fhe was great, or fair, 
Or wife, beyond what other women are, 
Or, which is better, knew, but never durft coms 
pare 
For to be confclous of what all admire, 
And not be vain, advances virtue higher, 
But ftill the found, or rather thought fhe found, 
Her own worth wanting, others to abound ; 
Afcrib’d above their due to every one, 
Unjuft and fcanty to herfelf alone, 
Such her devotion was, as might give rules 
OF fpeculation to difputing fchools, 
And teach us equally the feales to hold 
Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold ; 
That pious heat may moderately prevail, 
And we be warm’d, but not be {corch’d with zeal. 
Bufiriefs might thorten, not difurb, her prayer ; 
Heaven had the beft, if not the greater fhare. 
An adtive Sife long oraifons forbids; 
Yet Mill the pray’d, for fill fhe pray’d by deeds. 
Her every day was fabbath ; erly free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 
Such as the Jews from fervile toil releae’d ; 
‘Where works of mercy were a part of ret; 
Such as bleft angels exercife above, 
Vary’d with facred hymns and acts of love: 
Such fabbaths as that one fhe now enjoys, 
Ev’n that perpetual one, which fhe employs 
(For fuch viciffitudes in heaven there are) 
In praife alrernate, and alternate prayer. 
A'l this fhe praétis’d here ; that when the fprung, 
Amidé the choirs, at the fir fight the fung 
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Sung, and was fung herfelf in angel's laye; 

For, praifing her, they did her Maker praife. 
All offices of heaven fo well fhe knew, 

Before the came, that nothing there was new £ 
And the was fo familiarly receiv’d, r 
As one returning, not as one arriv’d. 

Mute, down again precipitate thy Aight: 
For how cap mortal eyes fuftain ima. srtal light? 
Bat as the fun in water we can bear, ‘ 
Yet not the fun, but his reflexion there, 

So let us view her, here, in what fhe was, 

And take her image in this watery glafs: 

Yet look not every lineament to fee; 

Some will be caft in fhades, and fome will be 

So Iamely drawn, you'll [carce!y know, ’tis fhe. 

For where fuch various virtues we recite, 

*Tis like the milky-way, all over bright, 

But fown fo thick with fars, ‘tis undiftinguifh’d 
light. 

Her virtue, not her virtues let us call; 

For one heroic comprehends them all ; 

One, as a conitellation is but one, 

Though, ’tis a traiti of ftars, that rolling on, 
Rite in their turn, and in the zodiac rin: 
Ever in motion; now ’tis faith afcends, 

Now hope, now charity, that upward tends, 
And downwards with diffufive good defcends, 

As in perfumes compos’d with art and coft, 

’Tis hard to fay what fcent is uppermoft ; 

Nor this part mufk or civet can we call, 

Or amber, but a rich refult of all; 

So the was all a fweet, whofe every part, 

In due proportion mix’d, proclaim’d the Maker's 
art. 

No fingle virtue we could moft commend, 

Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend 3 

For the was all, in that fupreme degree, 

"Phat as no one prevail’d, fo all was fhe. 

The feveral parts lay hidden in the piece 5 

Th’ occafion but exerted that, or this. 

A wife as tender, and as true withal, 

As the firft woman was before her fall : 
Made for the man, of whom fhe was a part 3 
Made, to attract his eyes, and keep his heart, 
A fecond Eve, but by no crime accurlt ; 

As beaurcous, not as brittle as the firft, 

Had the been firft, ftill Paradife had been, * 
And death had found no entrance by her fin. 
So the not only had preferv’d from ill 

Her fex and ours, but liv’d their pattern ftilf. 

Love and obedience to her lord the bore; 
She much obey’d him, bot fhe fov’d him more: | 
Not aw’d to duty by fuperior fway, 

But taught by his indulgence to obeys 

"Thus we love God, as author of our good; 

So fubjects love juit kings, er fo they fhould. 

Nor was it with ingratitude return'd ; 

In equal fires the blifsful couple burn’d ; Fs 

One joy poffefs’d them both, and in one grief 
they mourn’d. 

His paffion ftill improv'’d; he lov'd fo faft, 

As if he fear’d each day would be her laf. 

oo true a prophet to forefee the fate 

That fhould fo foon divide their happy flaté: 


ens worn eee) ead 


> 





ELEGIES AND-BPITAPHS, © mg 


‘When he to heaven entirely muft reftore Fixt to her choice, inviolably true, 

‘That love, that heart, where he wamt halves before. 1 And wifely choofing, for fhe chofe but few, 
‘Yet as the foul is all in every part, Some fhe muft have; but in no one could find 
So God and he might each have all her heart. A tally fitted for fo large a mind. 

So had her children too; for charity The fouls of friends like kings in progrefa are; 
Wis not more fruitful, or more kind than fhe : Still in their own, though from the palace far : 
Fach under ather by degrees they grew; ‘Thus her friend’s heart her country dwelling was, 

gocdly pey ‘pedtive of diftant view. A {weet retirement to a coarfer place ; 

nchifes look’d not with fv pleas'd a face, Where pomp and cerem:nies enter'd not, 
In numbering o'er his future Roman race, Where greatnefs was shut out, and bufinefs well. 
forgot. 
This Pat imperfe& draught; but thort a 








And niarfhaling the heroes of his name, 
As the true height and bignefs of a ftar 


As, in their qtder, next, to light they came, 

Nor Cybele. with half fo kind an eye, 

Su: vry'd her fous and daughters of the fy ; Exceeds the meafures of th’ aftronomer, 

Pr fhall t fay, of her immortal fruit? She fhines above, we know; but in what place, 

As fur as pride with heavenly minds may fuit. How near the throne, and heaven's imperial face, 
By our weak optics is but vainly gueft ; 

Diftance and altitude conceal the reft, 


Hex pious love excell’d to all fhe bore; 
, New ubjedts only multiply’d it more. 
An¢ as the chofen found the pearly grain Though all thefe rare endowments of the mimd 
As much as every veffel could contain; Were in a narrow fpace of life confin'’d, 
As in the blifsful vifion each thall fhare ‘The figure was with full perfection crown'd; 
As much of glory as his foal can bear; ‘Though not fo large an orb, as truly round, 
So did the love, and fo difpenfe her care. As when in glory, through the public place, 
Her eldeft thys, by confequence, was beft, The {poils of conquer’d nations were to pafs, 
As longer cultivated than the reft. And but one day for triumph was allow’d, 
‘The babe had all that infant care beguiles, The conful was conftrain’d his pomp to crowd 5 
And early knew his mother in her fmiles : And fo the fwift proceffion hurry’d on, 
But when dilated organs let in day That ali, though not diftindly, might be fhewn : 
To the young foul, and gave it room to play, So in the ftraiten’d bounds of life confin’d, 
At his firti aptnefs, the maternal Jove She gave but glimpfes of her glorious mind + 
‘Thofe rudiments of reafon did improve : And multitudes of of virtues pafs’d along ; 
The tender age was pliant to command ; Each pafling foremoft in the mighty throng, 
Like wax it yielded to the forming hand : Ambitious to be feen, and then make room 
For greater multitudes that were to come, 
Yet unempsoy'd no minute fipt away ; 


‘frue to th’ artificer, the labour’d mind 
‘With eafe was pious, generous, juft, and kind ; 
Moments were precious in fo fhort a flay. 
‘The hafle of heaven to have her was fo great, 


‘Soft for impreffion, from the firft prepar’d, 
‘Till virtue with long excrcife grew hard : 

That fome were fingle adts, though each com- 
plete 5 


. With every a& confirm’d, and made at lait 
But every a&t ftood ready to Tepeat, 


So durable as not to be effac’d, 
Tt turn’d to habie; and, from vices free, 

Her fellow-faints with bufy care will look 
For her bleft name in fate’s eternal book; 


Goodnefs refoly'd into neceffity. 
t Thus fix’d the virtue’s image, that’s her own, 

And, pleas’d to be outdone, with joy will fee 
Numberlefs virtues, endlefs charity ; 


; Till the whole mother in the children fhone ; 
» For that was their perfection; the was fuch, 
They never could exprefs her mind too much. But more will-wonder at fo fhort an age, 
To find a blank beyond the thirtieth page: * 
And with a pious fear begin to doubt 


So uncxhaufted her perfections were, 
The piece imperfc@, and the ref torn outs 


‘Vhat, for more children, the had more to {pare; 
For fouls unborn, whom her untimely death 

But "twas her Saviour’s time ; and, could there be 
A copy of th’ original, ‘twas the. 


Depriv'd of bodies, and of mortal breath; 
And (could they take th’ impreffions of her mind) 

As precious gums are not for latting fire, 
‘Phey but perfume the temples, and expire : 


Enough {till left to fanctify her kind, 
Then wonder not to fee this foul extend 
The bouuds, and feek fome other felf, a friend : So was the foon exhal'd, and vanith'd hence ; 
As iwelling feas to gentle rivers glide, A thort fweer odor, of a vaftexpence, 
‘To feck repole, and empty out the tide $ She vanifh’d, we can fcarcely fay the dy’ds 
$o thie fuil foul, in narrow limits pent, For but a Now did heaven and earth divide : 
Unable to contain her, fought a vent, She pafs’d ferencly with a fingle breath ; 
Yo iffue out, and in fome friendly breaft This moment perfect health, the next was death + 
~ Difcharge her treafures, and fecurely reft ; One figh did her eternal blifs affures 
T° unbofom all the feerets of her heart, So little penance needs, when fouls are almof pure, 
‘Take good advice, but better to impart. As gentle dreams our waking thoughts purfue ; 
For "tis the birfs of friendthip’s holy ftate, Or, one dream pafs'd, we flide into a new; 
i So clofe they follow, Such wild order keep, 
We think ourlelves awake, and are afleep : 





To mix their minds, and to communicate 5 
‘Though bodies cannot, fouls can penetrate ; 
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So foftly death facceeded life in her: 
She did but dream of heaven, and-fhe was there. 
No pains fhe fuffer’d, nor expir’d with noife ; 
Her foul was whifper’d out with God’s fill voice ; 
As an old friend is beckon’d to a feaft, 
And treated like a long familiar gueft. 
He took her as he found, but found her fo, 
As one in hourly readinefs to go: 
Ev'n on that day, in all her trim prepar’d; 
As early notice the from heaven had heard, 
And fome defcending courier from above 
Had given her timely warning to remove ; 
Or counfel'’d her to drefs the nuptial room, 
For on that night the bridegroom was to come. 
He kept his hour, and found her where the lay 
Cloath’d all in white, the livery of the day : 
Scarce had fhe finn’d in thought, or word, or act; 
‘Unlefs omiffions were to pafs for fad . 
‘That hardly death a confequence could draw, 
‘To make her liable to nature’s law. 
. And, that fhe dy’d, we only have to thew 
‘The mortal part of her the left below : 
‘The reft, fo {mooth, fo fuddenly the went, 
Look’d like tranflation through the feaien,¢ 
Or like the fiery car on the third errand fent. 
O happy foul! if thou canft view frem high, 
‘Where thou art all intelligence, all eye, 
¥f, looking up to God, or down to us, 
‘Thou find’(t, that any way be pervious, 
Survey the ruins of thy honfe, and fee 
‘Thy widow’d and thy orphan family : 
Look on thy tender pledges left behind ; 
And, if thou canft a vacant minute find 
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From heavenly joys, that interval afford 

To thy fad childrea, and thy mourning lord. 
See how they grieve, miftaking in their love, 
and fied a beam of comfort from above ; 
Give them, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 
A tranfienr view of thy full glories there ; 
That they with moderate forrow mayauftain 
And mollify their loffes in thy gain. 

Or elfe divide the grief; for fach thou! wert, z 
That fhonld not all relations bear a part, 

lt were enough to break a fingle heart. 

Let this fuffice: nor thou, great faint, refufe 
This humble tribute of no vulgar Mufe : 
Who, not by cares, or wants, or age depreft, 
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntlefs breait; 
And dares to fing thy praifes in a clime 
Where vice triumphs, and virtue is a crimes 
Where ev'n to draw the picture of thy mind, 
Is fatire on the mofi of human kind : 

Take it, while yet “tis praife; before my rage, 

Unfafely juft, break loofe on this bad ages 

So bad, that thou thyfelf hadit no defence 

From vice, but barely by departing hence. 

Be what and where thou art: to with thy 

place, 

Were, in the beft, prefumption more than grace. 

‘Thy relics (fuch thy works of mercy are) 

Have, in this poem, been my holy care. 

Asearth thy body keeps, thy foul the thy, 

So thall this verfe preferve thy memory; 

For thou ee make it live, becaufe it fings of 
thee, 


- 


Vv. 


ON THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS. 


A PASTORAL ELEGY. 


"Twas ona joylefs and a gloomy morn, 

‘Wet was the grafs, and hung with pearls the 
thorn; 

‘When Damon, who defign’d to pafs the day 

With hounds-and horns, and chace the flying prey, 

Rofe early from his bed; but foon he found 

‘The welkin pitch’d with fullen clouds around, ; 

An eaftern wind, and dew upon the ground, 

Thus while he flood, and fighing did furvey 

"The fields, and curft th’ ili omens of the day, 

He faw Menalcas come with heavy pace ; 

‘Wet were his eyes, and cheerlefs was his face : 


He wrung his hands, diftra@ted with his care, 
And fent his voice before him from afar. 
Return, he cry’d, return, unhappy fwain, 
The fpungy clouds are fill’d with gathering rain : 
The promife of the day not only crofs’d, 
But ev’n the fpring, the {pring itfelf, is loft. 
Amyntas—oh !—he could not {peak the reft, 
Nor needed, for prefaging Damon guefs’d. 
Equal with heaven young Damon lov’d the boy, 
The boaft of nature, both his parents’ joy. 
His graceful form revolving in his mind ; 
So great a genius, and a fou! fo kind, 

ae 
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Gave fad affurance that his fears were truc ; 
Too Avell the envy of the gods he knew-: 

For when their gifts too lavifhly are plae’d, 
Seon they. repent, and will not make them laf. 


- For fure it was too benntifn: a dole, 


7 


‘The mevher’s features, aid the father’s foul. 
"Phen thay he cry’d: the morn befpoke the news : 
‘Thg morning did her cheerful light diffule : 
Bat fee how fuddenly fhe chang’d her face, 
And brotght on clouas aud rain, the day’s dif- 
4 grace 3 
Juf fuch, Amyntag, was thy promis’d race. 
‘Woat charms adorn’d thy youth, where nature 
fmil’d, 
And more than man was given us ina child! 
His infancy was ripe a foul dublime 
In years fo tender that pr-vented time: 
Heaven gave him all at once; then fnatch’d 
; away, 
Ere mtortileail his beauties could furvey : [day. 
Jutt like the.fower that buds and withers in a 
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The mother, lovely, though with grief oppreft, 

Reclin’d his dying head upon her breatt ; 

‘The mournful family ftood all around 

One groan was heard, one univerfal found : 

All were in floods of tears and endlefs forrow 
drown’d, 

So dire a fadnefs fat on every look, 

Ev'n death repented he had given the ftroke. 

He gricv'd his fatal work had been ordain’d, 

But promis'd length of life to thuie who yet re- 
main "d, 

The mother’s and her eldeit daughter's grace, 

It feems, had brib’d him to prolong their pace. 


+@j 


‘The father bore it with undaunted fout, 
Like one who durkt his deftiny controuls 
Yet with becoming grief he bore his part, 
Refign’d his fon, but not refign’d his heart. 
Patient as Job; and may he live to ice, 
Like him, a new increafing family! . 


DAMON, 


Such is my with, and {uch-my propltefy. ; -¥ 
For yet, my friend, the beauteous mould remainé 
Long may fhe exercife her fruitful pains! 

But, ah! with better hap, and bring-a race 
Mote lafting, and endued with equal grace $.. 
Equat fhe may, but farther none can gos 

For he was.all that was exact below. — 


MENALCAS. 


Damonr, behold yon breaking purple-cloud;- 
Hicar’ft thou not hymns and fongs divinely loud # 
There mounts Amyntas; the young cherubs play’ 
About their godlike mate, and fing him on hiv: 





way. 

He cleaves the liquid air, behold he flies, + 

And every moment gains upon the fkies. 

‘The new-come gueit admizes th’ atherial Rate, 
The fapphire portal, and the golden gate 5 

And now admitted iv the fhiving throng, 

He fhewe the paffport which he brought along. 
His paffpore is his innocence and grace, 

Well known to all the natives of the place. 

Mow fing, ye joyful angels, and admire [quire $ 
Your brother’s woice that comes to mend your’ 
Sing you, while endiefs téars our eyes beftow 3 
For like Amyntas none is left below. 








VI. 


ON THE DEATH OF A VERY YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 


He who could view the book of defliny, 
And read whatever there was writ of tliee, 
O charmjag youth, in the firft opening page, 
So many graces in fo green an age, 
Sygh wit, fuch modery, fuch ftrength of mind, 
foul at once fo manly, and fo kind, 
Vou. VIL 


a” 


Would wonder, when Ye turn’d the volume o’éty 
And after fome new leaves fhould find no more; 
Nought but a blank remain, a dead void fpaceg 5 
A ftep of life that promis'd fuch a race. E 
We muft not, dare not think, that heaven begatt 
A child, and could not finith him a man 

kh . 


~ 
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Reflefing what a mighty ftore was laid 
Ofrich materials, and a model made : 
‘The coft already furnifh’d; fo beftow’d, 
As more was never to one foul allow’d ; 
¥et, after this profufion {pent in vain, 
Nothing but mouldering afhes to remain, 
J guefe not, left I fplit upon the helf, 
Yee, durft I guefs, heaven kept it for hinvfelf ; 
And giving us the ufe, did foon recal, 
Ere we could {pare, the mighty principal. 
‘Thus then he difappear’d, was rarify’d ; 
‘For ‘tis improper {peech te fay he dy’d: 
He was exhal'd ; his great Creator drew 
His fpirit, as the fun the morning dew. 
Tis fit produces death; and he had nene 
But the taint Adam left on every fon. 
He added not, he was fo pure, fo good, 


. *T'was but th’ original forfeit of his blood : 


And that fo little, that the river ran 

More clear than the corrupted fount began. 
Nothing remain’d of the firft muddy clay ; 
The tength of courfe had wafh’d it in the way : 
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So deep, and yet fo clear, we might beiold 
‘The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 
As fuch we lov’d, admir’d, almoft ador’d, 
Gave ali the tribute mortals could afford, 
Perhaps we gave fo much, the powers above 
Grew angry at our {uperftitious love : 
For when we more than human homage pay, 
‘The charming caufe is juftly fnatch’d away. 
Thus was the crime not his, but ours alune : 
Aad yet we murmur that he went fo foon ; 
Though miracles are fhort and rarely thewn; 
Hear then, ye mournfal parents, and divide 
That love in many, which in one was ty'd. 
That individual bleffing is no more, 
But multiply’d in your remaining ftore. 
The flames difpers’d, but does not all expire; 
The fparkles blaze, though not the globe of fire. 
Love him by parts, in all your numerous race, 
And from thofe parts form one colleéted grace ; 
Then, when you have refin’d to that degrce, 
Imagine all in one, and think that one is he. 





Santee : 


Vil. 


UPON YOUNG MR. ROGERS OF GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 


Or gentle blood, his parents only treafure, 
Their lafting forrow, and their vanith’d pleafare 
Adorn’d with features, virtues, wit, and grace, 
A large provifion for fo fhort a race; 





More moderate gifts might have prolong’d his date, 
Poo early fitted for a better ftate i 

But, knowing heaven his home, to fhun delay, 

He leap’d o'er age, and took the fhorteft way 











Viti. 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. PURCELL, 


SET TO MUSIC BY DR. BLow. 


ie 
Manx how the lark and linet fing: 
3 With rival notes 
‘They ftrain their warbling throate, 
To weleome in the {pring. 


But in the clofe of night, 

When Philomel begins her heavenly lay, 
‘They ceafe their mutual fpite, 
Drink in her mufic wir delight, 
4nd liftening filently. obey. 


| 
| 
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ta He long ere this had tun’d their jarring {phete, 
Se ceas'd the rival crew, when Purcell came 3 And left no hell below. 
‘They {ung no more, or only fung his fame : ii. 
Struck dumb, they all admir’d the godlike man: | The heavenly choir, who heard his notes from highy 
The godlike man, Let down the fcale of mufic from the fey : 
Alar! too foon retir’d, They handed him along, 
Ash too late began. And all the way he caught,and al! theway they fung, 
We beg not hell our Orpheus to reftore : Ye brethren of the lyre, and tuneful voice, 
Had he been there, Lament his lot; but at your own rejoice : 
Their fovereign’s fear Now live fecure, and linger out your days; 
_ Had fent him back before. The gods are pleas'd alone with Purceli’s lays, 
‘The power of harmony too well they knew + Nor know to mend their choice. 














ee — ed 
1X. 
EPITAPH. 
ON THE LADY WHITMORE, 
Fara, kind, and true, a treafure each alone, Pray but for half the virtues of his wife, 


A wife, a miltrefs, and a friend in one, Compound for all the reft, with longer life; 

Reit in this tomb, cais’d at thy hufband’s coft, and with your vows, like hers, may be recurn’d, 

Here fadly fummtiing, what he had, and loft. So lov'd when living, and wh¥n dead be 
Come, virgins, ere in equal bands ye join, mourn’d. 

Come firl, and offer at her facred fhrine ; 





x. 


EPITAPH 
ON SIR PALMES FAIRBONE’S TOMB IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 


Sacted to the immortal memory of Sir Patmes Farreoxe, Knight, Governor of Tangier; in 
execution of which command, he was mortally wounded by a fhot from gbe Moors, 
then befieging the town, in the forty-fixth year of his age, OG. 24, 1680, 


Ye facred relics, which your marble keep; Alive and dead thefe walls he will defend : 

Here, undifturb’d by wars, in quiet fleep : Great a@ions great examples mufl atrend. 
Difcharge the truft, which, when it was below, ‘The Candian fiege his early valour knew, 
Fairlysne’s undaunted foul did undergo, Where Turkith blood did his young hatids ime 
ahi be the town’s Palladium from the foe. I bruce. 


Ly 
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From thence returning with deferv’d applaufe, 

Againft the Moors his well-flefh’d {word he 
draws; 

‘The fame the courage, and the fame the caufe. 

His youth and age, his life and death, com- 
bine, 

Aa in fome great and regular defign, 

Allof a piece throughout, and all divine, 





j Like ring flames expanding in their height; 
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Srill nearer heaven bis virtues fhone more bright, 


The marcyr’s glory crown’d the foldicr’s fight. i 
; More bravely Uritith general never feil, * 
| Ner geucral’s death was eer reveng’d fo well; 
| Waich his pleas’d eyes beheld before theix clafe, 
| Follow’d by thonfand victims of his foess 
To his lamented lof for time to come 
His pious widow confecrates this tomb, 








XI 


UNDER: MR, MILTON’S PICTURE, 


BEFORE HIS PARADISE LOST, 


Tanex Poets, in three diftant ages bern, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
‘The firft, in loftinefs of thought furpaie’d ; 


The next, in majefty; in both the laft. 
The force of nature could no further go3 
To make a third, the join'd the fofmer two, 


XII. 


On the Monument of a 
FAIR MAIDEN LADY, 


WHO DIED AT BATH, AND IS THERE INTERRED. 


Ticcow this marble monument is laid 
All that heaven wants of this ccleftial maid. 
Preferve, O facred tomb, thy truft confign’d ;” 
‘The mould was made on purpofe for the mind : 
And fhe would lofe, if, at the latter day, 

- One atom could be mix'd of other clay. 
Such were the features of her heavenly face, 
Her limbs were form’d with fuch harmonious grace: 
So iaultlefs was the frame, as if the whole 
Had been an emanation of the foul ; 
Which her own inward fymmetry reveal’d; 
And like a pi@ure fhone, in glafs arneal’d. 
Or like the fun eclips'd, with fhaded light : 
‘Foo piercing, elfe, to be fuftain’d by fight, 
Fach thought was vifible that roll’d within : 
‘As through a cryftal cafe the figur’d hours are feen. 
And heaven did this tranfparent veil provide, 
Becauie the had no guilty thought to hide. 


All white, a virgin-faint, the fought the tkies: 
For marriage, though it fullies not, it dies. 
High though her wit, yet humble was her mind: 
As if fhe could not, or fhe would not find . ‘ 
How much her worth tranfeended all her kind. 
Yet fhe had Jearn’d fo much of heaven below,  * 
That when arriv’d, the fcarce had more ta know: 
But only to refreth the former hint ; 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, as the had no time to ipare 

For human thoughts, hut was confin’d to prayer. 
Yet in fuch charities the pafe'd the day, 
*Fwas wondrous how the found an hour ta 
A foul fo calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, | 
Which paffion could but curl, not difcompofe. 


A female foftoefs, with a manly mind : NX 


pray. 


A daughter duteous, and a fifter kind : 
An fickuefs patient, and in death refign’d, 
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XIII. 


EPITAPH 


ON MRS, MARGARET PASTON, OF BURNINGHAM, IN NORFOLK. 


So ripe a julgment, and fo rare a wit, Her very fight upbraided all the ref ; 
Require at leaft au age in one to meet. Too juflly ravith’d from an age like this, 
Tn her they met; but long they could not ftay, | Now fhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 
’Twas gold too fine to mix without allay. 


So fair, f young, fo innocent, fo fweet, ? Heaven's image -vas in her fo well expreft, 








XIV. 


On the Monument of 


THE MARQUIS OF WINCHESTER. 


He, who in impious times undaunted ftooil, Afk of this age’s faith and Joyalty, 

And midft rebellion durft be juit and good : Which, to preferve them, heaven cenfin’d in thee, 
Whofe ‘arms afferted, and whole fofferings more | Few fabjeets could a king like thine deferve: 
Confirm’d the caufe for which he fought before; | And fewer, fuch a king, fo well could terve. 
Refts here, rewarded by an heavenly prince; | Blett king, bleft {ubject, whofe exalted Rate 

For what his earthly could not recompence. | By foflerings rofe, and gave the law to fate. 
Pray, reader, that fuch times no more appear t | Such fouls are rare. but mighty paiterns given 
Or, if they happen, learn true honour here. { Do earth, and meant for ornaments to heaven, 











XV. 


EPITAPH, 


UPON THE EARL OF ROCHESTER’S BEING DISMISSED FROM THE TREASURY, 
IN 1687. 


With drunken pride and rage he did fo well, 
‘The hated thing without compafiion fell 

By powerful force of univerfai prayer, 
‘The ill-blown bubble is now turn’d to air 5 
To his firft lefs than nothing he is gone, 

By his prepofterous tranfaction! 


Hare lies a creature of indulgent fate, 

From Tory Hyde rais’d to a chit of ftate ; 

In chariot now, Elitha like, he’s hurld 

‘To th’ upper empty regions of the world : 
‘The airy thing cuts through the yielding fky ; 
And astit gees does into atoms fly : 

Why we on earth tee, with no {mall delight, 
‘Tk, bird of prey turn’d to a paper kite, 
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XVI. 


EPITAPH, 


INTENDED FOR DRYDEN’S WIFE, 


Here lies my wife: here let her liz! 
Now fhe’s at reft, and fo am I. 





XVIE 


EPIGRAM, 


ON THE DUTCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH’S PICTURE, 


Sone we do live by Cleopatra’s age, Were the 2 poet, the would furely boait, 
Bince Sunderland does govern now the ftage : That all the world for pearls had well been, 
She of Septimius had nothing made, loft. 


Pémpey alone had been by her betray'd. 








XVIII. 


DESCRIPTION OF OLD JACOB TONSON®. 


Ww. i bull-fac’d, and freckled fair, | * On Tonfon’s refuting to give Dryden the price he 
with pone i camayate Ju das-eolour’a hair ‘ | alked for his Virgil, the Poettfent him the above s ated 
clegs, > 


7 t added, “Tel the dog that he who wrote them, can 
. And frowzy pores that taint the ambient air.—. 5 


‘write more.” ‘Ihe money was paid. 
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SONGS, ODES, AND A MASQUE. 


ca 

















1. 


THE FAIR STRANGER, 


A SONG, 

re We 
Harry and free, fecurely blett + Your fmiles have more of conquering charms, 
No beauty could difturb my reft 5 Than all your native country arms: 
My amorous heart was in defpair, Their troops we can expel with eafe, 
To find a new victorious fair. ‘Who vanquith only when we pleafe. 

Ww ve 
‘Till you, defcending on our plains, But in your eyes, oh! there’s the fpell, ‘ 
‘With foreign force renew my chains; Who can fee them, and not rebel? 
‘Where now you rule without control, You make us captives by your ftay, 


The mighty fovercign of my foul. Yet kill uaif you go away. 


nae 


TI, 


ON THE YOUNG STATESMEN. 


Cianennon had law and fenfe, | But Sunderland, Godolphin, Lory, 
Clifford was fierce and brave 5 Thefe will appear fuch chits in ftory, - 

Bennet’s grave look was 2 pretence, *Twill turn ail politics to jetts. 

And Danby’s matchlefs impudence To be repeated like John Dory, 
Help'd to fupport the knave, a ‘When Gidlers fing at featts. 
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Proted& us, mighty Providence, 

“What would thefe madmen have ? 
Firft, they would bribe us without pence, 
Deceive us without common ftnfe, 

And without power enflave. 


“ Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 


Submit to fervile thame ; 
Who from confent and cuftom draw 
The fame right to be rul’d by law, 
Which kings pretend to reign? 
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The duke thail wield his conquering fword, 
‘The chancellor make a {prech, 
‘The king thall pafs his honeft word, 
The pawn’d revenue fms afford, 
And then, come kifs my breech. 
So have | teen a king on chefs 
(His rcoks and knights withdrawn, 
His queen and bithop in diftrefs), 
Shifting about, grew lefs and lefs, 
‘Wich here and there a pawn. 








Til. 


A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY, 1687. 


h 


Frou harmony, from heavenly harmony 

This univerfal frame began : 
* ‘When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head, 

‘The tuneful voice was heard from high, 
Arife, ye more than dead. 

‘Then cold, and hot, and moift, and dry, 

In order to their ftations leap, 
And Mufic’s power obey. 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony, 
‘This univerfal frame began: 
From harmony to harmony 

‘Through al} the compafs of the notes it ran, 


The diapafon clofing full in Man. 


i 
‘What paflion cannot Mufic raife and quell! 
When Jubal ftruck the chorded fhell, 
His tiftening brethren ftood around, 
And, wond’ring, on their faces fell 
To worthip that celeftial found, 
Lefs than a God they thought there could not 
i dwell 
‘Within the hollow of that fhell, 
‘That fpoke fo fweetly and fo well. 


~ ‘What paflion cannot Mufic raife and quell 2 


ait. 
‘The trumpet’s loud clangor 
Excites us to arms, 
With thrill notes of anger 
and mortal alarms. 
The-double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries, hark | the foes come ; 
Charge, Charge, ‘tis too late to retreat. 


W. 
‘The foft complaining flute 
In dying notes difcovers 
"Phe wees of hopelefs lovers, ; 
Whofe dirge is whifper’d by the warbling Inte, 
v. 
Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and defperation, 
Fury, trantic indignation, 
Depth of pains, and height of paflion, 
For the fair, difdainful dame. 
vie 
But oh! what art can teach, 
What human voice can reachr 
‘Lhe facred organ’s praife ? 
Notes infpiring holy love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly wayg 
‘To mend the choirs above. 
Vil. 
Orpheus could Icad the favage race; 
And trees uprooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the lyre : 
But bright Cecilia rais’d the wonder higher + 
When to her ergan vocal breath was given, 
An angel heard, and ftraight appear’d 
Miftaking earth for heaven. 
GRAND CHORUS, 
As feom the power of facred lays, 
‘The fpberes began to nove, 
And fung the great Creator's praife 
To all the blefi'd above : 
So when the laft and dreadful bour 
This crumbling pageant foal! devour, 
The trumpet foall be beard on high, es 
The dead foail live, the living die, N 
Aud Misic feall uniune ihe fiy. 
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THE TEARS OF AMYNTA, 


FOR THE DEATH OF DAMON, 








A SONG, 
u 
Ow a bank, hefide a willow, Damon liv’d alone for me; 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, Melting kiffes, 
Sad: Amynta figh'd alone : Murmuring bliffes: 
From the cheerlefs dawn of morning Who fo liv’d and lov'’d as we! 
Till che dews of night returning, at, 
Sighing thus fhe made her moan: Never fhall we curfe the morning, 
Hopc is banih’d, - Never blefs the night revurning, 
Joys are vanith’d, Sweet embraces tw reftore : 
Damon, nsy belov’d, is gone! Never fhall we both lie dying, 
a Navure fatiing, Love fupplying 
Time, I care thee to difcover Alkthe joys he drain before: 
Such a youth, and fuch a lover 5 Death, come end me 
Oh! fo true, fo kind was he! 'To befriend me; 
Damon was the pride of yature, Love and Damon are no more. 
Charming in his every feasure; 
= ae 
Vv. 
A SONG. 

4 ae By their praying and whining, 
Svivra the fair, in the bloom of fifteen, And clafping and twining, 
Felt an innocent warmth as fhe lay on the And panting and withing, 

green: {guelt And fighing and kifling, 


She had heard of a pleafure, and fomething the And fighing and kiffiug fo clofe. 
By the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her It. 
breaft: Ah! fhe cry’d; ah! for a languithing maid, 
She faw the men eager, but was at a lofs, | Ina country of Chriftians, to die without aid? 
‘What they meant by their fighing, and kiffing | Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaft, 
fe clofe ; Or a Proteftant parfon, or Catholic prieft, _ 
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‘T" inftru& a young virgin, that is at a lofs, ‘Then fhew’d her his arrow, and bid her not fear € 

‘What they meant by their fighing, and kifling | For the pain was no more than a maiden may 
fo clofe! bear: 

By their praying and whining, When the balm was infus'd, the was not at 2 lofs, 

Aud clafping and twining, What they meant by their fighing, and kifing 


And panting and withing, 
And fighing and kiffing, 
And fighing and kiffing {0 clofe, 


fo clofe ; 
By their praying and whining, 
And clafping and twining, 


oe me epee 


au. And panting and withing, 
* Cupid in thape of a fwain did appear, And fighing and kiffing, 
He faw the fad wound, and in pity drew near; And fighing and kiffing fo clofe. 











VI. 


THE LADY’S SONG, 


% 
A enore of bright beauties in {pring did appear, | And vows that himfelf and his mother will 


To choofe a May-lady to-govern the year ; mourn, 
All the nymphs were in white, and the thepherda { Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return, 
in green ; Ive 

‘The garland was given, and Phyllis was queen: | Forbear your addreffes, and court us no more ¢ 

But Phyllis refus'd it, and fighing did fay, For we will perform what the deity fwore : 

Vl not’ wear a garland while Pan is away. But if you dare think of deferving our charms, 

a Away with your fheephooks, and take to your 

‘While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from our fhore, arms: 

‘The Graces are banifh’d, and love is no more : Then laurels and myrtles your brows fhali aa 
. The foft God of picafure that warm’d our defires, dorn, 


Has broken his bow and extinguith’d his fires; When Pan, and his fon, and fair Syrinx, return. 





Vil. 


A SONG, 


+ 


il. 
Fan, {weet, and young, receive a prize | Your face for conqueft was defign’d, 
Referv'd for your victorious eyes : Your every motion charms my mind; 
From crowds, whom at your feet you fee,” Angels, when you your filence break, 
O pity, and diftinguith me! Forget their hymns, to hear you fpeak ; 
A I from thoufand beauties more But when at once they hear and view, * 


Diftinguihh you, and only you adore, _ . Are loth to mount, and long to Ray with you, 


sOoNnes. a 


nr. | While that fweet paffion you difdain, 
No graces can your form improve, . Your veil and beauty are in vain: 
But all are loft, unlefs you love; In pity then prevent my fate, 
For after dying ali repreives too late. y 


—_—————— nad 





Vill. 


A SONG. 


Hicu ftate and honours to others impart, Give me in poffeffing 
But give me your heart : | So matchlefs a bleffing ; 
‘That treafure, that treafure alone, That empire is all I would have, 
I beg for my own. Love’s my petition, 
So gentle a love, fo fervent a fire, All my ambition ; 
My fou! does infpire ; If e’er you difcover 
‘That treafure, that treafure alone, So faithful a lover, 
1 beg for my own. So real a flame, 
Your love let me crave; H V'll die, I'll die. 


So give up my game. 








IX, 


RONDELAY. 


ze Ht 
Cutos found Amyntas lying, | Ever fcorning, and denying 
Allin tears upon the plain; ‘To reward your faithful fwain. 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying, Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
Wretched J, to love in vain ! Told him, that he lov’d in vain: 
Kifs me, dear, before my dying ; Kifs me, dear, before my dying; 
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain! Kifs me once, and eafe my pain! 
Iv. 
| Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
‘Told him, that he lov'd in vain : 


un. 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying, 
Wretched I, to love in vain! 


Ever f{corning, and denying But, repenting, and complying. 
To rgward your faithful fwain ¢ When he kifs’d, fhe kifs’d again: 
Kils mf, dear, before my dying; Kifs’d him up before his dying; 


“™" Kifs me once, and cafe my pain! Kil'd him up, and ¢as’d Ins pain, 
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XxX. 


A SONG, 


1 

Go tell Amynta, gentle fwain, 
I would not die, nor dare complain ; 
‘Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine, 
To fouls opprefs’d, and dumb with grief, 
The gods ordain this kind relief; 

. That mufic fhould in founds convey, 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 


bic 
A figh or tear, perhaps, the’ll give, 
But love of pity cannot live. 
‘Tell her that hearts for hearts were madé, 
And love with love is only paid. 
Tell her my pains fo fatt increafe, 
That foon they will be pat redrefs; 
But ah! the wretch that {peechlefs licg; 
| Attends but death to clofe his eyes. 





XI. 


A SONG. 


TO A FAIR YOUNG LADY, GOING OUT OF THE TOWN IN THE SPRING. 


i 
Asx not the caufe, why fullen Spring 
So long delays her flowers to bear ; 
‘Thy warbling birds forget to fing, 
And winter ftorms invert the year : 
Chloris is gone, and fate provides 
‘To make it Spring, where fhe refides. 
£2 es 
Chloris is gone, the cruel fair, 
She caft not back a pitying eye: 
But left her lover in defpair, 
To figh, to languith, and to die: 
Ah, how can thofe fair eyes endure 
Yo give the wounds they will not cure! 


It 
Great god of love, why ha% thou made 

A face that can all hearts conimand, 

| ‘That all religions can invade, 

And change the laws of every land ? 
Where thou hadft plac’d fuch power before, 
Thou fhouldft have made her mercy morc. 

Iv. 
When Chloris to the temple comes, 

Adoring crowds before her fall ; 

She can reftore the dead from tombs, 

And every life but mine recal, 

J only am by Love defign’d 
To be the victim for mankind. 


2 s ON SG S 7 








Xil. 


‘ A SONG, 
FROM MARRIAGE A-LA-MODEf. 


Ie 


War thould a foolith marriage-vow, 
Which long ago was made, 

Oblige us to cach other now, 
When paffion is decay’d? 


i, 
If I have pleafures for a friend, 
And father love in ftore, 


And who could give no more ? 


We lov'd, and we lov’d, as long as we could, 
‘Till our Jove was lov’d out of us both ; 
But our marriage is dead, when the pleafures 
are fled? 
*Twas'‘pleafure firft made it an oath, 


’Tis a madnefs that he 

Should be jealous of me, : 
Or that 1 fhould bar him of another 

For ail we can gain 

Is to give ourfelves pain, 


| What wrong has he, whofe joys did end, 


When neither can hinder the other. 


SSS ES 


XII. 


SONG, 


FROM TYRANNIC LOVE. 


Ain, how fweet it is to love! 

Ah, how gay is young defirc ! 

And what pleafing pains we prove 

‘When we firft approach Jove’s fire! 
Pains of love be fweeter far 
‘Than all other pleafures are. 


Sighs which are from lovers blowa 

Do but gently heave the heart : 

E’en the tears they thed alone 

Cure, like trickling balm, their fmart. 
Lovers, when they lofe their breath, 
Bleed away in eafy death, 


Love and Time with reverence ufe,+ 

Treat them like a parting friend 

Nor the golden gifts refule 

Which in youth fincere they fend : 
For each year their price is more, 
And they lefs fimple than before, 


Love, like fpring-tides full and high, 
Sweills in every youthful vein : 
But each tide does lefs fupply, 
‘Till they quite fhrink in again + 
If a flow in age appear, 
“Lis but rain, and runs not clear. 


$ Thee are feveral excellent forgs in his “ King Arthur,’ which fhould have been copied, but 
that they are fo interwoven with the ftory cf the drama that it would be improper to feparate them. 
‘There is alfo a fong in * Love ina Nunnery ;” and another in “ The Duke of Guife;” byt neither 


of them worth tranfuiibing. 
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XIV. 


ALEXANDER’s 


FEAST: 


oR, 


THE POWER OF MUSIC. 


AN ODE IN HONOUR OF ST, CECELIA’s DAY, 


IT was at the royal feaft, for Perfia won 
By Philip’s warlike fun : 
Aloft in awful ftate 
The godlike hero fate 
‘On his imperial throne : 
His valiane peers were plac’d around ; 
*Pheir brows with rofes and with myrtles bound, 
{So fhould defert in arms be crown’d :) 
The lovely Thais, by his fide, 
Sate like a blooming Eaftern bride, 
Jn flower of youth and beauty’s pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave defer ves the fair. 


CHORUS 
Happy, bappy, happy pair 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deferves the fair. 
Il. 
Timotheus, plac’d on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
With fying fingers touch’d the lyre: 
‘The trembling notes afcend the iky, 
And heavenly joys infpite. 
‘The fong began fram Jove, 
Who left his blifsful feats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love.) 
A dragon’s fiery form bely’d the god ; 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia prefs’d : 
And while he fought her fsowy breaft : 


Then, round her flender waift he curl'd, 
And ttamp'd an image of himfelf, a fovereign of 
the world. 
“Lhe liftcning crowd admire the lofty found, 
A prefent deity, they fhout around : 
A prefent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With ravifh’d ears 
‘The monarch hears, 
Affumes the god, 
Affedts to nod, 
And feems to thake the fpheres, 


CHORUS. ‘ 
With ravife'd cart 
Lhe monarch hears, 
aAffumes the god, 
Affeéts to nod, 
And feems to foake the fpheres. 
WW 
The praife of Bacchus then, the fweet mufician fung 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young : 

The jolly god in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets; beat the drums; 

Flufh’d with a purple grace 

He fhews his honeft face : 

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 

cores. 
Bacchus, every fair and young, 

Drinking joys did firft ordain; 
Bacchus’ bleffings are a treafure, 
Drinking is the foldier’s pleafures 

Rich the treafure, 
Sweet the pleafure, 

Sweet is pleafure after paitly 


ODES, 


CHORUS, . 


Bacchus’ bleffiigs are a treafure, 
Drinking is the foldier’s pleafure ; 
Rich the treafure, 
Saweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 


Iv. 
Sooth’d with the found, the king grew vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er again; 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice lew 
the flain. 
The matter faw the ntadnefs rife; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And while he heaven and earth defy’d, 
Chang’d his hand, and check’d his pride, 
He chofe a mournful Mufe 
Soft pity to infufe : 
He fung Darius great and good, 
By too fevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high eftate; 
And weltring in his blood; 
Deferted, at his utmoft need, 
By thofe his former bounty fed : 
Oa the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to clofe his eyes, 
‘With down-caft looks the joyleis vitor fate 
Revolving im his alter’d foul 
‘The various turns of chance below; 
And, now and then, a figh he ftole ; 
And tears began to flow. 


CHORUS. 


Revoloing in bis alter’d foul 
The various turns of chance below ; 
And, now and then, a figh be fete ; 
And tears began to flow, 


“ v. 
‘The mighty matter {mil'd, to fee 
‘That Jove was in the next degree: 
’Twas but a kindred found to move, 
For pity melts the mind to love, 
Softly tweet, in Lydian meafures, 
Soon he footh’d his foul to pleafures, 
‘War, he fung, is toil and trouble i 
Honour but an empty bubble ; 
Never ending, fill beginning, 
Fighting ttill, and ftill deftroying : 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, © think, it worth enjoying: 
Lovely Thais fits befide thee, 
«pay ake the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown’d, but Mulic won the caufe, 
‘The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus’d his care 
And figh’d and look’d, figh’d and look’d, 
Sigh’d-and look’d, and figh'd again : 
“At length, with love and wine at once opprefs’d, 
‘The vanquith’d viGor funk upon her breat, 





fry 
CHORUS. 


The prince, unable to conceal bis paing 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd bis care, 
And figh'd and look’d, and figh'd and leol'dy 
Sigh'd and look’d, and figh'd again = 
At length, with love and wine at once opprefi'd, 
The vanguife'd s: tor funk upon ber brea. 


vi. 
Now ftrike the golden lyre again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ftrait, 
Break his bands of fleep afunder, 
And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunders 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has rais’d up his head: 
As awak’d from the dead, 
And amaz’d, he ftates around, 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the furies arife : 
See the {nakes that they rear, 
How they hifs in their hair, 
And the fpaskles that flath from their eyes! 
Behold a ghaftly band, 
Each a torch in Ins hand! 
Thofe are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were flair, 
And unbury'd remain 
Inglorious on the plain ; 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. r 
Behold how they tofs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perfian abodes, 
And glittering temples of their hoftile gods. 
The princes applaud, with a furious joys 
Aud'the king fciz’d a flambeau with zeal to deftroy; 
‘Thais led the way, 
‘To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fir’d another Troy. 


CHORUS, 


And the hing feiz'd a flambeau with zeal to defiroy g 
Thais bed the way, 
To light him to bis Prey, 

And, like another Helen, Jir'd another Troy. 


Vii. 
Thus, long ago, 
re heaving bellows learn’d to blow, 
While organs yet were mute ; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And founding lyre, . 
Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defire. 
At Iaft divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame; 
The fweet enthufiaft, from her facred ftore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to folemn founds, — [fore. 
With nature’s mother-wit, and atts unknown be« 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He rais‘d a mortal to the tkies ; 
She drew an ange] dewn, 


ne 
GRAND CHORUS. 
At loft, divine Cecilia came, 
Anventrefs of the vocal frame ; 
The fevect enth fiaft, from her facred flore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 


And added lengtb to folemn founds, 
. 
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With nature's motber-wil, and arts unkiown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown ; 
He raiz'd a mortal to the faics 
She drew an angel dwn, 














XH. 


THE SECULAR MASQUE. 


Enter Janus. 
Cunonos, Chronos, mend thy pace, 
An hundred times the rolling fun 
Around the radiant belt has run 
Tn his revolving race. 
Behold, behold the goal in fight, 
Spread thy fans and wing thy flight. 


JANos. 


Enter Cnronos with a feythe in his hand, and a globe 
on bis back ; which be fets down at his entrance. 

Curgnos. Weary, weary of my weight,  ¢ 

Let me, let me droop my freight, 

And leave the world behind, 

T could not bear, 

Another year, 

‘The load of human-kind, 


Enter Momus laughing. [done, 
Momos, Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! well haft thou 
To lay down thy pack, 
And lighten thy back, 
“The world was a tool, e’er fince it begun, 
Andfinceneither Janus,norChronos,nor], 
Can hinder the crimes, 
Or mend the bad times, 
Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Cho, of all three.’ Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Janus. Since Momus comes to Jaugh below, 
Old Time begin the fhow, 
‘That he may fee, in every fcene, 
What changes in this age have been. 
GuroNos. Then, goddets of the filver bow, begin. 
| Horns, or Dunting mufic, within] 


Enter Diana. 
Diana. With horns and with hounds, I awaken 
the day; fi 
And hye to thg woodland-walks away 5 
tuck up my robe, and am bulkin’d foon, 
And tic to my forehead a weaing moon. 


5 


I courfe the fleet ftag,unkennel’d the for, 
And chace the wild goats o’er fummits 
of rocks, ea! 
With thouting and hooting we pierce 
through the tky, [ery 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the 


Cho. of all. With fbouting and hooting we pierce. 
thro.gh the fhy, 4 
And Echo turns buster, and doubles the crys 


Janus. Then our age was in’t’s prime, 

Cuxonos.Free from rage: 

Diana. And free from crime. 

Momus.: A very merry, dancing, drinking, 
Laughing, quafiing,and unthinking time. 





Cho, of all. Téer our age was in’t's prime, 
Free from rage, and free fram crime. 
A very merry, dancing, drinking, 
Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking times, 
(Dance of Diana's attendants.) 


Enter Mars. 
Infpire the vocal brafs, infpire ; 
‘The world is paft its infant age: 
Arms and honour, 
‘Arms and honcur, 
Set the martial mind on fire, 
‘And kindle manly rage. 
ars has look’d the fky to red; 
‘And Peace, the lazy good, is fled, 
Plenty, peace, and pleafure fly; 
The fprightly grecn, 
Jn woodland walks, no more is feen; 
The Sprightly green has drunk the Ty- 
rian dye. 
Cho. of all. Plenty, peace, &c. < 
Mans. Sound the trampet, beat the drum; 
‘Ybrovgh ali the world around, 





Mars. 





or 
° 


Sound a reveille, found, found, 
‘Lhe warrior god is come. 
Cho. of all. Sound the trumpet, &e. 
Momus. ‘Thy {word within the feabbard keep; 
And let mankind agree; 
Better the world were fait afleep, 
Then kept awake by thee. 
The fools are only thinner, 
With all our coft and care; 
But neither fide a winner, 
For things are as they were. 
Cho. of all, Tse fools are ony, &e. 


Enter Venus. 

Calms appear, when ftorms are paft; 
Love wiil have his hour at laft : 
Nature is my kindly care ; 
Mars deftroys, and { repair: 
Take me, take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not every day. 
Cho. of all, Take ber, take ber, &e. 
Curonos.The world was then fo light; 

Tfcarcely felt the weight 5 


Venus. 


wz. 
Q: 
a 


oa 
Joy rul’d the day, and love the night. 
But fince the queen of pleafure left the 
ground, 
T faint, | lag, 
. And feebly drag 
‘The ponderous orb around, 
Momvs. All, all of a piece throughout; 
Point- 
ing to 
Diana. 
{To Mars.} Thy wars brought nothing about ; 
(Te Venus Thy lovers were all untrue, 
Janus. “Tis well an old age is out, 
Curoxos.And time to begin a new. 
Cho, of all. AM, all of a piece thro 
Thy chace had a beaft in 
Thy wars brought notsing 


t Thy chace had a beaft in views 






Thy lovers were all un! 
*Tis wall am old age is out, 
sind time to begin anew. 


Dance of hunt{men, nymphs, warriors, ard lovers, 





XV. 


sO 


NG 


OF A SCHOLAR AND HIS MISTRESS, 


WHO BEING CROSS’D BY THEIR FRIENDS, FELL MAD TOR ONE 


AND NOW FIRST 


{Mosrc within. F 


The Lovers enter at oppofite doors, each held by a 
Keeper. 
Parutis.Look, look, 1 fee—I fee my love ap- 
ear | G 
'Tis he—’Tis he alone; 
For, like him, there is none : 
’Tis the dear, dear man, ‘tis thee, dear. 
Awyntas, Hark! the winds war; 
The feamy waves roar; 
J fee.a fhip afar : 
‘Tofling and toffing, and making te the 
fhore : 
But what’s that I view, 
So radiant of hee, 
Vou. Vi, 


MEET IN BEDLAM. 


St. Hermo, St. Hcrmo, that firs upotw 
the fails ? 
Ah! No, no, no. 
St. Hermo, never, never fhone fo bright ; 
"Tis Phyllis, only Phyllis, can thoot fo 
fair a light : 
*Tis Phyllis, *tis Phyllis, that faves the 
fhip alone, 
For all the winds are huth’d, and the 
ftorm is overblown. 
Puyitts, Let me go, let me run, let me fly to 
. his arms, 
Amyntas. If afl the fates combine, 
And all the furies join, 
Vil force my way to Phyllis, and break. 
WYcugh the charm, 


M 
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[Here they break from their keepers, run j Go cali the man in black, to mumble 
to cach other, and embrace. ] # o’er his part. © 
Payuis, Shall { marry the man J love ? Prytiis. But fuppofe he fhould ftey— 
And fhall I conclude my pains? Amynras. At worft if he deiay, 
Now blefe'd be the powers above, °Tis a work mutt be done, 
I feel the blcod bound in my veins; We'll borrow but a day, 
With a lively leap it began to move, And the better, the fooner begun, 
And the vapours leave my brains, ; Cho, of both. dé worff if he delay, &e. 
Amynras.Body join’d to body, and heart join’d [They run out together band in band, 
+o heart, 


To make dure of the cure, 








aaa 





PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 











PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN THE FIRST DAY OF THE KING’S HOUSE ACTING AFTER 
THE FIRE. 


So thipwreck'd paffengers efcape to land, 

So look they, when on-the bare beach they ftand 
Dropping and cold, and their firft fear fcarce o’er, 
Expecting famine on a defert fhore. 

From that hard climate we muft wait for bread, 
Whence cv’n the natives, fore’d by hunger, fled. 
Our ftagé docs hyman chance prefent to view, 
But ne’er before was feen io fadly true: 

You are chang'd too, and your pretence to fee 

Is but a nobler name for charity. 

Your own provifions furnith out our feafts, 

While you the founders make yourfelves the guefts. 
Of all mankind befide fate had fome care, 

But for poor wit ne portion did prepare, ¢ 
‘Tis left a rentecharge to the brave and fair. 


You cherifh’d it, and now its fail you mourn, 
Which blind unmagner'd zealots make their feorn, 
Who think that fire a judgment on the ftage, 
Which fpar’d + ot temples in its furious rage. i 
But as our new-built city rifes higher, 

So from cld theatres may new afpire, 

Since fate contrives magnificence by fire. 

Our great metropolis does far furpafs 

Whate’er is now, and equals all that was: t : 
Our wit as far does forcign wit excel, 

And like a king, fhould ix a palace dwell. 

But we with golden hopes are vainly fed, 

Talk high, and entertain you in a fhed: 

Your prefence here, for which we humbly fue, 
Will grace old theatres, and build upgiew. 








In 


PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN AT THE OPENING OF THE NEW HOUSE, 
MARCH 26, 1674. 


A paw built houfe, after fo long a ftay, 

‘Will fend you half unfatisfy’d away ; 

When, iail'n from your expected pomp, you find 
& bare convenience only is defign’d, 


You, who each day can theatres behold, 
Like Nero’s palace, fhining all with gold, 
Our mean ungilded flage will fcorn, we fear, 
And, for the homely room, difJain the cheers, 


M jj, 
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$80 
Yet gow cheap druggets to a mode are grown, 
And a plain fuit, fince we can make but one, 
Is better than to be by tarnifh’d gawdry known. 
‘They, who are by your favours wealthy made, 
‘With mighty fums may carry on the trade: 
‘We, broken bankers, half deftroy’d by fire, 
‘With our {mail fiock to humble roofs retire ; 
Pity our lofs, while you their pomp admire. 
¥or fame and honeur we no longer ftrive, 

We yield in both, and only beg to five : 
Unable to fupport their vait expence, 

Who build and treat with fuch magnificence ; 
“"Fhat, like th’ ambitious monarchs of the age, 
‘They give the law to our provincial ftage. 
Great neighbours envioufly promote excefs, 
‘While they impofe their {plendour on the lefs. 
But only fools, and ‘they of vaft eftate, 

‘Th’ extremity of modes will imitate, 

‘The dangling knee-fringe, and the bib-cravat. 
Yet if fome pride with want may be allow’d, 
‘We in our plainnefs may be juftly proud : 

Our royal mafter will'’d it fhould be fo; 
‘Whate'er he’s pleas’d to own, can need no fhew : 


¢ 
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\ That facred name gives ormament and grace, 

| And, like his tamp, makes bafeft metals pafs, 

’Twere folly now a ftately pile to raife, 

‘To build a playhoufe while you throw down plays; 

While fcenes, machines, and empty operas reign, 

‘And for the pencil you the pen difdain : 

| While troops of famifh’d Frenchmen hither drive, 
And laugh at thofe upon whofe alms they live : 

Old Englith authors vanith, and give place 

To thefe new conquerors of the Norman rage. 

More tamely than your fathers you fubmit: 

You're now grown vaflals to them in your wit, 

Mark, when they play, how our fine fops ad- 

vance, 

The mighty merits of their men of France, 

Keep time, cry Bon, and humour the cadence, 

Well, pleafe yourfelves; but fure tis underitood 

| That French machines -have ne’er done England 

i good. 

{I would not prophefy our houfe’s fate: 

But while vain thews and fcenes you over-rate, 

’Tis to be fear’d .-—~ 

That asa fire the former houfe o’erthrew, 


Machines and tempefts will deftroy the new. 








Wi. 


EPILOGUE, ON THE SAME. OCCASION. 


Txovcn what+our Prologue faid was fadly 
. true, 
Yet, gentlemen, our homely houfe is new, 
charm that feldom fails with—wicked you. 
A country lip may have the velvet touch ; 
‘Though fhe’s no lady, you may think her fuch ¢ 
A ftrong imagination may do much, 
But you, loud firs, who through your curls look 
Critics in plume and white vallancy wig, (big, 
‘Who lolling on our foremoft benches fit, 
And ftill charge firft, the true forlorn of wit; 
> Whofe favours, like the fun, warm where you 
roll, 

Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor foul ; 

So may your hats your foretops never prefs, 

Untouch’d your ribbons, facred be your drefe; 

So may ypu flowly to old age advance, 

And have th’ excufe of youth for ignorance = 

So may fop-corner full of noife remain, 

And drive far off the dull attentive train ; 

So may your midnight fcowerings happy prove, 

And morning batteries force your way to leve ; 


So may not France your warlike hands recal, 

But leave you by each other’s fwords to fall : 

As you come here to ruffle vizard punk, 

When fober, rail, and roar when you are.drunk. 
But to the wits we can fome merit plead, 

And urge what by themfelves has oft been faid : 
Our houfe relieves the ladies from the frights 

OF ill pav’d ftreets, and Jong dark winter nights 5 
‘Fhe Flanders horfes from a cold bleak road, 
Where bears in furs dare fcarcely Jook abroad ; 
The audience from worn plays and fuftian fluff, 
Of rhyme, more naufeous than three boys in buff. 
‘Fhough in their houfe the poets heads appear, 
‘We hope we may prefume their wits are here. 
‘Thebeft which they referv’d theynow will play, 
For, like kind cuckolds, though w've not the 


way 
To pleafe, we'll find you abler men who may. . 
{f they fhould fail, for laft recruits we breed 
Atroop of frifking Monficurs to fucceed : 
You know the French fure cards at time of 
need, 
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PROL 


OGUE, 


TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1674. 
SPOKEN BY MR. HART, 


Posrs, your fubjeéts, have their parts affign'd 
T* uabend, and to diverr their fovereign’s mind : 
When tir’d with following nature, you think fit 
‘To feck repofe.in the cool fhades of wit, 

And, from the fweet retreat, with joy furvey 
‘What refts, and what is conquer’d, of the way. 
Here, free yourfelves from envy, care, and ftrife, 
You view the various turns of human life: 

Safe in our feene, through dangerous courts you 
And, undebauch'd, the vice of cities know. [go, 
Your theories are here to practice brought, 

As in mechanic operations wrought ; 

And man, the little world, before you fet, 

As once the fphere of cryftal fhew’d the great. 
Blett {ure are you above all mortal kind, 

If to your fortunes you can fuit your mind: 
Content to fee, and shun, thofe ills we thew, 

And crimes on theatres alonc to know. 

‘With joy we bring what our dead authors writ, 
And beg from you the value of their wit : 


That Shak{peare’s, Fletcher’s, and great Jonfon’s 


chim, 
May be renew'd from thofe who gave them fame, 
None of our living poets dare appear; 
For Mufes fo fevere are worfhip'd here, 
That, confcious of their faults, they hun the eye, 
And, as profane, from facred places fy, 

Rather than fee th’ effended God, and die. - 

We bring no imperfections, but our own; 

Such faults as made are by the makers fhewn + 

And you have been fo kind, that we may boaft, 

The greateft judges ftill can pardon mot. 

Poets muft ftoop, when they would pleafe our pit, 
Debas’d ev'n to the level of their wit; 

Difdaining that, which yet they know will take, 
Hating themfelves what their applaufe muft makes 
But when to praife from you they would afpire, 
Though they like eagles mount, your Jove ix 
higher. 
So far your knowledge all their power tranfcends, - 
As what fhould be beyond what is extends. 





Vv. 


PROLOGUE TO CIRCE. 


[BY DR. DEV 


Wenz you but half fo wife as you're fevere, 
Qur youthful poet fhould not need to fear; 
‘To his green years your cenfures you would fuit, 


Not blait the bleffom, but expect the fruit, 


| 


ENANT, 1675.] 


The fex, that beft does pleafure underftand, 

Will always choofe to err on f° other hand. 

They check not him that’s aukward in delight, 

But clap the young Togue’s ce aed fet him right 
iij 


| 


18% 
‘Thos hearten’d well, and flefh'd upon his prey, 
‘The youth may prove a man another day. 

Your Berf and Fletcher, in their firft young flight, 
“Did no Volpone, nor no Arbaces write ; 

‘Bat hopp’d about, and fhort excurfions made 
Fréfn bough to bough, as if they were afraid, t 
And each was guilty of fome flighted maid. 
Shakfpeare’s owa Mufe her Pericles firft bore; 
‘The prince of Tyre was elder than the Moor: 
Tis miracle to fee a firft good play; 

All hawthorns do not bloom on Chriftmas-day. 
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A flender poet muft have time to grew, 

And fpread and burnith as his brothers do. 

Who ftill looks lean, fure with fome pox is curt’: 
But no man can be Falftaff-fat at firft. 

Then damn not, but indulge his rude effays, 
Encourage him, and bloat him up with praife, 
‘That he may get more bulk before he dics : 

He’s not yet fed enough for facrifice. 

Perhaps, if now your grace you will not grudge, 
He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 
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VI. 


EPILOGUE, 


Intended to have been fpoken by. 


THE LADY HEN. MAR. WENTWORTH, 


WHEN CALIST® WAS ACTED AT COURT. 


Ass Jopiter ¥ made my court in vain; 

Fl now affume my native fhape again. 

I'm weary to be fo unkindly us’d, 

And would not he a god to be refus’d. 

State grows wnvaly when it hinders love; 

A glorious burden, which the wile remove. 
Now as a nymph { necd not fue, nor try 

‘The force of any lightning but the eye. 
Jjeauty and youth more than a God command ; 
No Jove cvuld e’er the force of thefe withitand. 
"Tis here that fovereign power admits difpute ; 
Beauty fometimes is juftly abfolute. 

Our fullen Catos, whatfoe’er they fay, 

Ev'n while Micy frown and didtate laws, obey. 
You, mighty fir, our bonds more eafy make, 
And gracefully, what all muft fuffer, take : 
Above thofe forms the grave affect to wear; 
For ‘tis not to be wile to be fevers, 


True wifdom may fome gallantry admit, 

And foften bufinefs with the charms of wit. 

Thefe peaceful triumphs with your cares you 
bought, 

And from the midft of fighting nations brought, 

You only hear it thunder from afar, 

And fit in peace the arbiter of war ; 

Peace, the loath’d manna, which hot brains def 

fe, 

You Lie its worth, and made it carly prize s 

And in its happy leifure fit and fee 

The promifes of more felicity : 

‘Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, 

Whole morning rays like noontide ftrike and 
fhine: * 

Whom you to fuppliant moparchs fhall difpofe, 

‘To bind your friends, and to difarm your foes. 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 








Vil. 


EPILOGUE 
TO THE MAN OF MODE, OR SIR FOPLING FLUTTER. 


[By Sr GEORGE ETHEREGE, 1676 


Most modern wits fach monftrous fools have 
fhewn, 

‘They feem not of heaven’s making, but their own. 

Thofe naufeous harlequins in farce may pafs; 

But there goes more to a fubitantial afs : 

Something of man mutt be expos’ to view, 

‘That, gallants, they may more refemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a fool fo nicely writ, 

‘The ladies would miftake him for g wit; 

And, when he fings, talks loud, and cocks would cry, 

J vow, methioks, he’s pretty company : 

So:britk, fo gay, fo travel’d, fo refin’d, 

As he took pains to graff upon his kind. 

‘True fops help nature’s work, and yo to {chool, 

‘To file and finifh Gad Almighty’s fool, 

Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call ; 

He’s knight 0’ th’ thire, and reprefents you all. 

From each he meets he culls whate’er he can; 

Legion’s his name, a people in a man, 


His bulky folly gathers as it goes, 

And, rolling o’er you, like a fnow-ball grows. 

His various modes from various fathers follow $ 

One taught the tofs, and one the new French 
wallow, 

His fword-knot this, his cravat that defign’ds 

And this, the yard-long fnake he twirls behind. 

From one the facred periwig he gain’d, 

Which wind ne’er blew, nor touch of hat pro= 
phan’d, ‘ 

Another’s diving bow he did adore, 

Which with a fhog cafts all the hair before, 

‘Till he with full decorum brings it back, 

And rifes with a water-{paniel fhake. 

As for his fongs, the ladies dear delight, 

"Thefe fure he took from moft of you who writey 

Yet every man is fafe from what he fear’d;, - .. 

For no one fool is hunted froma the herd. 

















VI. 


EPILOGUE 


TO MITHRIDATES, 


KING OF PONTUS. 


{By Mr. N. LEE, 3678.3 


You've feen a pair of faithful lovers die : 
And much you care; for moft of you will cry, 
*Twas a juft judgment on their conftancy. 

For, heaven be thank’d, we live in fuch an age, 
‘When no man dics for love, but on the ftage : 
And ev’h thofe martyrs are but rare in plays; 

& curled fign how much true faith decays. 


Love is no more a violent defire; 

’Tis a mere metaphor, a painted fire. 

In all our fex, the name examin’d well, 

"Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell. 

In woman, "tis of fubtle intereft made: 

Curfe.on the punk that made it Grit a trade! 
M iiij 
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She firt did wit’s preregatlye remove, 
‘And made a fool prefume to prate of love. 
Let honour and preferment go for gold; 
But Blorious beauty is not to be fold: 

Or, if it be, "tis at a rate fo high, 

That nothing but adoring it fhould buy. 
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| ¥et the rich cullies may their boaiting fpare,, 


Phey purchafe but fophifticated ware, 


’Tis prodigality chat buys deceit, 
Where both the giver and the taker cheat, 
{ Men but refine on the old half-crown way ; 
J And women fight, like Swiffers, foy their pay. 
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PROLOGUE TO CHSAR BORGIA: 


[By Mr. N. LEE, 1680.] 


Tx! pnhappy man, who once has trail’d a pen, 
Lives not to pleafe himfelf, but other men; 

Js always drudging, waftes his life and blood, 
‘Yet only eats and drinks what you think good. 
‘What praife foe'er the poetry deferve, 

Yet every fool can bid the port ftarve, 
. That fumbling leccher to revenge is bent, 

, Becaufe he thinks himfelf or whore is meant ; 
‘Name but a cuckold, all she city fwarms ; 
From Leadenhall to Ludgate is in arms : 
‘Were there no fear of Antichrift or France, 

An the bleft time poor poets live by chance. 
Bither you come not here, or, as you grace 
Some old acquaintance, drop into the place, ; 
Cazelefs and qualmith with a yawning face : 
You fleep o’er wit, and by my troth you may ; 
Moft of your talents lie another way, 

ou love to hear of fume prodigious tale, 
‘The bell that toll’d alone, or Irith whale. 
News is your food, and you enough provide, 
Both for yourfelves, and ali the world befide. 








One theatre there is of vatt refort, 

Which whilome,of Requefts was called the Const; 
Bat now the great Exchange of News 'tis hight, 
And foll of hum and bug from noon till night. 
Up flairs and down you run, as for a race, 

And each man wears three nations in his face. 

So big you look, though claret you retrench, 
That, arm'd with bottled ale, you huff the Frenche 
Bot all your entertainment itil is fed 

By villains in your own dull ifland bred. 

Would you return to us, we dare engage 

To thew you better rogues upon the ftage. 

You know no poifon but plain ratibane here; 
Death's more refin'd, gad better bred elfewhere, 
They have a civil way in Italy 

By {melling a perfume to make you die; ‘ 
A trick would make you lay your fnuff-box by. 
Murder’s a trade, fo known and pradtie'd there, 
That ’tis infallible as is the chair. 

But, mark their feaft, you fhall behold fuch pranks; 
The pope fays grace, but ‘tis the devil gives thanks, 














xX. 


PROLOGUE TO SOPHONISBA, 
AT OXFORD, 1680, 


Tarsrts, the firft profeffor of our art, 

At country wakes, fung ballads from a cart. 
‘To prove this true, if Latin be no trefpafs, 
Piciur & plauftris vexiffe Poemata Thefpis. 


But A&{chylus, fays Horace in fome page, 
Was the firft mountebank thar trod the tages 
Yet Athens never knew your learned fpory 
Of toffing poets in a tennis-court, 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. ags- 


But ‘tis che talen? of our Englifh nation, No zealous brother there would want a ftone, 

Still to be plotting fome new reformation + To maui us cardinals, and pelt pope Joan : 
Aad few years hence, if anarchy goes on, - Religion, learning, wit, would be fuppreft, 

Jack Prefbyter thall here eredt his throne, Rags of the whore, and trappings of the heaf: 

Knock out a tub with preaching once a day, Scot, Suarez, Tom of Aquin, muft go down, 

And every prayer be longer than a play. As chief fupporters of the triple crown; . 

‘Then all your heathen wits fhall go to pot, And Ariftotle’s for deftruction ripe; 

For difbelieving of a Pepith-plot : Some fay, he call’d the foul aa organ-pipe, 

Your poets fhall be us'd like infidels, Which py fome little help of derivation, 

And worlt the author of the Ozford bells: Shall then be prov’d a pipe of infpiration, 


Nor thould we {cape the fentence, to depart, 
Ev’n in.our firft original, a cart. 














XI. 


A PROLOGUE, 





Ty yet there be a few shat take delight They talk of fevers that infed& the braings 

Yn that which reafonable men thould write ; But nonfenfe is the new difeafe that reigns. 

To them alone we dedicate this night, Weak ftomachs, with a long difeafe oppreft, 

The réft may fatisfy their curious itch Cannot the cordigls of ftrong wit digett» 

With city gazettes, or fome factious fpeech, Therefore thin nourifhment of farce ye choofe, 

Or whate’er libel, for the public good, Decodtions of a barley-water Mufe = 

Stirs up the fhrove-tide crew to fre and blood. A meal of tragedy would make you fick, 

Remove your benches, you apoftate pit, Ualefs it were a very tender chick. , 

And take, above, twelve pennyworth of wit; Some fcenes in fippets would he worth aur 
Go hack to your dear dancing on the rope, time; 

Or fee what’s worfe, the devil and the pope. Thofe would ge down; fome loye that’s poach'é 
‘The plays that take on our corrupted ftage, in rhyme; 

Mcthinks, refemble the diftracted age ; If thefe fhould fail— 

Noife, madnefs, all unreafonable things, ‘We mutt lie down, and, after all our coft, 

‘That ftrike at fenfe, as rebels do at kings, Keep holiday, like watermen in froft ; 

‘The ftyle of forty-one our poets write, While you turn players on the world’s great 
and you are grown to judge like forty-eight. ftage, 

Such cenfures our miftaking audience make, And act yourfelves the farce of your own age. 


‘That ’tis almoft grown {candalous to take, 


nnd 





XII. 


EPILOGUE 
TO A TRAGEDY CALLED TAMERLANE. 
[By Mr. SAUNDERS] 


Laores, the heardlefs author of this day | Early as is the year his fancies blow, 

Commends to you the fortune of his play. Like young Narciffus peeping through the fhow. 
A woman wit has often grac’d the flage; Thus Cowley bloffom’d foon, yet fiourith’d long; 
But he's the firft boy-poet of ovr age, ‘This is as forward, and may prove as ftrong. 


x86 


‘Youth with the fair thould always favour find, 
Or we are damn’d diflemblers of our kind. 
‘What's all this love they put into our parts? 
“Tis Qut the pit-a-pat of two young hearts. 
Should hag and grey-beard make fuch tender 
moan, 
Faith, you'd ev'’n truft chem to themfelves alone, 
And cry, Let’s go, here's nothing to be done. 
Since Love's our bufinefs, as ’tis your delight, 
‘The young, who beft can prattife, be can write. 
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‘What though he be not come to his full pf wer, 
He’s mending and improving every hour. 

You fly the-jockies of the box and pit, 

Are pleas’d to find a hot unbroken wit : 

By management he may in time be made, 

But there’s no hopes of an old batter’d jade s 
Faint and unnerv'd he runs into a fweat, 


| And always fails you at the fecond heat. 




















XI. 


PROLOGUE 
TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1681, 


‘ 


Tur fam'd Italian Mufe, whofe rhymes advance 

Orlando, and the Paladins of France, 

Records, that, when our’ wit and fenfe is flown, 

“Tis lodg’d within the circle of the moon, 

In earthen jars, which one, who thither foar'd, 

Ser to his nofe, fnuff'd up, and was reftor'd. 

‘Whate’er the ftory be, the moral’s true; 

‘The wit we loft in town, we find in you, 

Our poets their fled parts may draw from hence, 

And fill cheir windy heads with fober fenfe. 

‘When London votes with Southwark’s difagree, 

Here may they find their long-loft loyalty. 

Here bufy fenates, to th’ old caufe inclin’d, 

May {nuff the votes their fellows left behind : 

Your country neighbours, when their grain grows 
dear, 

May come, and find their laf provifion here : 


Whereas we canndt much lament our lofs, 

Who neither carry’d back, nor brought one 
crofs, 

We look'd what reprefentatives would bring ; 

But they help'd us, juft as they did the king. 

Yet we defpair not; for we now lay forth 

The Sibyls books to thofe who know thei¢ 
worth; 

And though the firft was facrifie’d before, 

Thefe volurnes doubly will the price reftore, 

Our poet bade us hope this grace to find, 

To whom by long prefcription you are kind. 

He, whofe undaunted Mufe, with loyal rage, 

Has never fpar’d the vices of the age, 

Here finding nothing that his fpleeu can raife, 

Is fore’d to turn his fatire into praite. 

















XIV. 
PROLOGUE 


TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS, UPON HIS FIRST APPEARANCE AT THE DUKE'S 
THEATRE, AFTER HIS RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, 1682. 


Tw thofe cola regions which no fummers cheer, 
Where broeding darknefs cavers half the year, 
‘To hollow caves the thivering natives £0; 

Bears range abroad, and hunt in tracks of Snow. 


But when the tedious twilight wears away, 


And ftars grow paler at th’ approach of day, 


The longing crowds to frozen mountains ron; 


Happy who firft can fee the glimmering fun; 
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‘ty he furs > favage offspring difppear, 

And curfe the bright fucceffor of the year/ 

“Aer, though rough bears in covert feek defence, 

Whitd foxes ftay, with feeming innocence : ‘ 
‘That crafty kind with day-light can difpenfe 

Still we are throng’d fo full with Reynard’s race, 
"That loyal fubjeéts fearce can find a place : 

"Thus modeff truth is caft behind the crowd : 
‘Truth {peaks too low ; hypocrify too loud, 

Let them be firft to flatter in fuccefs; 

Daty can ftay, but guilt has need to prefs; 

Once, when true zeal the fons of God did call, 
To make their folema thew at Heaven's Whitehall, 
The fawning devil appear’d among the ret 

And made as good a courtier as the bet. 

The friends of Job, who rail’d at him before, 
Came cap in hand when he had three times more. 
Yet late repentance may, perhaps, be truc; 

Kings can forgive, :f rebels can but fues 


\ 

A tyrant’s power in rigour is expreft 

The father yearns in the true prince’s breaft. 

We grant, an o’ergrown Whig no grace can mend 5 

Bat moft are babes, that know not they offend. 

‘The-crowd, to reftlefs motion ftill inclin’d, 

Are clouds, that tack according te the wind, 

Driven by their chiefs they forms of hailftones 
ur 5 

Then mourn, and foften to a filent Shower. 

O welcome to this much-offending land, 

The prince that brings forgivenefs in his hand! 

‘Thus angels on glad meffages appear = 

‘Their firtt falute commands us not to fear : 

Thus heaven, that could conftrain us to obey, 

(With revergnce if, we might prefume to fay) 

Seems'to relax the rights of fovereign fway + 

Permits to man the choice of good and ill, 

And makes us happy by our own free-will. 


5 





XV. 


PROLOGUE TO THE EARL OF ESSEX. 


{By Mr. J. BANKS, 1682.] 


“$POKEN TO THE KING AND QUEEN 


Wruen firft the ark was landed on the fhore, 

And heaven had vow'd to curfe the ground no 
more; 

‘When tops of hills the longing patriarch faw, 

And the new fcene of carth began to draw ; 

The dove was fens ta view the waves decreafe, 

And firft brought back to man the pledge of peace. 

Tis needlefs to apply, when thofe appear, 

Who bring the olive, and who plant it here, 

‘We have before our eyes the royal dove, 

Still innocent as harbinger of love : 

‘The ark is open’d to difmifs the train, 

And people with a better race the plain. 

Tell me, ye powers, why fhould vain man pur- 

With endlefs toil, each object that is new, [{ue, 

And for the feeming fubftance teave the true? 

‘Why fhould he quit for hopes his certain good, 

And loath the manna of bis daily food? 


AT THEIR COMING TO THE HOUSE, 


Muft England ftill the fcenes of changes be, 

| Toft and tempeftuous, like our ambient fea? 
Mauft {till our weather and our wills agree ? 

Without our blood our liberties we have : 

Who that is free would fight to be a flave? 

Or, what can wars to after-times affure, 

Of which our prefent age is not fecure ? 

All thet our monarch would for us ordain, 

Ts but t’enjoy the bleffings of his reign. 

Our Jand’s an Eden, and the main’s our fence, 

While we preferve our ftate of innocence : 

That loft, then beafts their brutal force emplog,- 

And firft their lord, and then themfelves deftroy, 

| What civil broils have coft, we know too well; 

i Oh! let it be enough that once we fell! 

! And every heart confpire, and every tongue, 


g 





Still to have fuch a king, and this king long, 


1S. 
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XVI. 


AN EPILOGUE 


FOR THE KING'S HOUSE, 


‘ 
Wea by fits and ftarts, like drowning men, 
But jul peep up, and chen pop down again. 
Let thofe who call us wicked change their fenfe ; 
For never men liv’d more an Providence. 
Not lottery cavaliers are half fo poor, 
Nor broken cits, nor a vocation whore. 
Not courts, nor courtiers living on the rents 
Of the three Jaft ungiving parliaments : : 
Ss wretched; that, if Pharaoh could divine, 
He might have fpar’d his dream of feven lean 


kine, 
And chang'd his vifion for the Mufes nine. 
‘The comet, that, they fay, portends a dearth, 
‘Was but a vapour drawn from play -houfe earth : 
Pent there fince our laft fire, and, Lilly fays, 
Forethews our change of ftate, and thin third-days, 
*Tis not our want of wit that keeps us poor ; 
For then the printer’s prefs would fuffer more. 
Their pamphleteers each day their venom fpit ; 
They thrive by treafon, and we ftarve by wit. 





Confefs the truth, which of you has not laid 

Four farthings out to buy the Hatfield maid ? 

Or, which is duller yet, and more wonld fpite te, 

Democritus’s wars with Heraclitus? 

Such are the authors, who have run us down, 

And exetcis’d you critics of the town. . 

Yet thefe are pearls to your lampooning rhymes, 

Y’ abufe yourfelves more dully than the times, 

Scandal, the glory of the Englith nation, 

Is worn to rags, and feribbled out of fafhion. 

Such harmlefs thrufts, as if, like fencers wife, 

They had agreed their play before their prize. 

Faith, they may hang their harps upon the wil- 
lows 5 

Tis juft Jike children when they box with pillows, 

Then put an end to civil wars for fhame ; 

Let each knight-errant, who has wrong’d a dame, 

Throw down his pen, and give her, as he can, 

‘The fatisfaction of a gentleman, 
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XVII. 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE LOYAL BROTHER: 


OR, THE PERSIAN PRINCE. 


[By Mr. SOUTHERN, 1682.] 


Ports; like lawful monarchs, rul’d the flage, 
‘Till critics, like danzn’d Whigs, debauch’d our age. 
‘Mark how they jump: critics would regulate’ 
. Our theatres, and Whigs reform our fate : 

Both pretend love, and both (plague rot them!) 

hate. 

» The critic humbly feems advice to bring ; 

‘The fawning Whig petitions to the hing ; 


But one’s advice into a fatire flides ; 

T” other’s petition a remonftrance hides. 

‘Thefe will no taxes give, and thofe no pence ; 
Critics would flarve the poet, Whigs the princes 
The critic all our troops of friends difcards ; 

Juft fo the Whig would fain pull down the guards, 
Guards are illegal, that drive foes away, 

As watchful thepherds that fright beaits of prey. 
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Kings, whe difband fuch needlefs aids as thefe, 
Are fafu—as long as e’er their fubjects pleafe : 
And that would be till next queen Bels’s aight + 
“hich thus grave penny chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmundbury firft, in woful wife, 

Leads up the thow, and milks their maudlin eyes. 
"There’s not a butcher’s wife but dribs her part, 
And pities the poor pageant from her heart ; 
Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire, 
Aad, with a civil congé does retire : 

But guiltlefs biood to ground muft never fall ; 
There’s Antichrift behind, to pay for all. 

‘The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of Seventy years: 

‘Whofe age in vain our mercy would implore; 
For few take pity on ag old caft-whore. 

"The devil, who brought him to the fhame, takes 


part 5 
Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer his heart ; 
Like thief and parfon in a Tyburn-cart. 





et 
The word is given, and, with a loud huzza, 
The mitred moppet from his chair they draw + 
On the flain corpfe contending nations fall : 
Alas! what’s one poor pope among them all! 
He burns ; now all true hearts your triamphs ring: 
And next, for fafhion, ery, God fave the king! | 
A needful cry in midft of fuch alarms, 
When forty thoufand men are up in arms, 
But after he’s once faved, to make amends, 
In each fucceeding health they damn his friends: 
So God begins, but ftill the devil ends. 
What if fome one, infpir’d with zeal, fhould call, 
Come, let’s go cry; God fave him at Whitehall z: 
His beft friends would not like this over-care, 
Or think him e’er the fafer for this prayer. 
Five praying faints are by an act allow’d 5 
But not the whole churchemilitant in crowd. 
Yet, should heaven all the true petitions drain 
Of Prefbyterians, who would kings maintain, i 
Of forty thoufand, five would fcarce remain. 


XVIN. 


EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 


A vinern poet was ferv'd up to-day, 

Who, till this hour, ne’er cackled for a play. , 

He’s neither yet a Whig nor Tory-boy : 

But, like a girl whom feveral would enjoy, 

Bege leave to make the beft of his own natural 
toy. 

‘Were I to play my callow author's game, 

‘The king’s houfe would inftruct me by the name, 

‘There’s loyalty to one; I with no more: 

A commonwealth founds like a common whore. 

Let hufband or gallant be what they will, 

One part of woman is true Tory fill. 

f any factious fpirit fhould rebel, 

Our fex, with eafe, can every rifing quell, 

Then, as you hope we fhouid your failings hide, 

An honeft jury for our play provide. 

Whigs at their poets never take offence ; 


‘They fave dull culprits, who have murder’d fenfe. + 


*Yhough nonfenfe is a naufeous heavy mals, 

‘The vehicle call’d Padlion makes it pafs. > 
Fadion in play’s the commonwealth-man’s bribe ; 
‘The leaden farthing of the canting tribe ; 





Though void in payment laws and ftatutes make it, 
The neighbourhood, that knows the man, will 
take it. 
’Tis faction buys the votes of half the pit ; 
Their’s is the penfion-parliament of wit. 
In city-clubs their venom let them vent; 
For there ’tis fafe, in its own element. 
Here, where their madnefs can have no pretence, 
Let them forget themfelves an hour of fenfe. 
In one poor ifle, why fhould two factions be ? 
Small difference in your vices I ean fee: 
In drink and drabs both fides too well agree. ¢ 
Would there were more preferments in the land : 
If places fell, theparty could not ftand : 
Of this damn’d grievance every Whig complains: 
They grunt like hogs till they have got their 
grains. 
Mean time you fee what trade our plots advance; 
We fend each year good money into France; 
And they that know what merchandize we need, 
Send o’er true Proteftants to mend our breed. 
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XIX. 


PROLOGUE TO THE DUKE OF GUISE, 1683. 


Our play’s a parallel : the Holy League 

Begot our Covenant : Guifards got the Whig: 

‘Whate’er ont hotebrain’d theriffs did advance 

‘Was, like our fathions, firit produc’d in Frances | 

Asad, when worn-out, well fcourg’d, and baniih’d | 
there, 

Sent over, like their godly beggars, here. [gull ? 

Could the fame trick, twice play'd, our nation 

‘It looks as if the devil were grown dull, 

Or ferv'd us up, in fcorn, his broken meat, 

And thonght we were not worth a better cheat. 

‘The fulfome Covenant, ane would think in reator, 

Had given us all our bellies full of treafon : 

And yet, the name but chang’d, our nafty nation 

Chaws its own excrement, th’ Affociation. 

*Tis true we have not learn’d their poifoning way, 

For that’s a mode but newly come in play; 

Befides, your drag’s uncertain to prevail ; 

But your trve Protcfiant can never fail, 

With that compendious inftrament a flail. 

Go on; and bite, e’en though the hook lies bare ; 

‘Twice in one age expel the lawful heir : 

Once more decide religion by the fword ; 

And purchafe for us a new tyrant lord. 





Pray for your king ; but yet your purfes fpare + 
Make him not two-pence richer by your prayer. 
Vo thew you love him much, chaftife him more; 
And make him very great, and very poor. 

Path iim to wars, but itill no pence advance $ 
Let him lofe England, to recover 
Cry freedom up with popular noi y votes? 

And get cnovgh to cut each other's throats, 

Lop all the rights that fence your monarch’s throne; 
For icar of too much power, pray leave him notie. 
A noife was made of arbitrary fway; 

Bur, in revenge, you Whigs have found a way, 
An arbitrary duty now to pay. 

Let his own fervants turn, to fave their Rake 5 
Glean from his plenty, and his wants forfake. 
But let fome Judas near his perfun ftay, 

‘To {wallow the laft fop, and then betray. 
Make London independent of the crown : 

A realm apart; the kingdom of the town. 

Let ignoramus juries find no traitors : 

And igneramts poets feribble fatires. 

And, that your meaning none may fail to fean, 
Do what in cofive-houfes you began; 

Pull down the mafter, and fet up the man, 
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XX. 


. EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 


Mocu time and trouble this poor play has coft; 
And, faith, § doubted once the caufe was loft. 

‘Yet no one man was meant; nor great nor fmall; 
Our poets, like frank gamefters, threw at all. 
‘They took no fingle aim— 

Bat, like bold boys, true to their prince and hearty, 
Huzza’d, and fir’d broadfides at the whole party. 
Duels at crimes; but, when the caofe is right, 

In battle every man is bound to fight. 


For what fhould hinder mc to fell my fkin 
Dear as I could, if once my hand were in? 

Se defendeado never was a fin. 

*Tis a fine world, my matters, right or wrong, 
The Whigsmuft taik, and ‘lories hold their tongues 
They mutt do all they can— 

But we, forfooth, muft bear a chriftian mind; 
And fight, like boys, with one hand ty'd behind, 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


Nay, od when one boy’s down, *twere wondrous 
. ice, 

To cry box fair, and give him time to rife. 

~Atthen fortune favours, none but fools will daily ; 

Wou any of you {parks, if Nap or Mally 

‘Tipt you th’ inviting wick, ftand fhall 1; fhail 1? 

A trimmer cry’d (that heard me tell the ftory), 

Fie, Miftrefs * Cook! faith, you're too rank a 
Yory ! 

‘With not Whigs hang’d, but pity their hard cafes; 

You women love to fee men make wry faces. 

Pray, Sir, {aid I, don’t think me fuch a Jew; 

1 fay no more, but give the devil his due. 

Lenetives, fays he, tuir beft with our condition, 

Jack Ketch, fays I, ’s an excellent phyfician, 

t love no blood—Nor f, Sir, as { breathe ; 

But hanging is a fine dry kind of death. 





¥gt 

‘We Trimmers are for holding all things even : 

Yes—juft like him that hung twixt hell and 
heaven. < 

Have we not had men’s lives enough already ? 

Yes fure:—but you're for holding all things 
Ready: 

Now, fince the weight hangs all on our fide, bro- 
ther, 

You Trimmers fhould, to poize it, hang on ¢’ other. 

Damn’d neuters, in their middle way of fteering, 

Are neither fith, nor flefh, nor gqod red-herring : 

Not Whigs nor Tories they; nor this, nor that; 

Not birds, nor beats; but juft a kind of bat, 

A twilight animal, true to neither caufe, 

With Tory wings, but whiggifh teeth and claws, 








XXI. 


ANOTHER 


EPILOGUE. 


INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SPOKEN TO THE PLAY; BEFORE 


IT WAS FORBIDDEN LAST SUMMER}. 


You noify Whigs will fare be pleas’ to-day 5 

Jt looks fo like two fhrieves the city way. 

But, fince our difcords and divifions ceafe, 

You, Bilbca gallants, learn to keep the peace : 
Make here no tilts: Ict Our poor ftage alone ; ‘ 


Two houtes join’d, two pocts to a play ? i 


©r, if a decent murther muft be done, 

Pray take a civil turn to Marybone, 

¥f not, I fwear, we'll pull up all our benches ; 

Not for your fakes, but for our orange-wenches? 
For you thruft wide fometimes; and many a {park, 
"That miffes one, can hit the other mark, 
"This makes our boxes full; for men of fenfe 
Pay their four fhillings in theie own defence ; 
That fafe behind the ladies they may fay, 
Peep o’er the fan f, ana judge the bloody fray. 
But other focs give beauty wurfe alarms; 
‘The poffe poctarum ’s up in arms: 

No woman’s fame their libels has efea 
‘Their ink runs venom, and their pens are“ciapt. 
When fighs and prayers their ladies cannot move, 
‘They rail, witte treafon, and turn Whigs to love. 












* The adtrefs, who fpake the epilogue. N. 
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Nay, and I fear they worfe defigns advance, 

‘Vhere’sea damu'd lovetrick now brought oe’et 
from France; 

We charm in vain, and drefs, and keep a pother, 

Whilft thefe falfe rogues are ogling one anothers 

All fins befides admit fome expiation; 

But this againft our fex is plain damnation. 

They join for Jibels too, thefe women-haters; 

And, as they club for love, they club for fatires + 


{ The beft on *t is they hurt not ; for they wear 





ings in thcir tails, their only venom’s there. 

"Tis tree, fome fhot at firft the ladies hit, 

While able markfmén made, and men of wit = 

But now the fools give fire, whofe bounce is 
fouder : 

And yet, like mere train-bands, they’ fhoot but 
powder. 

Libels, like plots, fweep all in their firft fury; 

Then dwindle tike an ignoramus jury, 

Thus age begins with touzing and with tumbling; 

But grunts, and groans, and ends at Jaft in fum- 

bling. 


+ Langbaine fays, this play found many enemies at its fir appearance on the ftage, 
$ Hence Mr, Pope’s couplet, Effay on Criticifm. ver. 543. 





deft fan was lifted up no morc, 





exil’d at what they bluih’d betore.” 
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XXII. 


PROLOGUE. 
TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


SPOKEN BY MR. HART, AT THE ACTING OF THE SILENT WOMAN. 


Waar Greece, when learning flourith’d, only | The learn’d-in Schools, where knowledge firft be- 


knew, 
Athenian judges you this day renew. 
Here too are annual rites to Pallas done, 
Aud here poetic prizes loft or won, ; 
Methinks I fee you, crown'd with olives, fit, 
Aud ftrike a facred horror from the pit. 
A day of doom is this of your decree, 
‘Where even the beft are but by mercy free : 
A day, which none but Jonfon durft have 
with'd to fee. 
Here they, who long have known the ufeful ftage. 
Come to be taught themfelves to teach the age. 
As your commiffioners, our poets go, 
To cultivate the virtue which you fow; 
do your Lycazum firft themfelves refin’d, 
And delegated thence to human kind. 
But as ambaffadors, when long from home, 
For new inftrudtions to their princes come ; 
So poets, who your precepts have forgot, 
Return, and beg they may be better taught : 

’ Follies and faults elfewhere by them are fhewn, 
But by your mamners they correét their own. 
‘Th’ illiterate writer, emp’ric-like, applies 
"To miinds difeas’d, unfafe, chance remedies 


gan, 
Studies with care th’ anatomy of man; 
Sees virtue, vice, and paffions, iw their caufe, 
And fame from fcience, not from fortune, draws. 
So Poetry, which is in Oxford made 
An art, in London only is a trade, 
‘There haughty dunces, whofe unlearned pen 
Could ne'er fpelt grammar, would be reading mens 
Such build their poems the Lucretian way ; 
80 many huddled atoms make a play; 
And if they hit in order by fome chance, 
They call that nature, which is ignorance. 
To fuch a fame let mere town-wits afpire, 
And their gay nonfenfe their own cits admire, 
Our poet, could he find forgivenefs here, 
Would with it rathér than a plaudit there. 
He owns no crown from thofe Pratorian bands, 
But knows that right is in the fenate’s hands, 
Not impudent enough to hope your praife, 
Low at the Mufes feet his wreath he lays, 
And, where he took it up, refigns his bays, 
Kings make their pocts whom themfelves think 
But ‘tis your fuffrage makes'authentic wit. [fit, 











XXHI. 


EPILOGUE, . 


[SPOKEN BY THE, SAMEJ 


No peor Datch peafant, wing’d with all his fear, 


Heaven for our fins this fummer has thought fit 


Flies with more hafte, when the French atms | To vifit us with all the plagues of wit. 


draw pear, 
‘Than we with our poetic train come down, 
For refuge hither, from th’ infected town: 


A French troop firft fwept all things in its way ; 
But thofe hot Monfirurs were too quick to May : 
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yet, tebe coft, in that fhort time, we find 

Tl ft their itch of novelty behind, ~ 
ian merry-andrews took their place, 
And quite debauch'd che ftage with lewd gri- 

mace: 

Toftead of wit, and humours, your delight 
‘Was there to fee two hobby-horfes fight s 
Stout Gcaramoucha with rufh lance rode in, 
And ran a tilt at centaur Arlequin, 
For love you heard how amorous affes bray’d, 
And cats in gutters gave their ferenade. 
Nature was out of countenance, and each day 
Some new-born montter fhewn you for a play. 
But when all fail'd, to fbrike the {tage quite dumb, 
"Thole wicked engines cali'd machines are some. 
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Thunder and lightning now for wit are play’d} 
And fhortly fcenes in Lapland will be jaid : 

Art magic is for poetry profeft ; 

And cats and dogs, and each obfcener beaft, 
Tofwhich Egyptian dotards once did bow, 

Upon our Englith flage are worthip'’d now, 
Witchcraft reigns there, and raifes to renown 
Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town, 
Fletcher’s defpis’d, your Johnfon’s ont of fathion, 
And Wit the only drug in all the nation. 

In this low ebb our wares to you are thewns 

By you thofe ftaple authors worth is known; 

For wit’s 2 manufacture of your own., 

When you, who only can, their fcenes have prais’d, 
We'll beldly back, and fay, the price is rais’d. 





XXIV. 


| EPILOGUE, 


SPOKEN AT OXFORD, BY MRS. MARSHALL. - 


Orr has our poet with'd, this happy feat 
Might prove his fading Mute’s lat retreat ¢ 

1 wonder'd at his with, bat now I find 

He fought for quiet, and content of mind ; 
Which noifeful towns and courts can never know, 
And only in the fhades like laurels grow. 

Youth, e’er it fees the world, here ftudies reft, 
And age returning thence concludes it beft, 
What wonder if we court that happinefs 

Yearly to fhare, which hourly you poffefs, 
Teaching ev'n you, whilc the vext world we fhew, 
‘Your peace to value more, and better know ? 

"Tis all we can return for favours pait, 

‘Whoft holy memory fhall ever lait, 

For patronage from him whofe care prefides 

O’er every noble art, and every fcience guides : 


‘ 
Bathurft, a name the learn'd with reverence know 
And fcarcely more to his own Virgil owe; 
Whofe age enjoys but what his youth deferv'd, 
To rule thofe Mufes whom before he ferv'd. 

His learning, and untainted manners too, 

We find, Athenians, are deriv’d to you : 

Such ancient hofpitality there refts 

In yours, as dwelt in the firft Grecian breafts, 
Whofe kindnefs was religion to their guefts. 

Such modefty did to our fex appear, * 

As, had there been no laws, we need net fear, 
Since each of you was our protector here. 
Converfe fo chafte, and fo itri@ virtue thewn, 

As might Apollo with the Mufes own. 

Till our return, we mutt defpair to find 


Judges fo juft, fo knowing, and fo kind, 
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XXV. 
PROLOGUE | 
TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


Dasconn, and plots, which have undone our age, | Opr brethren are from Thames to Tweed de- 


With the fame ruin have o’erwhelm’d the ftage. 

Our houfe bas fuffer’d in the common woe, 

We have been troubled with Scotch rebels too, 
You, Vi, 


parted, 
And of our fifters, all the kinder-hearted, 
‘J Edinburgh gone, or coach’d, or carted, 
. N = 
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‘With bonny bluecap-there they aé all night 

For Scotch half-crown, in Englifh three-pence 
hight. 

One nymph, towhom fat Sir John Falftaff ’s lean, 

‘There with her fingle perfon fills the fcene. 

Another, with long ufe, and age decay’d, 

Div’d here old woman, and rofe there a maid. 

Our trufty door-keepers of former time 

‘There ftrut and fwagger in heroic rhyme. 

‘Take but a copper-lace to drugget fuit, 

And there’s a hero made without difpute : 

And that, which was a capon’s tail before, 

Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 

But all his fubjects, to exprefs the care 

©f imitation, go, like Indians, bare : 
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Lac’d linen there would be 2 dangerous thy’ g; 
lt might perhaps a new rebellion bring ; 

The Scot, who wore it would be chofen KRE-. 4 
But why fhould I thefe renegades defcribe, 
When you yeurfelves have feen a lewder tribe ? 
Teague has been here, and, to this learned pit, 
With Irifh action flander’d Englith wit : 

You have beheld fuch barbarous Macs appear, 
As merited a fecond maffacre: 

Such as, like Cain, were branded with difgrace, 
And had their country ftamp’d upon their face. 
When ftrollers durft prefume to pick your purfe, 
We humbly thought our broken troop not worfe, 
How ill {oe'er our action may deferve, 

Oxford's a place where wit can never ftarve. 














XXVL 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


"Fuoven agtors cannot much of learning boaft, 
Of all who want it, we admire it moft : 

‘We love the praifes of a learned pit, 

As we remotely are ally’d to wit. 

‘We {peak our pocts’ wit ; and trade in ore, 

Like thofe, who touch upon the golden fhore : 
Betwixt our judges can diftin&ion make, 

Difcern how much, and why, our poems take : 
Mark if the fools, or men of fenfe, rejoice ; 
‘Whether th’ applaufe be only found or voice. 
‘When ov fop gallants, or our city folly, 

Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 

We doubt thatfcene which does their wonder raife, 
And, for their ignorance, contemn their praife. 
Judge then, if we who ad, and they who write, 
Should not be proud of giving you delight. 
London likes grofsly ; but this nicer pit 
Examines, fathoms all the depths of wit; 

‘The ready finger lays on every blot ; [not. 
Knows what thould juftly pleafe, and what thould 





Nature herfelf lies open to your view ; 

You judge by her, what draught of her is true, 
Where outlines falfe, and colours feem too faint, 
Where bunglers dawb, and where true poets paint, 
But, by the facred genius of this place, 

By every Mule, by each domeftic grace, 

Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well, 

And, where you judge, prefumes not to excel, 
Our poets hither for adoption come, 

As nations fued to be made free of Rome: 

Not in the fuffragating tribes to ftand, 

But in your utmoft, lait, provincial band. 

If his ambition may thofe hopes purfue, 

Who with religion loves your arts and you, 
Oxford to him a dearer name fhall be, 

Than his own mother univerfity. 

Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage; 
He choofes Athens in his riper age, 


PROLOGUES AND EPJLOGUES. 


793. 





XXVII. 


EPILOGUE TO CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 


[By Mr. N. LEB, 3683.) 


Ovr hero's happy in the play's conclufion ; 

The holy rogue at laft has met confufion : 

Though Arius all aloag appear’d a faint, 

The Jaft act thew'd him a true Proteftant. 

Eofebius (for you know I read Greek authors) 

Reports, that, after all thefe plots and flaughters, 

‘The court of Confantine was full of glory, 

And every Trim ner turn’d addrefling Try, 

They follow'd him in herds as they were mad : 

‘When Claufe was king, then all the world was 
glad. 

Whigs kept the places they poffelt before, 

And moft were in a way of getting more; 

Which was as much as faying Gentlemen, 

Here's power and money to be rogues again. 

Indged, there were a fort of -peaking tools, 

(Some call them modeft, but I cai them foals) 

Men much more loya!, though not half fo loud ; 

But shefe poor devils were caft behind the crowd, 

For bold knaves thrive without one grain of fenfe, 

But good men ftarve for want of impudence. 

Befides all thefe, there were a fort of wights, 

I think my author calls them Teckelites, 





Such hearty rogues againft the king and laws, 
‘They favour'd ev'n a foreign rebel’s caufe. 


When their own damn’d defign was quafh'd’ and 
aw’d, 

At leaft, they gave it their good word abroad, 

As many a man, who, for a quiet life, 

Breeds out his baftard, not to nofe his wife ; 

Thus o’er their darling plot thefe Trimmers’ 


ery; 

And though they cannot keep it in their eye, 

They bind it "prentice to Count Teckeley. 

They believe not the laft plot; may I be curft, 

If I believe they c’er beliew'd the firft. 

No wonder their own plot no plot they think ; 

The man, that makes it, never fells the fink, 

And now it comes into my head, I'll tell [ well. 

Why thefe damn’d Trimmers Jov'd the Turks fo 

Th’ original ‘Trimmer, though a friend to no man, 

Yet in his heart ador’d a pretty woman ; 

Ue knew that Mahomet laid up for ever 

Kind blackeey’d rogues, for every true believer; 

And, which was more than mortal man e’er tafted, 

One pleafure that ‘for threefcore twelvemonths 
lated : . 

To turn for this, may furely be forgiven : 

Who'd not be circumcis'd for fuch 2 heaven ? 
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XXVIII. 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE DISSAPPOINTMENT: OR, THE MOTHER 
IN FASHION. 


{By Mr. SOUTHERNE, 1684.] 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


How comes it, gentlemen, that now-a-days, 
‘When ail of you f fhrewdly judge of plays, | 
Our poets tax you ftili with want of fenfe ? 
All prologues treat you at your own expence, | 


Sharp citizens a wifer way can go; 
They make you fools, but never call you fog 
They, in good manners, feldom make a flip, 
But teat a common whore with ladythip : 

. Ng 
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Bue here each faney wit at random writes, 

And ufes ladies as he ufes knights. 

Our author, -young and grateful in his nature, 
‘Vows, that from him no aymph deferves q fatire : 
Nor will he ever draw—I mean his rhyme— 
Againft the fweet partaker of his crime. 

Nor is he yet fo bold an undertaker, 

‘To call men fools; *tis railing at their Maker. 
Befides, he fears to {plit upon that thelf; 

He’s young enough to be a fop himfelf. 

And, if his praife can bring you all a-bed, 

He iwears fach hopeful youth no natien ever bred. 

Your nurfes, we prefume, in fuch a cafe, 

‘Your father chofe, becaufe he Jik'd the face; 
ons often, they fupply’d your mother’s place. 

‘he dry nurfe was your mother’s ancient maid. 
‘Who knew fome former flip fhe ne’er betray’d. 
Betwixt them both, for milk and fugarcandy, 
Your fucking-bottlea were well flor'd with brandy. 
Your father, to initiate your difcourfe, 

Meant to have taught you fir to fwear and 
curfe, 

But was prevented by each careful nurfe. 

For, leaving dad and mam, as names too common, 

"They taught you certain parts of man and woman, 

3 pafe your {chools ; for there when firft you came, 

‘You would be fure to learn the Latin name. 

In colleges you feorn’d the art of thinking, 

But learn’dall moods and figures of good drinking: 
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Thence come to town, you pradtife play, to’ 

‘The virtues of the high'dice, and the Leen? “208 

Each thinks himfelf 2 fharper meft profoui 

He cheats by pence; is cheated by the pounaX_ 

With thefe perfections, and what elfe he gleans, 

The fpark fets up for love behind our fcenes; i 

Hot in purfuit of princeffes and queens, 

There, if they know their man, with canning 
Cafriage, 

Twenty to one but it concludes in marriage. 

He hires fome homely room, love's fruits to gather, 

And garret-high rebels againft his father : 

But he once dead .—-—— 

Brings her in triumph, with her portion, down, 

A toilet, drefling-box, and half a crown. 

Some marry firft, and then they fall to {cowering, 

Which is, refining marriage into whoring. 

Our women batten well on their good-nature ; 

All they can rap and rend for the dear creatare. 

But while broad fo liberal the dolt is, 

Poor fpoufe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

Laft, fonie there are, who take their firft degreea 

OF lewdnefs in our middle galleries, 

The doughty bullies enter bloody drunk, 

Invade and grubble one another’s punk : 

They caterwaul, and make a difmal rout, 

Call fons of whores, and ftrike, but ne’er Ing out ; 

Thus while for paltry punk they roar and ftickle, 

They make it bawdier than a conventicle . 


XXIX. 


PROL 


OGUE 


TO THE KING AND QUEEN*, UPON THE UNION OF 
THE TWO COMPANIES IN 1686. 


Srwet faction ebbs, and rogues grow out of fa- 
thion, 

Their penny-feribes take care t? inform the nation, 

How well men thrive in this or that plantation ; 


How Penfylvania’s air agrees with Quakers, 
And Carolina’s with Affociators ; 
Both ev’n too good for madmen and for traitors. 


Truth is, our land with faints is fo run o'er, 
And every age produces {ach a ftore, {more, 
That aow there's need of two New-Englands 


© At the opening of thele Theatre, 2683, 7 


‘What's this, you'll fay, to us and our vocation ? 
Only thus much, that we have left our ftation, 
And made this theatre our new plantation, 


The faétious natives never could agree; 
But aiming, as they call’d it, to be free, 
Thofe play-houfe Whigs fet up for Property, 


Some fay, they no obedience paid of late; 
But would new fear and jealoufies create; 


‘Till topfy-turvy they had turn’d the ftatc. 


ies) 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES, 


Plain Yenfe, without the talent of foretelling, 
Migh iguefs ‘twould end in downright knocks 
ind quelling : . 
‘=Saggf'dom comes there better of rebelling. 


‘When men will, needlefsly, their freedom barter 

For Jawlefs power, fometimes they catch a Tartar ; 

There's a damo'd word that rhymes to this, 
cali’d Charter, 


But, fince the victory with us remains, 
You fhall pe caltd to twelve in all our gains; 
If you'll not think us faucy for our pains. 


Old men fhall have goodold playsto delight them: 

And you, fair ladies, and gallants, that flight them, 

We'll treat with good new plays ; if our new wits 
can write them. 


OF 

We'll take no blundering verfe, no fuftian tumor, 

No dribbling love, from this or that prefumer; 

No dull fat fool thamm’d on the ftage for hus 
mour, 


For, faith, fome of them fuch vile ftuff have made, 
As none but fools or fairies ever play'd; 
But, ‘twas, as thopmen fay, to force a trade, 

° 


We've given you tragedies, all fenfe defying, 
And finging men, in woful metre dying ; 
This ‘tis whén heavy lubbers will be flying. 


All thefe difafters we well hope to weather; 

We bring you nene of our old lumber hither; 

Whig poets and whig fherifls may hang to- 
gether, 


XXX, 


EPILOGUE ON THE SAME OCCASION. 


New minifters, when firft they get in place. 
Muft have a care to pleafe, and that’s our cafe : 
Some laws for public welfare we defign, 

If you, the power fupreme, will pleafe to join ; 
‘There are a fort of prattlers in the pit, 

‘Who either have, or who pretend to wit; 

‘Thefe noify firs fo loud their parts rehearfe, 
‘That oft the play is filenc'd by the farce. 

Let fuch be dumb, this penalty to hun, 

Each to be thought my lady’s eldeft fon. 

But flay: methinks fome vizard mak I fee, 
Caft out her lure from the mid gallery : 

About her all the flattering {parks are rang’d; 
The noife continues, though the fcene is chang'd: 
Now growling, {puttering, wauling fuch a clutter, 
Tis juft like pufs defendant in a gutter : 

Fine love, no doubt ; but eer two days are o’er 
The {urgeon will be told a woful ftory. lye, 
Let vizard maik her naked face expofe, 

Qn pain of being thought to want a nofe : 

‘Then for your lacqueys, and your train befide, 
By whate’er name or title dignify’d, 

‘They roar fo loud, you’d think behind the Rairs 
Tom Dove, and all the brotherhood of bears; 


They’re grown a nuifance, beyond all difafterss 

We've none fo great but their unpaying matters. 

We beg you, firs, to beg your men, that they 

Would pleafe to give you leave to hear the play. 

Next in the play-houfe {pare your precious lives ; 

Think, like good Chriftians, on your bearns and 
wives: 

‘Think on your fouls; but by your lugging forth, 

It feems you knew how little they are worth. 

Hf none of thefe will move the warlike mind, _ 

Think on the helplefs whore you leave behind. 

We beg you, lait, our fcene-reom to forbear, 

And leave our goods and chattels to our care. 

Alas! our women are but wafhy toys, 

And wholly taken up in ftage employs: 

Poor willing tits they are; but yet 1 doubt 

This double duty foon will wear them out. 

Then you are watch’d befides with jealous cares 

What if my lady's page thould find you there ¢ 

My lady knows t’ a tittle what there’s in ye; , 

No paffing your gilt shilling for a guinea, 

Thus, gentlemen, we have fumm'd up in fhort - 

Our grievances, from country, town, and court ¢ 

Which-humbly we fubmit to your goed pleafareg 

But fir vote money, then redrefs at leifuree 
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OF DRYDEN. 


RE EN, 


XXXII. 


PROL 


OGUE 


TO THE PRINCESS OF CLEVES. 


(By Mr. N. 


Lanres! (1 hope there’s none behind to hear) 

1 Jong to whifper fomething in your ear : 

A fecret, which does much my mind perplex ; 

‘There's treafon in the play againit our fex. 

A man that’s falfe to love, that vows and cheats, 

Avd kiffes every living thing he meets. 

A rogue in mode, | dare not {peak too broad, 

One that does fomething to the very bawd. 

Out on him, traitor, fora filthy beait ; 

Nay, and he’s ike the pack of ali the reft. 

None of them ftick at mark ; they all deceive. 

Some Jew has chang’d the text, | haif believe } 

‘There Adam cozen’d our poor grandame Eye. 

To hide their faults, they yap up oaths, and 
tear: 

Now, though we lye, we're too well-bred to 
fwear. 

So we compound for half the fin we owe, 

But men are dipt for foul and body too; 


LEE, 1689.] 


And, when found out, excofe themfelves, pox 
cant them, 

With Latin ftuff, “ Perjuria ridet_ Amantim.” 

I’m not book-learn’d, to know that word in vogue, 

Bur 1 fufpe@ ’tis Latin for a rogue. 

Vm fure, I never heard that fcritcheow] hollow’d 

Tn my poor ears, but feparation follow’d. 

How can fuch perjur'd villains e’er be faved ? 

Achitophel’s not half fo falfe to David 

With vows and fofe expreffions to allure, 

They ftand, like foremen of a thop. demure t 

No fooner out of fight, but they are gadding, 

And for the next new face ride out a padding. 

Yet, by their favour, when they have been kifling, 

We can perceive the ready money mifling. 

Well! we may rail ; but ’tis as good asev'n wink; 

Something we find, and fomething they will fink. 

But fince they’re at renouncing, ’tis our parts, 

‘To trump their diamonds,as they trump our hearts, 








XXXII. 


EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 


A quaum of conicience brings me back again, 
To make amends to you befpatter'd men, 

‘We women love like cats, that hide their joys, 
By growling, {qualling, and a hideous noife, 


1 paid at wild young {parks ; but, without lying, 

Never was man worfe thought on for high-flying. 
| The prodigal of love gives each her part, 

And fguandering fhews, at leaf, a noble heart, 


‘ PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


Pye veard of men, who, in fome lewd lampoon, 

Have’ ¥ir'd a friend, to make their valour known, 

That dcufation ftraight this queftion brings ; 
“Wes the man that does fuch naughty things ? 

ihe {paniel lover, like a fneaking fop, 

Lies at our feet : he’s {carce worth taking up. 

> Tis true, fuch heroes in a play go far 

But chamber-practice is not like the bar. 

‘When men fuch vile, fuch faint, petitions make, 

‘We fear to give, becaufe they fear to take ; 

Since modefty*s the virtue of our kind, 

Pray Jet it be to our own fex confin’d. 
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When men ufurp it from the female nation, 

’Tis but 2 work of fupererogation— 

We thew’d a princefs in the play, ’tis true, 

Who gave her Cafar more than alt his due; 

Told her own faults: but I fhould much abhor 

To chuofe a hufband for my copfeffor. 

You fee what fate follow'd the faint-like fool, 

For telling tales from out the nuptial {choal, 
Our play a merry comedy had prov'd, 

Had fhe confefs’d fo much to him the lov’d. 

True Prefbyterian wives the means would try; 

But damo’d confeffing is flat Popery. 




















XXXIII. 
PROLOGUE TO THE WIDOW RANTER. 


[By Mrs, BEHLN, 1690.] 


Heavens fave you, gallants, and this hopeful ages 
Ye ‘re welcome to the downfall of the ftage : 
The fools have labour’d long in their vocation ; 
And vice, the manwfacture of the nation, 
O'erftocks the town fo much, and thrives fo well, 
That fops and knayes grow drugs, and will not fell, 
In vain our wares on theatres are thewn, 

‘When each has a plantation of his own. 

His caufe ne’er fails; for whatfo’er he fpends, 
"There’s ftill God’s plenty for himfcif and friends, 
Should men be rated by poetic rules, 

Lord! what a poll would be rais’d from fools! 
Mean time poor wit prohibited muft lic, 

Asif "were made fome French commodity. 
Fools you will have, and rais’d at vaft expence ; 
And yet, as foon as feen, they give offence. 








Time was, when none would cry, That oaf was mea 

But now you ftrive about your pedigree. 

Bauble and cap no fooner are thrown down, 

But there’s a mufs of more than half the towns 

Each one will challenge a child’s part at leait 5 

A fign the family is well increas’d. 

Of foreign cattle there’s no longer need, 

When we're fupply’d fo faft with Englith breed, 

Well! flourith, countrymen, drink, fwear, ang 
roar; 

Let every free-born fubje& keep his whore, 

And wandering in the wildernefs about, 

At end of forty years not wear her out. 

But when you fee thefe pidures, let none dare 

‘To own beyond a limb or fingle fhare : 

For where the punk is common, he’s a fot, 

Who needs will father what the parith got. 





XXXIV. 


PROLOGUE 
TO ARVIRAGUS AND PHILICIA REVIVED, 


{By LODOWICK CARLELL, Efq.] 
Spoken by Mr. HART. 


‘Whra fickly a&ors and an old houfe too, 
We're match’d with glorious theatres and new, 


| If all thefe ills could not undo us quite, 
A brifk French troop is grown your dear delight; 


And with our alehoufe feenes, and clothes bare ) Who with broad bloody bills call you each day, 
Can neither raife old plays, nor new adorn, [worn, | To laugh and break your buttons at their playa 
iif} 
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‘Or fee fome ferious piece, which we prefame 
1s fallen from fome incomparable plume; 
"And therefore, Mefficurs, if you’ll do us grace, 
Send lagquies early to preferve your place. 
‘We dare not on your privilege intrench, 
Or afk you why ye like them? they are French, 
‘Therefore fome go with courtefy exceeding, 
Neither to hear nor fee, but thew their breeding : 
Each lady ftriving to out-laugh the reft ; 
To meke it {eem they underftood the jeft. 


THE WORKS OF DRYDEN, 


‘Their countrymen come in, and nothing pa 

To teach us Englith where to clap the play, 

Civil, egad ! our hofpitable land 

Bears all the charge, for them to underftamMb: 

Mean time we languifh, and negle@ed he, 

Like wives, while you keep better company ; 

And with for your own fakes, without a fatire, 

You'd lefs good breeding, or had more good-na. 
ture, 








KXXV. 
PROLOGUE TO THE PROPHETESS, 


By BEAUMONT and FLETCHER. 


Revived by Mr. DRYDEN. 


Spoten by Mr. BET FERTON. : 


Waar Noftradame, with all his art, can guefs 
The fate of our approaching Prophetefs? 

A play, which, like a perfpective fag right, 
Prefents our vaft expences clofe to fight; 

But turn the tube, and there we fadly view 
Our diftant gains; and thofe uncertain two : 

A fweeping tax, which on ourfelves we raile, 
And all, like you, in hopes of better days. 
‘When will our loffes warn us to be wife ? 

Our wealth decreafes, and our charges rife, 
Money, the fweet allurer of our hopes, 

Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops, 
We raife new objects to provoke delight ; 

But you grow fated, ere the fecond fight. 

Falfe men, ev'n fo you ferve your miftreffes + 
‘They rife three flories in their towering drefs; 
And, after all, you love not long enough 

To pay the rigging, ere you leave them off. 
Never content with what you had before, 

But truc to change, and Englifhmen all o’er. 
Now honour calls you hence; and all your care 
Js to provide the horrid pomp of war. 

In plume and fearf, jack-boots, and Bilboa blade, 
Your filver goes, that fhould fepport our trade, 
Go, unkind heroes, leave our flage to mourn; 
‘Till rich from vanquith'd rebels you revurn ; 


And the fat fpoils of Teague in triumph draw, 
His firkin-butter, and his ufquebaugh. i 
Go, canquerors of your male and female foes; 
Men without hearts, and women without hofe. 
Each bring his love a Bogland captive home ; 
Such proper pages will long trains become; 
With copper collars, and with brawny backs, 
Quite to put down the fashion of our blacks. 
Then fhall the pious Mufes pay their vows, 
And furnifh all their lanrels for your brows; 
Their tunefu! voice fhall raife for your delights s 
We want not poets fit to fing your fights. 

But you, bright beauties, for whofe only fake 
‘Thofe doughty knights fuch dangers undertake, 
When they with happy gales are gone away, 
With your propitious prefence grace our play; © 
And with a figh their empry feats furvey : 
‘Then think, on that bare bench my fervant fat; 
I fee him ogle itil, and hear him chat ; 

Selling facetious hargains, and propounding 
‘That witty recreation, call'd dum-founding. 
Their lofs with patience we will try to bear ; 
And would do more, to fee yea often here ; 
That our dead ftage, reviv'd by your fair eyes, 
Under a female regency may rife, . 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUE 


not 
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SEE, 


XXXVI. 


PROLOGUE TO THE MISTAKES, 


Enter Mr. Buicat. 


Genriemen, we muft beg your pardon; here’s 
no Prologue to be had to-day; our new play is 
. like to come on, without a frontifpiece; as bald as 
one of you young beaux, without your periwig. I 
left our young poct, fniveling and fobbirg behind 
‘ ie feenes, and curfing fomebody that has deceived 
im, 
Enter Mr, Bowen. 

Hold your prating to the audience: here's honeft 
Mr. Williams, juft come in, half mellow, from the 
Rofe-Tavern, He {wears he isinfpired with claret, 
and will come on, and that extempore too, cither 
with a prologue of his own, or fomething like one: 
© here he comes to his trial, at all adventures; for 
my part, 1 with him a good deliverance. 

[Zxeunt Mr. Bright and Mr. Bowen. 
Enter Mr. Wiv1aMs. 7 

Save ye firs, fave ye! 1 am in a hopeful way. 

T Mhould {peak fomething, in rhyme, now, for 
the play: 

But the duce take me, if I know what to fay. 

YU Mick to my friend the author, that 1 can tell ye, 

To the laft drop of claret, in my belly. 

So far I'm fure 'tis rhyme-—that needs no granting: 

And, if my verfes feet tumble—you fee my own 
are wanting. 

Our young poet has brought a piece of work, 

4n which, though much of art there does not lurk, 

At may hold out three days—and that’s as long 
as Corke, 








But, for this play—{which till I have done, we few 
not) 


13 
What may be its fortune—By the Lord—I knove 
not. 
This I dare fwear, no malice here is writ: 
*Tisinnocent of all things—ev’n of wit. 
He's no high-flyer—he makes no fky-rockets, 
His {quibs are only level'd at your pockets, 
And if his crackers light among your pelf, 
You are blown up; if not, then he’s blown up 
himfelf. 
By this time, I’m fomething recover’d of my fluf= 
ter’d madnefs : 
And pow, a word or two in fober fadnefe. 
Ours is a common play ; and you pay down 
A common harlot’s price—juft half a crown. 
You'll fay, 1 play the pimp, on my friend’s {cores 
But, fince ’tis for a friend, your gibes give o’er 
For many a mother has done that before. 
How's thisjyou cry ? an actor writr?—we knowit; 
But Shakfpeare was an actor, and a poet. 
Has not great Jonfon’s learning, often fail’d ? 
But Shak{peare’s greater genius ftill prewail’d. 
Have not fome writing actors, in this age 
Deferv'd and found fuccefs upon the ftage ? 
To tell the truth, when our old wits are tir'd, 
Not one of us but means to be infpir’d. 
Let your kind prefence grace our homely cheer; 
Peace and the butt, is all our bufinels here: 
So much for that;---and the devil take {mall beer, 





EPILOGUE TO HENRY I. 


{By Mr. MOUNTFORT, 1693.] 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


Tus you the fad cataftrophe have feen, 
Qccafion’d by a miftrefs and a queen. 


Queen Eleanor the proud was French, they fay ; | 
i 


But Englith manufagurp got the day. 


Jane Clifford was her name, as books aver : 
Fair Rofamond was but her Nom de guerre. 
Now tell me, gallants, would you lead your life 
With fuch a miftrefs, or with fuch a wie ? 


%O2 
H one muft be your choice, which d’ye approve, 
The curtain leéture, or the curtain love? 

Would you be godly with perpetual ftrife, 

Still drudging on with homely Joan your wife 
Or take your pleafure in a wicked way, 

Like honeft whoring Harry in the play? 

I gpefs your minds: the miftrefs would be taken, 
And naufeous matrimony fent a paeking. 

‘The devil's in you all, mankind's a rogue ; 

You love the bride, but you deteft the clog. 
After a year, poor fpoufe is left i? th’ lurch, 

And you, like Haynes, return to mother church. 
Or, if the name of Church comes crofs your mind, 
Chapels of eafe behind our {cenes you find, 


THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


‘The play-honfe is a kind of market-place; 
One chaffers for a voice, another for a fags 

Nay, fome of you, I dare not fay how my, 
Would buy of me a pen'worth for your px 3 
Ev'n this poor face, which with my fan 1 hide, 
Would make a thift my portion to provide, 
With fome {mall perquifites I have befide, 
Though for your love, perhaps I fhould not carey 
I could not hate a man that bids me fair. 

What mighe enfue, "tis hard for me to tell; 

But I was drench'd to-day for loving well, 

And fear the poifon that would make me fwell. 





XXXVIIL 


A PROLOGUE 


Gaxtanrs, a bathful poet bids me fay, 
He's come to lofe his maidenhead to day. 
Be not too fierce ; for he's but green of age, 
And ne’er, till now, debauch’d upon the ftage, 
He wants the fuffering part of refolution, 

* And comes with blufhes to his execution. 
Ere you deflower his Mufe, he hopes the pit 
‘Will make fome fertlement upon his wit. 
Promife him well, beiore the play begin : 
For he would fain be cozen’d into fin, 
*Tié not but that he knows you mean to fail; 
But, if you leave him after being frail, ‘ 
He'll have, at leaft, a fair pretence to rail: 
‘Te call you bafe, and {wear you us’d him ill, 
And put you in the new deferters bill. 
Lord, what a troop of perjur’d men we fee ; 
Enough to fill another Mercury ! 
But this the ladics may with patience brook : 
"Theirs are not the firft colours you forfook. 


se 


He would be loth the beauties to offend 

But, if he fhould, he’s not too old to mend. 

He’s a young plant, in his firft year of bearing ; 

But his friend (wears, he will be worth the rearing, 

His glofs is ftill upon him: though 'tis true 

He’s yet unripe, yct take him for the blue. 

You think an apricot half green is beft ; 

There’s fweet and four, and one fide good at leaft. 

Mangos and limes, whofe nourifhment is little, 
ough not for food, are yct preferv'd for pickle. 

So this green writer may pretend, at leaft, 

To whet your ftomachs for a better feaft. 

He makes this difference in the fexes too; 

He fells to men, he gives himfelf to you. ; 

To both he would contribute fome delight; + 

A mere poetical hermaphrodite. 

Thus he’s equipp’d, both to be woo'd, and woo} 

With arms offenfive and defenfive too; ¢ 

’Tis hard, he thinks, if neither part will do. 
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“XXXIX. 
PROLOGUE TO ALBUMAZAR, 


To fay, this Comedy pleas'd long ago, 

Is not enough to make it pafs you now. 

‘Yet, gentlemen, your anceftors had wit ; 

‘When few men cenfur’d, and when fewer writ. 


And Jonfon, of thofe few the beft, chofe this, 
As the beft model of his mafter-piece : 
Subtle was got by our Albumazar, 

That Alchemift by this Aftrologer ; 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


“Here he was fafhion’d, and we may fuppofe 
He lik’d phe fafhion well, who wore the clothes. 
But Ben rade nobly his what he did mould; 

. What y/- another's lead, becomes his gold = 
Like 30 unrighteous conqueror he reigns, 

‘Yet rules that well, which he unjuftly gains. 

Bot this our age fach authors does afford, 

Aa make whole plays, and yet f{carce write one 
word : 

Who, in this anarchy of wit. rob all, 

And what’s their plunder, their poffeffion call: 

‘Who, like bold padders, fcorn by nfght to prey, 

But rob. by funefhine, in the face of day + 

Nay fcarce the common ceremony ufe _ 

Of, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Mufe; 

But knock the Poet down, and, with a grace, 

Mount Pegafus before the owner’s face. 

Faith, if you have fuch country Toms abroad, 

¥Tis time for all true men to leave that road, 

Yer ic were modett, could it but be faid, 

They ftrip the living, but thefe rob the dead; 
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Dare with the mummies of the Mofes play, 

And make love to them the Egyptian way 5 

Or, as a rhyming author would ha¥e faid, 

Join the dead living to the living dead. 

Such men in Poetry may claim fome part : 

‘They have the licence, though they want the art > 

And might, where theft was prais'd, for Laureate 

Poets, not of the head, but of the hand. —[ftand, 

‘They make the benefits of others ftudying, 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-Pudding, 

Whofe difh to challenge no man has the courage s 

*Tis all his own, when once he has {pit i’ th’ pore 
ridge, 

But, gentlemen, you're all concern’d in this; 

You are in fault for what they do amifs : 

For they their thefts ftill undifcover’d think, 

And durft not fteal, unlefs you pleafe to winks 

Perhaps, you may award by your decree, 

They fhould refund; but that can never be. 

For fhould you letters of reprifal feal, [fteal. 

Thefe men write that which no man elfe would 


—————————————————————————————— 


XL. 


AN EPILOGUE 


Y ow faw our wife was chafte, yet throughly try’d, | You roll like fnow-balls, gathering as you runs 


And, without doubt, y’ are hugely edify’d ; 
For, lite our hero, whom we fhew’d to-day, 
You think no woman true, but in a play. 

Love once did make a pretty kind of fhow : 
Efteem and kindnefs in one breaft would grow: 
But twas Heaven knows how many years ago. 
Now fome fmall-chat, and guinéa expectation, 
Gets all the pretey creatures in the nation : 

In Comedy your little felves you meet ; 

Tis Covent Garden drawn in Bridges-ftreat, 
Smile on our author then, if he has fhewn 

A jolly nut-brown baftard of your own, 

Ah! happy you, with eafe and with delight, 
Who a& thofe follies, Pocts toil to write ! 

The fweating Mule does almoft leave the chace; 
She puffs, and hardly keeps your Protean vices | 
Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly [pace, 
To fome new fritk of contrariety, 





And get feven devils when difpoflefs'd of one, 
Your Venus once was a Platonic queen; 
Nothing of love befide the face was feen 5 
But every inch of her you now uncafe, 

And clap a vizardemafk upon the face = 

For fins like thefe, the zealous of thé land, 
With little hair, and little or no band, 

Declare how circulating peftilences 

Watch, every twenty years, to {nap offences, 
Saturn, ev’n now, takes doctoral degrees; 
He’il do your work this {ummer without fees. 
Let all the boxes, Pharbus, find thy grace, 
And, ah, preferve the eighteen-penny place! 
But for the pit confounders, let them go, 
And find as little mercy as they fhew : 

The A@ors thus, and thus thy Poets pray; 
For every critic fav'd, thou damn’ft a play. 
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XLI. 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. 


Time fome raw fophifter that mounts the pulpit, 
So trembles a young poet at a full pit. 

‘Unus'd to crowds, the Parfon quakes for fear, 
And wonders how the devil he durft come there; 
‘Wanting three talents needful for the place. 

Some beard, fome learning, and fome little grace: 
Nor is the puny Poct veid of care. 

For authors, fuch as our new authors are, f 
Have not much learning nor much wit to fpare: 
And as for grace, to tell the truth, there’s fearce 
But has as little as the very Parfon : [one, 
Both fay, they preach and write for your inftruc- 
But 'tis for a third day, and for induction, [tion; 
‘The difference is, that though you like the play, 
The poet’s gain is ne'er beyond his day, 

But with the Parfon ’tis another cafe, 

He, without holinefs, may rife to grace; 

‘The poet has one. difadvantage more, 

‘That, if his play be dull, he’s damn’d all ven 
Not only a damn’d blockhead, but damn’d poor, 





But dulnefs well becomes the fable garment ; 

T warrant that ne'er fpoil’d a Prieft's preferment : 
Wit is not his bufinefs; and as wit now goes, 
Sirs, ‘tis not fo much your’s as you fuppofe, t 
Fer you like nothing now but naufcous beaux. 
You lagh not, gallants, as by proof appears, 

At what his beaufhip faye, but wha, wears; 
So tis your eyerare tickled, not your cars ;~ 

The tailor and the furrier- find the ftuff, 

The wit Mes in the drefs, ard monftrous muff. 
The truth on’e is, the payment of the pit 

1s like for like, clapt money for clipt wit. 

You cannot from our abfent author hope 

He thould equip the ftage with fach a fop: 

Fools change in England, and new fools arife, 
For though th’ immortal {pecies never dies, 

Yet every year new maggots make new flies, 

But where he lives abroad, he fearce can find 
Q@ne fool, for millions that he left behind, 
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XLU. 


PROLOGUE TO THE PILGRIM, 


Revived for our Author’s Benefit, Anno x 7eo. . 


How wretched is the fate of thofe who write! The fops are proud of feandal, for they ery, 
Brought muzzled to the ftage, for fear they bite. } At every lewd, low chara@er—-That 's : abe 
‘Where, like Tom Dove, they ftand the common | He, who writes letters to himfelf, would fwear, 
‘The world forgot him, if he was not there. 


O€ 5 
Lugg’d by the critic, baited by the beau. What thould a Poet do? ‘Tis hard for one 


Yet, worfe, their brother Poets damn the play, 


To pleafure all the fools that would be fhewn: 
$nd roar the loude, though they acyer pay 


And yet not two in ten will pals the town, 





PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


Moft coxeombs are not of the laughing kind ; 

More gor} 20 make a fop, than fops can find. 
QuacliMaurus, though he never took degrees 

In eithé of our univeriities ; 

Yet to be thewn by fome kind wit he looks, 

Becaufe he play’d the fool, and writ three books, 

But, if he would be worth a Poet’s pen, 

He muft be more a fool, and write again : 

For all the former fuftian ftuff he wrote, 

‘Was dead-born droggrel, or is quite forgot ¢ 

His man of Uz, {tript of his Hebrew rabe, 

Is juft the proverb, and as poor as Job. 

One would have thought he could no longer jog; 

But Arthur was a level, Job’s a bog. 

‘There, though he crept, yet ftill he kept in fight; 

But here, he founders in, and finks downright. 

Had he prepar'’d us, and been dull by rule, 

‘Tobit had firft been turn’d to ridicule: 

But our bold Bricon, without fear or awe, « 

O’erleaps at once the whole Apocrypha; 
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Invades the pfalms with rhymes, and leaves no 

For any Vandal Hepkins yet to come. [room 
But when, if, after all this godly geer 

fa not fo fenfelefs as it would appear ; 

Our mountebank has laid a deeper train, 

His cant, like Merry Andrew’s noble vein, i 

Cat-calls the feéts to draw them in again. 

At leifure hours, in epic fong he deals, 

Writes to the tumbling of his coach’s wheels, 

Prefcribes in hafte, and feldom kills by rule, 

But rides 4riumphant between ftool and ftool. 
Well, let him go; ’tis yet too early day, 

To get himfelf a place in farce or play. {him 

We knew not by what name we fhould arraign 

For no one category can contain him ; 

A pedant, canting preacher, and a quack, 

Are load enough to break one afs’s back : 

At laft grown wanton, he prefum’d to write, 

Traduc’d two kings, their Kinduefs to requite ; 

One made the doctor, and one dubb’d the 

knight. 








XLII. 


EPILOGUE TO 


Pernars the Parfon ftretch’d a point toe far, 
When with our Theatres he wag’d a war. 

He tells you, that this very moral age 
Receiv’d the firft infe@tion from the ftage. 

But fure, a banith’d court, with lewdnefs fraught, 
‘The feeds of open vice, returning, brought. 
‘Thus lodg'd (as vice by great example thrives) 
it firft debauch’d the daughters and the wives, 
London, a fruitful foil, yet never bore 

So plentiful a crop of horns before. 

‘The Poets, who muft live by courts, or ftarve, 
Were proud, fo good a government to ferve ; 
And, mixing with buffoons and pimps prophane, 
‘Tainted the Stage, for fome {mall {nip of gain. 
For they, like harlots, under bawds profeft, 
‘Took all th’ ungodly pains, and got the leaft. 
Thus did the thriving malady prevail, 

‘The court its head, the Poets but the tail. 

‘The fin was of our aative growth, 'tis true; 
The fcandal of the fin was wholly new. 

Miffes they were, but modeftly conceal'’d ; 
‘White-hell the naked Venus firft reveal'’d. 
Who ftanding as at Cyprus, in her fhrine, 

‘The {trumpet was ador’d with rites divine, 


THE PILGRIM. 


Ere this, if faints had any fecret motion, 

’Twas chamber-practice all, and clofe devotion, 

1 pas the peccadillos of their time ; 

Nothing but open lewdnefs was a crime. 

A monarch’s blood was venial to the nation, 

Compar’d with one foul ac& of fornication. 

Now, they would filence us, and fhut the door, 

That fet in all the bare-fac’d vice before. 

As for reforming us, which fome pretend, 

That work in England is without an end : 

Well may we change, but we fhall never mend. 

Yet, if you can but bear the prefent Stage, 

‘We hope much better of the coming age. 

What would you fay, if we fhould firft begin 

To ftop the trade of love behind the fcene : 

Where atreffes make bold with married men ? 

For while abroad fo prodigal the dolt is, 

Poor fpoufe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

In fhort, we'll grow as moral as we can, 

Save here and there a woman or 2 man = 

But neither you, nor we, with all our pains, 

Can make clean work; there will be fome re- 
mains, (Hains, 

While you have fill your Oats, and we our, 
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TALES AND TRANSLATIONS. 


TO 


HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF ORMOND 


My Lorn, 


Some eftates are held in England, by paying a 
fine at the change of every lord: 1 have enjoyed 
the patronage of your family, from the time of 
your excellent grandfather to this prefent day, 1 
have dedicated the tranflation of the lives of Plu- 
tarch to the firft Duke; and have celebrated the 
memory of your heroic father. Though I am 
very fhort of the age of Neftor, yet I have lived 
toa third generation of your houfe; and by your 
Grace's favour am admitted ftill to hold from 
you by the fame tenure. 

Tam not vain enough to boaft that I have de- 
ferved the value of fo illuftrious a line; but my 
fortune is the greater, that for three defcents they 
have been pleafed to diftinguifh my poems from 
thofe of other men; and have accordingly made 
me their peculiar care. May it be permitted me 
to fay, Thar as your grandfather and father were 
cherifhed and adorned with honours by two fuc- 


ceflive monarchs, fo I have been efteemed and pa- ° 


tronized by the grandfather, the father, and the 
fon, defcended from one of the moft ancient, moft 


confpicuous, and moft deferving families in Eu- j 


gope. 

ft is true, that by delaying the payment of my 
Jat fine, when it was due by your Grace’s accef= 
fio to the titles and patrimonics of your houfe, [ 
mffy feem, in rigour of law, to have made a for- 
feiture of my claim; yet my heart has always 
been devoted to your fervice + and fince you have 


been gracioufly pleafed, by your permiffion of this 
addrefs, to accept the tender of my duty, it is not 
yet too Jate to lay thefe volumes at your feet. i 

The world is fenfible that you worthily face 
ceed, not only to the honours of your anceftors, 
but alfo to their virtues. The long chain-of mags 
nanimity, courage, eafinefs of accefs, and defire of 
doing good even to the prejudice of your fortune, 
is fo far from being broken in your Grace, that 
the precious metal yet runs pure to the neweft 
link of it: which I will not call the laft, becaufe 
Uhope and pray, it may defcend to fate pofterity: 
and your flourifhing youth, and that of your exe 
cellent Dutchefs, are happy omens of my with, 

{t is obferved by Livy and by others, that fome 
of the nobleft Roman families retained a refem- 
blance ef their anceftry, not only in their fhapes 
and features, but alfo in their manners, their qua~ 
lities, aud the diftinguithing charaGers of their 
minds: fome lines were noted for a ftern, rigid 
virtue, favage, haughty, parfimonious, and unpor 
pular: others were more fweet, and affable; 
made of a more pliant pafte, humble, courtcous, 
and obliging ; ftudious of doing charitable offices, 
and diffufive of the goods which they enjoyed. 
The lait of thefe is the proper and indelible cha- 
rater of your Grace’s family, God Almighty 
has endued you with a foftnefs, a beneficence, an 
attractive behaviour on the hearts of others; and 


fo fenfible of their mifery, that the wounds of fore 
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tune feem not inflided on them, but on yourfelf. 


went thei ‘wifhes, and always exceed their expec- 
tations: as if what was yours, was not your own, 
and not given you to poffefs, but to beftow on 
wanting merit, But this is a topic which I muft 
caft in thades, left L offend your modefty, which 
is fo far from being oftentatieus of the good you 
do, that it blufhes even to have it known: and 
therefore 1 muft leave you to the fatisfaction and 
teftimony of your own confcience, which though 
~it be a filent panegyric, is yet the beft. 

You are fo eafy of accefs, that Poplicola was 
not more, whofe doors were opened on the out- 
fide to fav@the people even the common civility 
of afking entrance; where all were equally ad- 
mitted; where nothing that was reafenable was 
denied ; where misfortune was a powerful recom- 
mendation, and where (I can fearce forbear fay- 
ing) that want itfelf was a powerful mediator, 
and was next to merit. a 

The hiftory of Perv affures us, that their Incas, 
above all their titles, efteemed that the higheft, 
which called them Lovers of the poor: a name 
more glorious than the’Felix, Pius, and Auguftus 
ef the Roiin emperots; which were epithets of 
flattery, deferv d by few of them; and not run- 
ning ina blood, like the perpetual gentlenefs, and 
inherent goodnefs of the Ormond Family. 

Gold, as it is the pureft, fo it is the fofteft, and 

Mnoft ductile of all metals: iron, which is the 
hardeft, gathers ruit, corrodes itfelf; and is there- 


fore fubje@ to corruption : it was never intended, 


for coins and medals, or to bear faces and the in- 
{criptions of the great. Indeed it is fit for ar- 
moour, to bear off infults, and prelerve the wearer 
in the day of battle: but the dariger once repel~ 
led, it is laid afide by the brave, as a garment too 
rough for civil converfation : a,neceflary guard in 
‘war, but too harfh and cumberfeme in peace, and 
which keeps off the embraces of a more humane 
life. 

For this reafon, my lord, though you have cou- 
rage in a heroical degree, yet I afcribe it to you, 
but av your fecond attribute: mercy, beneficence, 
and compaffion, claim precedence, as they are firt 
in the divine nature. An intrepid courage, which 
is inherent in your Grace, is at bet but a holiday 
kind of virtue, to be feldom exercifed, and never 
but in cafes of neceflity : affability, mildnefs, ten 
dernefs, and a werd, which I would fain being 
back to its original fignification of virtue, | mean 
Good-nature; are of daily ule : they are the bread 
of mankind, and ftaff of life: neither fighs, nor 
tears, nor groans, nor curfes of the vanquifhed, 
foliow acts of compaffion, and of charity; but a 
fincere pleafure and ferenity of mind, in him who 
performs an action of mercy, which cannot fuffer 
the misfortunes of another, without redrets; left 
they fhould bring a kind of contagion along with 
them, and pollute the happinefs which he en- 
joys. 

Yet fince the perverfe tempers of mankind, 
fince oppreffion on one fide, and ambition on the 
wher, are fometimes the unavoidable occafions of 
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‘war; that courage, that magnanimity,.and refo- 
You are $ ready to redrefs, that you almoft pre- - 


Jution, which is born with you, cannot be too 
much commended: and here it grieves me that E 
am {canted in the pleafure of dwelling on many 
of your ations: but eidiezx: Tpdas is an expref~ 
fion which Tully often ufed, when he would do 
what he dares not, and fears the cenfure of the 
Romans. % 

t have fometimes been forced to amplify on 
others; but here, where the fubje@ is fo fruicfal 
that the harvefk overcomes the reaper, I am 
fhortened by my chain, and can only fee what is 
forbidden me to reach: fince it is not permitted 
me to commend you according to the extent of 
my wifhes, and much lefs is it in my power to” 
make my commendations equal to your merits, 
Yet, in this frugality of your praifes, there are 
fome things which I cannot omit, without de- 
tra&ting from your character. You have fo form- 
ed your own education as enables you to pay the 
debt you owe your country; or, more properly 
{peaking, both your countries: becaufe you were 
born, I may almoft fay in purple, at the caftle of 
Dublin, when your grandfather was lord-lieu- 
tenant, and have fince been bred in the court of 
England. 

If this addrefs had been in verfe, 1 might have 
called you, as Claudian calls Mercury. “ Numen 
“ commune, gemino faciens commercia mundo,” 
The better to fatisfy this double obligation, you 
have early cultivated the genius you have to arms, 
that when the fervice of Britain or Ireland thalt 
require your courage and your conduct, you may 
exert them both to the benefit of cither country. 
You began in the cabinet what you afterwards 
pradiifed in the camp; and thus both Lucullus 
and Czfar (to omit a crewd of fhining Romans) 
formed themfelves to war by the ftudy of hittory, 
and by the examples of the greateft captains, both 
of Greece and Italy, before their time. 4 name 
thofe two commanders in particular, becaufe they 
were better read in chronicle than any of the Ro- 
man leaders; and that Luculius in particular, 
having only the theory of war from books, was 
thought fit, without practice, to be fent into the 
field, againit the moft formidable enemy of Rome. 
Tully indeed was called the learned conful in de« 
tifion; but then he was not born a foldier:- his 
head was turned another way ; when he read the 
Tadtics, he was thinking on the bar, which was 
his field of battle. Vhe knowledge of warfare is 
thrown away on a general who dares not make 
ufe of what he kuows. I cummend it only in a 
man of courage and refolution; in .him it will die 
reét his martial fpirit, and teach him the way to 
the beft victories, which are thofe that are leait 
bloody, and which, though atchieved by the hand, 
are managed by the head. Science diftinguithes 
a man of honour from one of thofe athletic brutes 
whom, undefervedly, we call heroes. Curfed be 
the poet, who firft honoured with that namca 
mere Ajax, a man-killing idiot. The Ulyffes of 
Ovid upbraids his ignorance, that he underftood 
not the fhield for which he pleaded: there were 
engraven on it, plans of citics, and maps of couns 


¢ 


fob 
tries, which Ajax could not comprehend, but 
looked on them as ftupidly as his fellew-beaft the 
Jion, But, on the other fide, your Grace has 
given yourfelf the education of his rival: you have 
Studied every {pot of ground in Flanders, which 
for thefe ten years paft has been the fcene of 
battles and of fieges. No wonder if yoit perform. 
ed your part with fuch applaufe on a theatre 
which you underftood fo well. 

If I defigned this for a poetical encomium, it 
were eafy to enlarge on fo copious a fubje@; but, 
confining myfelf to the feverity of truth, and to 
what is Beconihy me to fay, I muft not only pals 


-over many inftances of your military fill, but 


alfo thofe of your affiduous diligence in the wat: 
and of your perfonal bravery, attended with an 
ardent thirft of honour; a long train of genero- 
ity; profufenets of doing good; a foul unfatisfied 
with all it has donc; and an unextinguifhed de- 
fire of doing more. But all this is matter for your 
own hiftorians; § am, as Virgil fays, “ Spatiis ex- 
* clufis iniquis.” 

Yet, not to be wholly filent of all your chari- 
ties, I muft ftay a little on one action, which pre- 
ferred the relief of athers to the confideration of 
pourelt When, in the battle of Landen, your 

eat of courage (a fault only pardonable to your 
youth) had tranfported you fo far before your 
friends, that they were unable to follow, much 
Jefs to fuccour you; when you were not only 
dangeroufly, but in all appearance mortally wound- 
ed, when in that defperate condition you were 
made prifoner, and carried to Namur, at that time 
in pofleffion of the French; then it was, my lord, 
that you took a confiderable part of what was 
remitted to you of your own revenues, and asa 
memorable inftance of your heroic charity, put it 
into the hands of Count Guifcard, who was go- 
vernor of the place, to be diftributed among your 
fellow prifoners, The French commander, charm- 
ed with the greatnefs of your foul, accordingly 
configned it to the ufe for which it was intended 
by the donor: by which means the lives of fo 
many miferable men were faved, and a comfort- 
able provifion made for their fubfiftence, who 
had otherwife perifhed, had not you been the 
‘sompanion of their misfortune ; or rather font by 
Providence, like another Jofeph, to keep out fa- 


. mine from invading thofe whom in humility you 


called your brethren. How happy was it for 
thofe poor creatures, that your Grace was made 
their, fellow-fufferer! and how glorious for you, 
that you chofe to want, rather than not relicve the 
wants of others! The heathen poet, in commend- 
ing the charity of Dido to the Trojans, {poke like 
8 Chriftian ; * Non ignara mali, miiferis fuccurrere 
“ difco”” All men, even thefe of a different in- 
utereft, and contrary principles, muft praife this 
action, as the moft eminent for picty, not oply in 
4 
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former; when men were made “ de meligte Into 3" 
when examples of charity were freqignt, and’ 
when they were in being, “ Teucri pulcherrima 
“ proles, magnhanimi heroes nati melioribus annis.” 
No envy can detra@ from this: it will thine in 
hiftory ; and, like fwans, grow whiter the longer 
it endures: and the name of Oxmonp will be 
more celebrated in his captivity, “than in his 
greateft triumphs. 3 

But all actions of your Grace are of a piece; as 
waters keep the tenor of their fountains: your 
compaffion is general, and has the fame effect as 
well on enemies as friends. It is fo much in your 
nature to do good, that your life is buf one con- 
tinued act of placing benefits en many, as the fun 
is always carrying his light to fome part or other 
of the world: and ‘were it not that your reafon 
guides you where to give, I might almoft fay that 
you could not help beftowing more, than is con- 
fifting with the fortune of a private man, or with 
the will of any but an Alexander. 

What wonder js it then, that, being born for 
a bleffing to mankind, your {uppofed death in that 
engagement was fo generally lamented through 
the nation! The concernment for 3s was as uni- 
verfal as the lofs: and though the gratitude might 
be counterfeit in fome, yet the tears of all were 
real: where every man deplored his private part 
in that calamity; and even thofe, who had not 
tafted of your favours, yet built fo much on the 
fame of your beneficence, that they bemoaned the 
dofs of their expectations. _~ 

This brought the untimely death ‘of your great 
father into frefh remembrance ; as if the fame des 
cree had pafled on two, fhort fucceffive geneta~ 
tions of the virtuous; and I repeated to myfelf the 
fame verfes, which I had formerly applied to him + 
“ Oftendunt terris hunc tantim fata, nec ultra effe 
“ finunt.”” But to the joy not enly of all good 
men, but of mankind in general, the unhappy 
omen took not place. You are ftill living to en- 
joy the bleffings and applaufe of all the good you 
have performed, the prayers of multitudes whom 
you have obliged, for your long profperity ; and 
that your power of doing generous and charitable 
actions may be as extended as your will; which 
is by none more zealoufly defired than by* 


this degenerate age, buc almoft in ie! he 


Your Grace’s 
Mof humble, 
Mok obliged, and 
Mott obedient fervant, 
JOHN DRYDEN, 
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PREFACE 


PREFIXED TO THE FABLES. 








T+ is with 2 poet as with a man who defigns to 
build, and ie very exad, as he fuppofes, in cafting 
up the coft beforehand ; but, generally {peaking, 
he is miftaken in his account, and reckons fhort 
in the expence he firft intended: he alters his 
mind as the work proceeds, and will have this or 
that convenience mote, of which he had not 
thought when he began. 80 has it happened to 
me: I have built a houfe, where I intended but 
alodge: yet with better faccefs than a certain 
nobleman, who, beginning with a dog-kennel, 
never lived to finifh the palace he had contrived. 
From tranflating the firft of Homer's Miads 
(which I intended as an effay to the whole work) 
T proceeded to the tranflation of the twelfth book 
of Qvid's Metamorphofes, hecaufe it contains, 
among other things, the caufes, the beginning, 
and ending of the Trojan war: here 1 ought in 
reafon to have ftopped ; but the {peeches of Ajax 
and Ulyfles lying next in my way, I could not 
balk them. When I had compaffed them, I was 
fo gaken with the former part of the fifteenth 
book (which is the mafter-piece of the whole 
Metamorphofes), that | enjoined myfelf the plea- 
fing tafk of rendering it into Englifh. And now 
J found, by the number of my verfes, that they: 


began to {well inta a Jittle volume: which gave ! 


me an occafion of looking backward on fome 
beauties of my authors, in his former books: there 
eccurred to me the Hunting of the Boar, Cinyras 
and Myrrha, the good-natured ftory of Baucis 
and Philemon, with the reft, which I hope | have 


tranflated clofely enough, and given them the | 


You. Vi 





fame turn of verfe which they had in the original 5 

and this, 1 may fay without vanity, is not the 

talent of every poet: he who has arrived the ° 
negreft to it, is the ingenious and learned Sandys, 
the beft verfifier of the former age; if 1 ma 

properly call it by that name which was the 
former part of this concluding century, For 
Spenfer’ and Fairfax beth flourifhed in the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth ; great mafters in our fan- 
guage; and who faw much farther into the beau» 
ties of our numbers, than thofe who immediately 
followed them. Milton was the poetical fon of 
Spenfer, and Mr. Waller of Fairfax; for we have 
our lineal defcents and clans, as well as other fa~ 
milies : Spenfer more than once infinuates, that 
the foul of Chaucer was transfufed into his body 3 
and that he was begotten by him two hundred 
years after his deceafe, Milton has acknowledged 
to me, that Spenfer was his original; and many 
befides myfelf have heard our famous Waller own, 
that he derived the harmony of his numbers from 
the Godfrey of Bulloign, which was turned into 
Englith by Mr. Fairfax, But to return ; having 
done with Ovid for this time, it came into my 
mind, that our old Englith poet Chaucer in many 
things refembled him, and that with no difad- 
vantage on the fide of the modern author, as & 
fhall endeavour to prove. when I compare them = 
and as I am, and always have been, ftudious to 
promote the honour of my native country, fo I 
foon refolved to put their merits to the trial, by 
turning fome of the Canterbury tales iato our 
language, as it ig now refined; for by this means. 
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aro 
both the poets being fet in the fame light, and 
dreffed in the fame Englifh habit, ftory to lie- 
compared with flory, 2 certain judgment may be 
made betwixt them, by the reader, without ob- 
* truding my opicion on him : or if ¥ feem partial 
to my countryman, and predeceffor in the laurel, 
the friends of antiquity are not few : and befides 
many of the learned, Ovid has atmoft all the beaux, 
and the whole fair fex, his declared patrons.- Per- 


haps I have aflumed fomewhat more to myfelf : 


than they allow nie; bécaufe [ have adventured 
to fum up the evidence: but the readers are the 
jury; and their privilege remains entire to decide 
according to the merits of the caufe, or if they 
pleafe, to bring it to another hearing, before fome 
ether court. [nm the mean time, to follow the 
thread of my difcourfe (as thoughts, according to 
. Mr, Hobbes, have always fome connection) fo 
from Chaucer 1 was led to think on Boccace, who 
‘was not only his contemporary, but alfo purfued 
the fame ftudies; wrote novels in profe, and 
many works in verfe; particularly is faid to have 
invented the o¢tave rbyme, or ftanza of eight 
lines, which ever fince has been maintained by the 
pradtice of all Italian writers, who are, or at Jeaft 
affume the title of Heroic Poets: he arf! Chaucer, 
among other things, had this in common, that 
they refined their mother tongues; but with this 
difference, that Dante had begun to file their 
Janguage, at leaft’ in verfe, before the time of 
Boccace, who likewife received no little help 
from his mafter Petrarch. But the reformation 
of their profe was wholly owing to Boccace him- 
fell, who is yet the ftandard of purity in the 
Italian tongue ; though many of his phrafes are 
become obfolete,’ as in proceis of time it mutt 
heeds happen. Chaucer (as you have formerly 
been told by our learned Mr. Rymer) firft adorned 
and amplified’ our barren tongue from the Pro- 
veneall, which was then the moft polifhed of all 
the modern languages ; but this fubje& has been 
copiouily treated by that great critic, who de- 
ferves no little commendation from us his coun- 
trymen. For thefe reafons of time, and refem- 
blance of genius in Chaucer and Boccace, I re- 
folved to join them in my prefent work ; te which 
Thave added fome original papers of my own; 
which whether they are equal or inferior to my 
other poems, an author is the moft improper 
judge; and therefore I leaye them wholly to the 
mercy of the reader. 1 will hope the beft, that 
they will hot be condenined; but if they fhovld, 
Y have the excufe of an old gentleman, who, 
mounting on horfeback before fome ladies; when 
I was prefent, got up fomewhat heavily, but de- 
fired of the fair fpedtators, that they would count 
fourfcore and’ eight before they judged him. By 
the mercy of God, I am already come within 
twenty years of bis number, a cripple in’my limbs; 
but what decays are in my mind, the reader mutt 
determine, I think myfelf as vigorous 4s ever in 
the faculties of my foul, excepting only my me- 
mory, which is not impaired to any great depree ; 
and if | lefe not more of it, I have no great rea-. 
fon to complain, What judgment f had, incrcafes 


THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


, rather than diminifhes sand thoughts, fuch as they 

are, come crowding in fo fait upon me, that my 
only difficulty is to choofe or to-rejeétg to run 
them into verfe, or fo give them the other hare 
{ mony of profe. I have fo long ftudied and prac- 
! tifed both, that they ate grown into a habit, and 
| become familiar to me. In fhort, though 1 may 
lawfully plead fome part of the old gentieman’s 
excufe; yet I will referve it till FE think [ have 
greater need, and afk no grains of allowance for 
the faults of this my prefent work, but thofe which 
are given of courfe to human frailty. 1 will not 
trouble my reader with the fhortnefs of time in 
which | writ it, or the feveral intervals of fick- 
nefs: they who think too well of their own per- 
formances, are apt to boait in their prefaces how 
little time their works have coft them; and what. 
other bufinefs of more importance interfered; but 
the reader will be as apt to afk the queftion, why 
they allowed not a longer time to make thei¢ 
works more perfect? and’ why they had fo defpi- 
cable an opinion of their judges, as to thrutt their 
indigefted ftuff upon them, as if they deferved no 
better ? 

With thie account of my prefent undertaking, §° 
conclude the firft pare of this difcourfg: in the 
fecond part, as at a fecond fitting, though I alter 
not the draught, I muft touch the fame features 
over again, and change the dead colouring of the 
whole. In general I will only fay, that 1 have 
written nothing which favours of immorality or 
profanene{s; at Ieaft, 4am not confcious to mylelf 
of any fuch intention, if there happen to be 
found an irreverent expreffion, or a thought too 
wanton, they are crept into. my verfes through 
my inadvertency ; if the fearchers find any in the 
cargo, let them be ftaved or forfeited, like con~ 
traband’ goods; at left, let their authors be an- 
{werable for them, as being but imported mer- 
chandife, and not of my own manufactures On 
the other fide, I have endeavoured to choofe fuch 
fables, both ancient and modern, as contain in each 
of them fome inftru@ive moral, which I could 
ptove by indudtion, but the way is tedious; and 
they leap foremott inte fight, without the reader’s 
trouble of looking after them, [ with I could af 
firm with 3 fafe confcience, that I had taken the? 
fame care in all my former writings . for it muft 
be owned, that fuppofing verfes are never fo beau- 
tiful or pleafing, yct if they contain any thing 
which thocks religion, of good manners, they are 
at beft, what Horace fays of good numbers, with~ 
out good fenfe, * Verius inopes rerum, nugaeque 
* canorz.” ‘Thus far, I hope, 1 am right in 
court, without renouncing my other right of felf- 
defence, where I have been wrongfully accufed, 
and my fenfe wire-drawn into blafphemy or 
bawdry, as it has often been by a religious lawyer, 
in a late pleading again the ftage; in which he 
mixes truth with falfehoed, and has not forgotten 
the old role of calumpiating ftrongly, that fome- 
thing may remain. © 

I refume the thread of ‘my difcourfe with the 
firit of my tranflation, which was the firft Hiad of, 
Homer. ‘If it hail pleafe God to give me longest 
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‘Mie, and moderate health, my intentions are to 
‘tranflate the whole Wias; provided fill that 1 
meet with thofe encouragements from the public, 
which may enable me to proceed in my under- 
taking with fome cheerfujnefs, And this I dare 
affure the world before-hand, that I have found, 
dy trial, Homer a more pleafing tafe than Virgil 
(though | fay not'the tranflation will be lefe labo- 
rious); for the Grecian is more according to my 
- genius, than the Latin poet. In the works of the 
two authors we may read their manners, and na- 
tural inclinations, which are wholly different. 
“Virgil was of a quict, fedate temper; Homer was 
wiolent, impetuous, and full of fire. The chief 
talent of ‘Virgil was propriety of thoughts, and 
ornament of words: Homer was-rapid in his 
thoughts, and took all the liberties, both of num- 
‘bers and of expreflions, which his language, and 
“the age in which he lived, allowed him : Homer’s 
invention was more copious, Virgil’s more con- 
- figed : fo that if Homer had not led the way, it 
“was not in Virgil to have begun heroic poetry: 
for nothing can be more evident, than that the 
Roman poem is but the fecond part of Ilias; a 
continuation of the fame ftory : and the perfons 
already formed: the manners of Aincas are thofe 
of He@tor {uperadded to thofe which Homer gave 
him. The adventures of Ulyfies in the Odyffeis 
are imitated in the firt Six Books of Virgil's 
ZEneis: and though the accidents are. not the 
fame (which would have argued him of a fervile 
‘copying, and total barrennefs of invention) yet 
the feas were the fame, in which both the heroes 
wandered; and‘ Dido cannot be denied to be the 
spoetical daughter of Calypfa, ‘The fix latter books 
of Virgil's poem are the foue and twenty Iliads 
conttaéted : a quarrel occafioned by a lady, a 
ingle combat, battles fought, and a town befieged. 
‘T fay not this in derogation to Virgil, neither do 
A contradict any thing which { have formerly faid 
in his jnft praife: for his Epifodes are almoft 
‘wholly of his own invention; and the form which 
he has given to the telling, makes the tale his 
own, even though the original ftory had been the 
fame. But this proves, however, that Homer 

. taught Virgil to defign: and if invention be the 
firft virtue-of an Epic poet, then the Latin poem 
can only be allowed the fecond place. Mr, Hobbes, 
itr the preface to his own bald tranflation of the 
“Miaa, (ftudying poetry as he did n:athematics, 
-when it was too late) Mr. Hobbes, I fay, begins 
the praife of Homer where he fhould have ended 
it. He tells us, that the firft beauty of an Epic 
spoem confifts in dition, that is, in the choice of 
words, and harmony of numbers: now, the words 
are the colouring of the werk, which in the order 
‘of nature is laft to be confidered. The defign, 


the difpofition, the manners, and the theughts, : 


are all before it: where any of thofe are wanting 
vor imperfect, fo much wants or is imperfed in 
the imitation of human life; which is in the very 
definition of a poem. Words indeed, like glaring 
colours, are the firft beauties that arife, and ftrike 
ghe fight: but if the dranght be falfe or lame, 


the figures U-difpofed, tie manners oblcure or, 
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inconfiftent, or the thoughts unnatural, then the 
fineft colours are but daubing, and the piece is a 
beautiful monfter at the beft. Neither Virgil nor 
Homer were deficient in any of the former beau~ 
ties; bot in this aft, which is expreffion, the Ro- 
man poet is at Jeaft equal to the Grecian, as { 
have faid elfewhere; fupplying the poverty of 
his language by his mufical car, and by his dili« 
gence. But to return: our two great poets, 
being fo different in their tempers, one choleri¢ 
and fanguine, the other phlegmatic and melane 
cholic; that which makes them excel in their fee 
veral ways, is, that each of them has fullowed his 
own natural inclination, as well in forming the 
defign, as in the execution of it. The very heroes 
fhew their authors; Achilles is hot, impatient, 
revengeful; “ Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, 
« acer,” &c, neas patient, confiderate, careful 
of his people, and merciful to his enemies; ever 
fubmiffive to the will of heaven, “ quo fata traq 
« hunt, retrahontque, fequamur.” T-couid pleafe 
myfelf with enlarging on this fubjedét, but Tam. 
forced to defer it to a fitter time. From allt 
have faid, 1 will only draw this inference, that 
the a@ion of Homer being more full of vigour 
than that of Virgil, according to the temper of 
the waiter, is of confequence more pleafing to the 
reader. One warms you by degrees; the other 
fets you on fire all at once, and never intermits 
his heat. It is: the fame difference which Longt- 
nus makes betwixt the effects of eloquence in De~ 
mofthenes and Tully. One perfuades; the other 
commands. You never cool while you read Hom 
mer, even net in the fecond book (a graceful 
flattery to his countrymen); but he haftens from 
the fhips, and concludes not that book till he has» 
made you an amends by the violent playing of a 
new machine. From thence he hurries on his 
action with variety of events, and ends it in lefs 
compafs than two months. This vehemence of 
his, { confefs, is more fuitable to my temper; and 
therefore 4 have tranflated his firft book with 
greater pleafure than any part of Virgil: bur it 
was not a pleafure without pains; the continual 
agitations of the fpirits nwuft needs be a weaken~ 
ing of any conftitution, ‘efpecially in age; and 
many paufes are required for refrefhment betwixt 
the heats; the Miad of itfelf being a third part 
longer than ali Firgil’s works together. 

‘ This is what 1 thought needful in this place to 
fay of Homer. I proceed to Ovid and Chaucer; 
confidering the former only in relation to the 
latter. With Ovid ended the golien age of the 
Roman tongue: from Chaucer the purity of the 
Englifh tongue began. The manners of the poets 
were not unlike: both of them were well-bred, 
well-natured, amorous, and libertine, at leaft in 
their writings, it may be alfo in their lives. ‘Cheie 
ftudies were the fame, philofophy and philology. 
Both of them were known in aitronomy, of which 
Ovid’s books of the Roman feafts, and Chaucer’s, 
treatife of the Aftrolabe, are fufficient witneffes, 
But Chaucer was likewife an aftrcioger, as were 
Virgil, Horace, Perfius, and Manikus. Both wrig 
with wprderful facility and clearnefsi neither 
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fout the dithes were ill-forted; whole pyramids of 
fweet-meats, for boys and women ; but little of 
folid meat, for men : all this proceeded not from 
any want of knowledge, but of judgment; neither 
did he want that in difcerning the beauti¢s and 
faults of other peets; but only indulged himfelf 
in the luxury of writing; and perhaps knew it 
was a fault, but hoped the reader would not find 
it. For*this reafon, though he mult always be 
thought a great poet, he is no longer eiteenied a 
good writer 3 and\for ten impreffions, which his 
‘works have had in fo many fucceflive years, yet at 
prefent a hundred books are fearcely purchafed 
once a twelvemonth : fer, as my laft Lord Ro- 
chefter faid, though fomewhat profaucly, Not 
being of God, he could not ftand. 

Chaucer followed nature cvery where; but was 
never fo bold to zo beyond her; and cherg is a 
great difference of being Pocta and nitinis Poeta, 
iE we believe Catuilus, as mpch as betwist a mo- 
deft behaviour and affeation. The vere of 
Chaucer, I coofels, is not harmonious to us; but. 
it is like the eloquence of one whom Tacitus com- 
mends, it was ‘ auribus iftius temporis accommo- 
* data :" they who lived with him, and fome 
time after him, thought it mufical; and it conti- 
nues fo even in our judgment, if compared with 
the numbers of I.idgate and Gower, his contem- 

\ poraries: there is the rude fweetnefs of a Scotch 
une in it, which is natural and pleafing, though 
not perfect. It is true, I cannot go fo far as he 
who publithed the laft edition of him; for he 
would make us believe the fault is in our ears, 
and that there were really ten fyllables in a verfe 
where we find but nine; but this opinion is not 
worth confuting ; it is fo grofs and obvious an cr- 
vor, that common fenfe, (which isa rule in every 
thing but matters of faith aud revelation) muft 
convince the reader, that cquality of numbers in 
every verfe, which we call heroic, was cither not 
Known, or not always practifed in Chaucer's age. 
ic were an eafy matter to producc fome thousands 
of his verfes, which are lame for want of half a 
foot, and fometimes 4 whole one, and. which no 
pronunciation can make otherwife, We can only 
fay, that he lived in the infancy of our poetry, 
and that nothing is brought to_ perfection at the 
firit, We mutt be children before we grow men. 
‘Vhere was an Ennius, and in procefs of time a 
Lacilias and a Lucretius, before Virgil and Ho- 
race; even after Chaucer, there was a Spenfer, a 
Harrington, a Fairfax, before Waller and Den- 
ham were in being; and our numbers were in 
their nonage till thefe laft appeared. I need fay 
Kittle of his parentage, life, and fortunes ; they are 
to be found at large in all the editions of his 
works. He was employed abroad, and favoured 
hy Edward the Third, Richard the Second, and 
Henry the Fourth, and waspeet, asl fuppple, to all 
three of them. In Richard’s time, I doubt, he 
sas a little dipt in the rebellien of the commons; 
and, being brother-in-law to John of Gaunt, it 
awas no wonder if he followed the fortunes of that 
family; and was well with Henry the Fourth 
when he had depofed his predecelfoy. Neither is 
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it to be admired, that Henty, who was a wife, as 
well as a valiant prince, who claimed by fuccef- 
fion, and was fenfible that his title was not found, 
but was rightfully in Mortimer, who had married 
the heir of York; it was not to be admired, £ 
fay, if that great politician fhouid be pleafed to 
have the greateft wit of thofe times in his inte- 
refts, and to be the trumpet of his praifes. An+ 
guttus had given him the example, by the advice 
of Macenas, who recommended Virgil and Hos 
race to him, whofe. praifes helped to make him 
popular while he was alive, and after his deaths 
have made him precious to pofterity. As for the 
religion of our poet, he {cems to have fome little 
bias towerds the opinions of Wickliff, after John’ 
of Gaunt. his patron; fomewhat of which aps 
pears in the tale of Piers Plowman: yet l cannde 
blame him for inveighing f tharply againit the 
vices of the clergy in his age : their pride, their 
amtbition, their pomp, their avarice, their worldly 
intereft, deferved the lathes which he gave them 
both in that, and in moft of his Canterbury tales= 
neither has his contemporary Boccace fpared them. 
Yet both thefe poets lived in much efteem withe 
good and holy men in orders; for the fcandat 
which is given by particular priefts, reflecls nos, 
on Wacred fun@ion. Chaucer’s Monk, bis 

,and his Fryer, took not from the cha- 
raéter of his Gdod Parfon, A fatyrical post is 
the check of the laymen, on bad pricits. We 
are only to take care, that we involve not the in 
nocent with the guilty in the fame condemnae 
tion. The good'cannot be too much honoured, 
nor the bad too coarfely ufcd; for the corruption 
of the beft becomes the worft. When a clerpy- 
man is whipped, his gown is firit taken off, by 
which the dignity of his order is fecured: if he 
be wrongfully accufed, he has his ation of flan- 
der; and it is at the poet's peril, if he tranfgrefa 
the law. But they will tell us, that all kind of 
fatire, though never fo well deferved by particu- 
lar priefts, yet brings the whole order into con= 
tempt. Is then the peerage of England any thing 
difhonoured, when a peer fuffers for his treae 
fon? If he be libelled, or any way defamed, he 
has his “ Scandalum Magnatum” to panifh the 
offender. ‘They, who ufe this kind of argument, 
feem to be confcious to themfelves of fomewhat 
which has deferved the poet’s lath; and are lefe 
concerned for their public capacity, than for their 
private; at leaft there is pride at the bortom of 
their reafoning, If the faults of men in orders 
are ail only to be judged among themfelves, they 
are in fome fort parties ; for, fince they fay the 
honour of their order is concerned in every mem= 
ber of it, how can we be fure, that they will be 
impartial judges? How far I may be allowed to 
fpeak my opinion in this cafe, [know not; but I 
am fure a difpute of this nature caufed mifchief ia - 
abundance betwixt a king of England and au 
archbifhop of Canterbury; one ftauding up for 
the Jaws of his land, and the other for the ho~ 
nour (ashe called it) of God's Church; which 
ended in the nmurder of the prelate, and in the 
whipping of his majefty from pott to pillar for his 
Oi 
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Penance. ‘The learned and ingenious Dr. Drake 
has faved me the labour of inquiring into the 
efteem and reverence which the priefts have had 
ef old; and I would rather extend than diminifh 
any part of it: yet I muft needs fay, that when a 
pricit provokes me without any occafion given him, 
lhave mo reafon, unlefs it be the charity of a 
Chriftian, to forgive him, “ Prior lefit” is jufti- 
fication fufficient in the civil law. Ef 1 anfwer 
him in his own language, felf-defence, ! am fure, 
mutt be allowed me; and if 1 carry it farther, 
even to a fharp recrimination, fomewhat may be 
indulged to haman frailty. Yet my refentment 
has not wrought fo far, but that I have followed 
Chaucer in his chara@er of a holy man, and have 
enlarged on that fubje@ with forme pleafure, re- 
ferving to myfelf the right, if i thall think fit 
hereafter, to defcribe another fort of priefts, fuch 
as are moreé cafily to be found than the good par- 
“fon; fuch as have given the laft blow to Chriftia- 
nity in this age, by a practice fo contrary to their 
doctrine. But this will keep cold till another 
time. In the mean while, I take up Chaucer 
where tileft him. He muft have been a man of 
a moft wonderful compreherfive nature, becaufe, 
ue it has been truly obferved of him, he has taken 
into the compals of his Canterbury tales 
rious manners and humours (as we now call them) 


ef the whole’Englith nation, in his age. Not a |. 


fingle character has efcaped hin. All his pilgrims 
are feverally diftinguifhed from each other; and not 
only in theic inclinations, but in their very phy- 
fiognomies and perfons. Baptifta Porta could 
not have defcribed their natures better, than by 
the marks which the poet gives them, The mat- 
‘ter and manner of their tales, and of their tell- 
ing, are fo fuited to their diferent educations, 
humours, and callings, that cach of thm would 
be improper in any other mouth Even the 
grave and ferious charagters are diftinguithed by 
their feveral forts of gravity: their, diicourfes are 
fuch as belong to their. age, their calling, and 
their breeding , fuch as arc becoming of them, 
and them only, Some of his perfons are vicions, 
and @ are virtuous; fome are unlearned, or 





(as Chaucer calls them) lewd, and fome are learn-’ 


ed. Even the ribaldry of the low characters is 
different: the Reeve, the Miller, and the Cook, 
are feveral men, and difinguifhed from each 
other, as muuch as the mincing lady priorefs, and 
the broadefpeaking gap-tooth’d wife of Bath, 
But encugh of this: there is fuch a variety of 
game fpringing up before me, that 1 am diftract- 
el in my choice, and know not which to follow. 
tris fufficient to fay, according to the proverb, 
that here is Ged’s plenty. We have eur fere- 
fathers and great graad-dames all before us, ag 
they were in Chaucer's dayr; their general cha- 
, radlers are fill remaiting ia mankind, and even 
in England, though they are called by other 
names chan thofe of Monks and Friars, and Cha~ 
nons, and Lady Abefles, and Nuns; for man- 
kind is ever the fame, and nothing” loft out of 
nature, though every thing is altered. 


live to do myleli the. juflke, Qince amy chemies 
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will do me none, and are fo far from granting « 
me to be a good poet, that they will riot allow 
me fo much as to be a Chriftian, or a moral man); 
may I have leave, 1 fay, to inform my reader, 
that I have confined my choice to fuch tales of 
Chaucer as favour ‘nothing of immodefty. If I 
had defired more to pleafe than to inftru@, the 
Reeve, the Miller, the Shipman, the Merchants, 
the Summer, and, above all, the Wife of. Bath, 
in the prologue to her tale, would have procared 
me as many friends and readers, as there are 
beaux and ladies-of pleafure in the town, But ¥ 
will no more offend againft good-manners ; I amy 
fenfible, as F onght to be, of the fcandal f have 
given by my loofe writings; and make what re- 
paration Iam able, by this public acknowledgs 
ment. If any thing of this nature, or of pro- 
fanenefs, be crept into thefe poems, Iam fo far 
from defending it, that f difown it. “ Totum hgc 
“ indiétum volo.” Ghaucer makes another man= 
ner of apology for his broad-fpeaking, and Boc- 
cace makes the like; but I will follow neither of 
them. Our countryman, in the end of his cha- 
radters, before the Canterbury tales, thus excufes 
the ribaldry,. which-is very grofs in mapy of his 
novels. S pris 


Bat firft, T pray you-of your courtefy, 
‘That ye ne arrettee it nought my villany, © 
Though that 1 plainly fpeak in this mattere - 
‘To tellen you her words, and eke her chere +. 
We though 1 {peak her words properly, 

» For this ye knowen as well as J, G 
‘Who hhall tellen a tale after a mart, 
He mote rehearfe as nye, as ever he can: 
Everich word of it'been in his charge, 
All {peke he, never fo rudely, ne large, 
Or elfe he mote tellen his tale untruc,. _ 
Or feine things, or find words new : 
He may not {pare, although he were his brother,’ 
He mote as well fay 0 word as another, : 
Chritt fpake himfelf full broad iif holy writ,’ 
And. well I wote ne viltany is it, - 
Eke Plato faith, who fo can him rede, 
‘The words mote been covfin to the dede. 


Yet if a man fhould have inquired ‘of Boccace’ 
or of Chaucer, what need they had of introduc-’ 
ing fuch charagters, where obfcene words were 
proper in their mouths, but very indecent to be 
heard, I know not what anfwer they would have 
made: for that reafon, fach tale fhall be left uns 
told by me. You have here a fpecimen of Chau 
cer’s language, which is‘fo obfotete, that his 
fenfe is fcarce to be underftood; and you have 
likewife more than one example of his unequat 
numbers, which were mentioned before. Yet 
many of his verfes confit of ten fyllables, and the 
words not much behind our prefent Englifh; as 
for example, thefe two lines, in the defcription of: 
the carpenter's young wife; my 

. Wincing fhe was, as isa jolkp colt, = 

_ Long as a maf, and upright as a bolt 
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7 -Yhave almoft done with Chancer, when I have 
anfweréd fome objestions relating to my prefent 
work. J find fome people are offended that f 
have turned thefe tales into modern Englith ; be- 
caufe they think them unworthy of my pains, and 
Jook on Chaucer as a dry, old-fafhioned wit, not 
worth reviving, J have often beard the late Earl 
of Leicefter fay, that Mr. Cowley himfelf was 
of that opinion; who, having read him over at 
my lord’s requeft, declared he bad no taite of 
him. ‘I dare not advance my opinion againft the 
judgment of-fo great an author ; but I think it 
fair, however, to leave the decifion to the pub- 
Jics Mr, Cowley was too modeft to fet up for a 
diGator; and being fhocked perhaps with his old 
Bile, never examined into the depth of his good 
fenfe, Chaucer, 1 canfefs, is a rough diamond 
and mutt firft be polifhed, c’er he fhines, I deny not 
likewife, that, living in our early days of poe- 
try, he writes not always’ of a piece; but fome- 
times mingles trivial things with thofe of greater 
fmoment. Sometimes alfo, though not often, he 
runs riot, like Ovid, and knows not when he has 
faid enough. But there are more great wits be- 
fides Chaucer, whofe faule is their excefs of con- 
ceits, and thofe ill forted. An author is not to 
‘write all he can, but only all he ought. Having 
obferved this redundancy in Chaucer (as it is an 
eafy matter for a man of ordinary parts to find a 
fault in one of greater), I have not tied myfelf 
*to a literal tranilation ; but have often omitted 
. what I judged unneceffary, or not of dignity 
enough to appear in the company of better 
thoughts. I bave prefumed farther, in fome 
places, and added fomewhat of my own where I 
thought my author was deficient, and had not gi- 
ven his thoughts their true luftre, for want of 
‘words in the beginning of our language. And to 
this I was the more emboldened, becaufe (if I 
may be permitted to fay it of myfelf) 1 found [ 
Thad a foul congenial to his, and that I had been 
converfant in the fame fiudies, Another poet, in 
another age, may take the fame liberty with my 
writings, if at leaft they live long enough to de« 
ferve correction., It was alfo neceffary fome- 
times, to reftore the fenfe of Chaucer, which 
was loft or mangled in the errors of the prefs: 
Jet this example fuffice at prefent; in the flory of 
Palamon and Arcite, where the temple of Diana 
4s defcribed, you find thefe verfes in alt the edi- 
tions of our author ¢_ ‘ 


There faw I Dand'turned into a tree, 
I mean not the goddefs Diane, 
But Venus daughter, which that hight Dane. 


Aynictt after'a little éonfideration, I knew was to 
he reformed into this fenfe, that Daphne the 
daughter of Peneus was turned into a tree. I 
@urft not make thus bold with Ovid, left fome 
future Milbourn fhould arife, and fay, I varied 
from my author, becaufe I underftood him not. 

, But there are other judges who think J ought 
hot to have tranflated Chaucer into Englifh, outs 
bf a quite contrary notion: they fuppofe there is 


»pleafure. 


ais 
a certain veneration due to his old language, and’ 
that it is little lef than profanation and facrilege 
to alter it.. They are farther of opinion, that 
fomewhat of his good fenfe will fuffer in this 
transfufion, and mach of the beauty of his thoughts 
will infallibly be loft, which appear with more 
grace in their old habit. Of thie opinion was 
thar excellent perfon whom i mentioned, the late 
Earl of Leicefter, who valued Chaucer as mach 
as Mr. Cowley defpifed him. My Lord diffuad~ 
ed me from this attemipt, (for I was thinking of it 
fome years before his death) and bis authority 
prevailed fo far with me, as to defer my under~ 
taking while he lived, in deference to him: yet 
my reafon was not convinced with what he urged 
againgt it. the firft end of a writer he to be 
underftood, then, as his language grows obfolete, 
thoughts muft grow obfcure : EC 


“ Multa renafcentur que jam cecidere; cadentque, 

 Quz nunc funt in honore vocabula; fi volet ufus, 

«© Quem penés arbitrium eff, & jus, & norma lo« 
“ quendi.” 


When amancient word for ita found and figni+ 
ficancy deferves to be revived, 1 have that reafon= 
sbigghpsraion for antiquity, to reftare ir. Alb 
bey this is fuperftition, Words are not like 
landmarks, fo facred as never to be removed 5 
cufloms are changed; and even ftatutes are fi- 
lently repealed, when the reafon ¢eafes for which 
they were enaéted. As for the other part of the 
argument, that his thoughts will lofe of their 
original beauty, by the innovation of words; in 
the firtt place, not only their beauty, but their 
being is loft, where they are fo longer under> 
ftocd; which is the prefent cafe. 1 grant that 
fomething muft be Tot, in all transfufion, that is 
in all tranflations; but the fenfe will remain, 
which would otherwife be loft, or at leaf be 
maimed, when it is {carce intelligible; and that 
but toa few. How few are there wha can read 
Chaucer, fo as to underftand him petfedy! 
And if imperfeatly, then with lefs profit and no 
It is not for the ufe of fome old Saxon 
friends, that J have taken thefe pains with him: 
let them negleé my verfion, becaufe they have no 
need of it. I made it for their fakes who undere 
ftood fenfe and poetry as well as they, when that 
poetry and fenfe is put into words which they, 
underftand. { will go farther, and dare to add, 
that what beauties 1 lofe in fome places, I give to - 
others which had them not ofiginally: but in 
this 1 may be partial to myfelf; let the reader 
judge, and 1 fubmit to his decifion, Yet 1 think 
Thave juft oteafjon te complain of them, who, 
becaufe they underftand Chaucer, wiould deprive 
the greater part of their councrymen of the fame 
advantage, and hoard him up, as mifers do their 
grandan: gold, ofly to look on it themfelves, and 
binder others from, making ufe of it. (nm fum, f 
fetioully proteft, that no man ever had, or can 
have, a greater veneration for Chauter then my= 
felf. Ihave tranflated fome part of his works, 
only that t might perpetuate is Memory, or at 
iiij 
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leaft: refrefh it, :amongft my countrymen. If I 
have altered him any where for the better, [ mutt 
at the fame time acknowledge, that 1 could have 
done nothing without him: “ Facile eft inventis 
 addere,” is no great commendation ; and [ am 
not fo vain to think I have deferved a greater. I 
will conclude what I have to fay of him fingly, 
with this one remark: a lady of my acquain- 
tance, who keeps a kind of correfpondence with 
fome authors of the fair fex in France, has’ been 
duformed by them, that Mademoifelle de Scu- 
dery, who is as old as Sibyl, and infpired like her 
by the fame god of poetry, is at this time tranf- 
Jkting Chaucer into modern French, From which 
J gather, that he has been formerly tranflated in- 
to the old Provencal (for how fhe fhould come to 
underftand old Englifh I know not). But the 
matter of fa being true, it makes me think that 
there is fomething in it like fatality; that, after 


certain periods of time, the fame and memory of 


reat wits fhould be renewed, as Chaucer is both 
an France and England. 1f this be wholly chance, 
it is extraordinary, and I dare not call it more, 
for fear of beiug taxed with fuperftition. 
_ Boccace comes laft to be confidered, who, liv- 
ang in the fame age with Chaucer, had@the fame 
genius, and followed the fame ftudies; hi 
Novels, and each of them cultivated his 
tongue. But the greateft refemblance of o 
modern authors being in their familiar ftile, 
pleafing way of relating comical adventures, I 
may pafa it over, becaufe I have tranflated no- 






. thing from Boccace of that nature. In the fe- 


tious part of poetry, the advantage is wholly on 


Chaucer’s fide ; for though the Englifhman has 


borrowed many tales from the Italian, yet it ap- 
fee that thofe of’ Boccace were not generally of 
his own making, but taken from authors of for- 
mer ages, and by him only modelled; fo that 


. what there was of invention in cither of them, 


may be judged equal. But Chaucer has refined 
on Boccace, and has mended the ftories which he 
has borrowed, in his way of telling; though 
profe allows more liberty of thought, and the ex- 

reffion is more eafy when unconfined by num- 
Bers. Our countryman carries weight, and yet 
wins the race. at difadvantage. I defire not the 
reader Should take my word; and therefore 1 will 
Sct two-of their difcourfes on the fame fubje&, in 
the fame light, for every man to judge betwixt 
them, I tranflated Chaucer firft, and amongft 
the reft, pitched on the Wife of Bath’s tale; not 
daring, as I have faid, co adventure on her pro- 
logue, becatfe it is tod licentious : there Chaucer 
introduces an old woman of mean parentage, 
whom a youthful knight of noble blood was forc- 
ed to marry, and confequently loathed her: the 
erone being in bed with him on the wedding- 
hight, and finding his averfion, endeavours to 
win his affe@tion by reafon, and {peaks a good werd 
for herfelf, (as who could blame her ?) in hope 
to moillify the fullen bridegroom. She takes her 
topics from the benefits of poverty, the advan- 
tages of old age and uglinefs, the vanity of 
Youth, and the filly pride of anceftry and titles, 
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without inherent virtue, which is the true nobls — 
lity, When I had clofed Chaucer, I returned to, * 
Ovid, and tranflated fome more of his fables; aud 
by this time had fo far forgotten the Wife of 
Barh’s tale, that when I took up Boccace, una~ 
wares I fell on the fame argument of preferring 
virtue to nobility of blood and titles, in the fory 
of Sigifmunda; which I had certainly avoided 
for the refemblance of the two difcourfes, if my 
memory had not failed me. Let the reader weigh 
them both ; and if he thinks me partial to Chaue. 
cet, it is in him to right Boccace. 

I prefer in our. countryman, far above all his: 


‘other ftories, the noble poem of Palamén and 


Arcite, which is of the epic kind, and perhaps 
not much inferior to the Ilias or the /Eneis: the 
ftory is more pleafing than either of them, the 
manners as perfect, the diction as poetical, the 
learning as deep and various; and the difpofition 
full as artful; only it includes a greater length of 
time, as taking up feven years at leaft; but Arie 
ftotle has left undecided the duration of the ace 
tion, which yet is eafily reduced into the come. 
pafs of a year, by a narration of what preceded 
the return of Palamon to Athens, 1 had thought 
for the honour of our nation, and more farticus 
larly for his, whofe laurel, though unworthy, I 
have worn after him, that this ftory was of Ei 
lith growth, and Chaucer’s own: but I was un~ 
deceived by Boccace ; for cafually looking on ‘the’ 
end of his feventh Giornata, I found Dionco (un« 
der which name he fhadows himfelf) and Fia-" 
metta (who reprefents his miftrefs the natural 
daughter of Robert King of Naples) of whom 
thefe words are fpoken, “ Dionco ela Fiametta 
“ granpezza contarono infieme d’ Arcita, ¢ di 
“ Palamone :” by which it appears that this 
ftory was written before the time of Boccace¢ 
but the name of its author being wholly loft, 
Chaucer is now become an original; and | quef 
tion not but the poem has received many beau~ 
ties by pafling through his noble hands. Befidcw 
this tale, there is another of his own invention, 
after the manner of the Provengals, called the 
Flower and the Leaf; with which I was fo pars 
ticularly pleafed, both for the invention and the: 
moral, that I cannot hinder myfelf from recome + 
mending it to the reader. . ‘ 
As a corollary to this preface, in which I have 
done juftice to others, I owe fomewhat to mys 
felf; not that I think it worth my time to entet 
the lifts with one Milbourn, and one Blackmore, 
but barely to take notice, that fuch men there 
are who have written feurriloufly againft me, 
without any provocation. Milbourn, who is in 
Orders, pretends, amongft the reft, this quarrel 
to me, that I have fallen foul on priefthoodg if I 
have, Lam only to afk pardon of good prictts, 
and I am afraid his part of the reparation witl 
come to little, Let him be fatisfied that he thalk 
not be able to force hingfelf upon me for an ads 
verfary. Icontemn him too much to enter into 
competition with hint. His own tranflations of 
Virgil have anfwered his criticifms on mine. If 
{as they fay, he has dectared in print) he prefers 
’ 
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thé verfion of Ogifby to mine, the world has 
made him the fame compliment: for it is agreed 
on all hands, that be writes even below Ogilby : 
that, you will fay, is not eafily to be done; but 
what cannot Milbourn bring about? I am fatis- 
fied, however, that while he and I live together, 
I thali not be thought the wortt poet of the age, It 
looks as if I had defired him underhand to write 
fo ill again me; but, upon my honeft word, I 
have not bribed him to do me this fervice, and 
am wholly guiltlefs of his pamphlet. It is true, 
I fhould be glad, if { could perfuade him to conti- 
nue his good offices, and write fuch another cri- 
tique on any thing of mine: for I find by expe- 
rience he has a great ftroke with the reader, 
when he condemns any of my poems, to make 
the world have a better opinion of them. He 
has taken fome pains with my poetry; but no- 
body will be perfuaded to take the fame with his. 
If I had taken to the church (as he affirms, but 
which never was in my thoughts) I fhould have 
had more fenfe, if not more grace, than to have 
turned myfelf out of my benefice by writing li- 
bels on my parifhioners. But his account of my 
manners and my principles are of a piece with his 
cavils and his poetry; and fo Ihave done with 
him for ever. ei ‘ 

As for the City Bard, or Knight Phyfician, I 
hear his quarrel to me is, that 1 was the author 
of Abfalom and Achitophel, which he thinks is a 
little hard on his fanatic patrons ia London, 

But I will deal the more civilly with his two 
poems, becaufe nothing ill is to be fpoken of the 
dead ; and therefore peace be to the Manes of his 
Arthurs, -[ willonly fay, that it was not for this 
noble knight that I drew the plan of an Epic 
poem on Kirfg Arthur, in my preface to the 
tranflation of Juvenal. The guardian angels of 
kingdoms were machines too ponderous for him 
to manage; and therefore he rejected them, as 
Dares did the whirlbats of Eryx, when they were 
thrown before him by Entellus. Yet from chat 
preface he plainly took the hint: for he began 
immediately upon the ftory, though he had the 
hbafenefs not to acknowledge his benefactor ; but, 
initead of it, to traduce me in a libel. 

I fball fay the lefs of Mr. Collier, becaufe in 
many thingshe has taxed me juftly; and I have 
pleaded guilty to all thoughts and expreffions of 

* mine, which can be truly argued of obicenity, pro- 
fanenefs, or immorality, and retra& them. If he be 


my enemy, let him triumph; if he be my friend, |. 


as [have given him noperionaloccaGentobe other- 


















ap 
wile, he will be glad of my repentance. It becomes 
menot te draw my pen in defence of a bad caufe, 
when I have fo often drawn it for a good one. Yet 
it were not difficult to prove, that in many places 
he has perverted my meaning by his gloffes; and 
interpreted my words into blafphemy and-baudry, 
of which they were not guilty; befides that, he 
is too much given to horfe-play in his raillery ; 
and comes to battle like a dictator from the plough. 
1 will not fay, The zeal of God’s houfe has eaten 
him up; but I am fure it has devoured fome part 
of his good manters and civility. It might alfo 
be doubted whether it were altogether zeal, which ~ 
prompted him to this rough manner of proceed~ 

ing; perhaps it became not one of his function to 


take into the rubbith of ancient and modern. 


plays: a divine might have employed his pains 
to better purpofe, than in the naftinefs of Plautus 
and Ariftophanes; whofe examples, as they exe 
cufe not me, fo it might be poflibly fuppofed, 
that he read them not without fome pleafure. 
They who have written commentaries on thofe 
poets, or on Horacs, Juvenal, and Martial, have 
explained fome vices, which without their inter~ 
pretatien had heen unknown to modern timess 
Neither hiWhe judged impartially betwixt the 
and us, 

more baudry tr one play of Fletcher's, 
¢ Cuftom of the Country, than in all 
ours Togsther, Yet this has been often acted on’ 
the flage in my remembrance. Are the times 
fo much more reformed now, than they were five 
and twenty years ago? If they are, I congratu- 
late the amendment of our morals, But } any 
not to prejudice the caufe of my fellow-poetsy 
though { abandon my own defence : they have 
fome of them anfwered for themfelves, and neix 
ther they nor I can think Mr. Collier fo fore 
raidable an enemy, that we fhould fhun him. He 
has loft ground at the latter end of the day, by 
purfuing his point too far, like the Prince of 
Conde at the battle of Senneph: from immoral 
plays, to no plays; “ ab abufu ad ufum, non va~ 
“let confequentia* But being a party, J am nor 
to erect myfelf into a judge.’ As for the reft of 
thofe who have written againft me, they are {uch 
fcoundrels, that they deferve not the leaft notice 
to be taken of them, Blackmore and Milbourn 
are only diftinguifed from the crowd, by being 





remembered to their infamy. 


-— * Demetri, Teque Tigelli 
“ Difcipulorum inter jubeo plotare cathedras,”* 
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THE KNIGHT’S TALE; 


‘BOOK th. 


Ty days of of, there liv’d, of mighty fame, 

,4 valiant prince, and Thefeus was his name 3 

& chief who more in feats of arms excell’dy 

The rifing nor the fetting fun beheld. 

Of Athens he was lord; much land he wor, 

And added foreign countties to his crown. 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he ftrove, 

“Whom firft by force he conquer’d, then by love; 

He brought in triumph back the beautcous 
dame, 

‘With whom her fifter, fair Emilia, camé. 

‘With honour to his home let ‘Thefeus ride. 

‘With love to friend, and fortune for his guide, ‘ 

And his vi@orious army at his fide. 

I pafs their warlike pomp, their proud array, 

Their fhouts, their fongs, their welcome on the 
‘way 3- . 

But, were it not too long, 1 would recite 

‘The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 

Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight; 

"The town befieg’d, and how much blood it coft 

‘Fhe female army and ch’ Ashcuian bok; , 


The fponfals of Hippolita the queens 

What tilts and turneys at the feaft were feex j 

‘The ftorm at their retarn, the ladies fear : 

But thefe, and other things, | muft forbeare 

‘The field is fpacious I detign to fow, 

With oxen far unfit to draw the plow : 

‘The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to wafte my ftrength ¢ 

And trivial accidents fhail be forborn, 

That others may have time to take their turn ; 

As was at firft enjoin’d us by mine hoft: 

‘That he whofe tale is beit, and pleafes moft, 

Should win his {upper at our common coft. 
And therefore where I left, I will purfie 

‘This ancient ftory, whether falfe or trug 

In hope it may be mended with a new. 

The prince £ mentioned, fall of high renown, 

In this array drew near th’ Athenian town 5 

When in his pomp and utmoft of his pride, 

Marching he chanc’d to caft his eye afide, 

And faw a choir of meurnieg dames, who lag 

By two and two acrofs the common way i 


| 
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-.'Fo finooth the feas; a foft Etefian gale 
But jut infpic’d, and gently fweli’d the fail ; 
Portuous took his turn, whofe ample hand 
Heav'd up his lighten’d keel,and funk the fand, 
* And fteer’d the facred veffel fafe to land. 
‘The land, if not reftrain’d, had met your way, 
Projected out a neck, and jutted to the fea. 
Hibernia, proftrate at your feet, ador'd 
Jn you, the pledge of her expected lords _ 
Due to her ifle ; a venerable name ; ve 
His father and his grandfire known to fame 
Aw'd by that houfe, accuftom’d to command, 
‘The fturdy Kerns in due fubjedtion ftands 
Nor bear the reins in any foreign hand. =: | 
At your approach, they trowded to the port; 
And, fearcely landed, you create a court : neat 
As Ormond’s harbinger, to you they runs 
For Venus is the promife of the Sun, 
‘The wafte of civil wars, their towns deftroy’d, 
Pales unhonour’d, Ceres unemploy’d, 
Were all forgot; and one triumphant day 
‘Wip'd all the tears of thtee campaigns away. 
* Blood, rapines, maffacres, were cheaply bought, 
—~So mighty recompence your beauty brought. 
Ao whon the dove returning bore the mark. 
Of earth reftor’d to the long labouring ark, * 
‘The relics of mankind, fecure of reft, 
Op’d every window to receive the gueft, 
And the fair bearer of the meffage blefs’d 
So, when you came, with loud repeated cries, 
’ The nation took an omen from your eyes, : 
And God advane'd his rainbow in the tkies, 
To fign inviolable peace reftor’d; * ‘ 
‘The faints with folema fhouts proclaim’d the 
. new accord, 
‘When at your fecond coming you appear, 
(For I foretel that millenary year) 
- The tharpen’d fhare thall vex the foil no more, 
- But earth unbidden fhall produce, her ftore 
The land fhall Jaugh, the circling ocean fmile, 
‘And heaven's indulgence blefs the holy ifle. 
Heaven from all ages has referv'd for you Lae 
“Fhat happy clime which venom never knew ; 
Or if it had been there, your, eyes alone 
Have power to chace all poifon, but their own} 
Now in this interval, which fate has caft 
Betwixt your future glories and your paft, 
“This paufe of power, ’tis Ireland’s hour to mourn; 
‘While England celebrates your fafe retura, 
By which you feem the feafons to command, 
And bring our fummers back to their forfaken 
Jan 
“The vanquith’d ifle our leifure mutt attend, 
‘Till the fair blefling we vouchfafe to fend 
Nor can we fpare you long, though often we; 
may lend. - _: peel oe 
‘The dove was twice employ’d abroad, before 
. “Phe world was dry’d, and the return’d no morge 
Nor dare we truft fo foft a meffenger, _ 
New from her ficknefs, to that northern airs 
Reft here a while your luttre to reftore, 
‘That they may fee you, as you shone befores, 
For yet, th’ eclipfe not wholly pat, you wade 
‘Through foie remains, and dimncts of a thade. * 





, IY 
A lubjed in his prince may claim a right, 
Nor fuffer him with flrength impair'd to fights 
‘Till force returns, his ardour we reftrain, 
And curb his warlike with to crofs the main. 
Now paft the danger, let the Iearn'd begin 
Th’ inquiry, where difeafe could enter in; 
How thofe malignant atoms forc’d their way, 
What in the faultiefs frame they found to make 
their prey? mn 4s ees 
Where every clement a3 Weigh'd fo well, : 
"Vhat heaven alone, whomix’d the mafs,could tell 
Which of the four ingredients could rebel; 
And where, imprifon'd in fo fweet a cage, 
A foul might well be pleas’d to pafs an age. 
And yet the fine materials made it weak : 
Porcelain, by being pure, is apt to break : 
Ev’n to your breaft the ficknefs durft afpire; 
And, fore’d from that fair temple to retire, 
Profanely fet the holy place on fire. . 
In vain your lord like young Vefpafian mourn’d, 
When the fierce flames the fan@uary burn’d; 
And I prepar’d to pay in verfes rude 
A moft detefted act of gratitude: ba ot 
Ev'n this had been your elegy, which now 
Is offer’d Sgr your health, the table of my vow, 
Your angel fure our Morley’s mind infpir’d, 
To fif@fthe remedy your ill requir’d; 
we the Macedon, by Jove’s decree, 
W@ taught to dregm an herb for Ptolomee: 
‘Or heaven, which had fuch over-coft beftow’¢ 
As fearce it could afford to Alefh and blood, 
So lik’d the frame, he would not work anew, 
To fave the charges of amother you. Z 
Or by his middle fcience did he ftcer, 
And faw fome great contingent good appear 
Well worth a miracle to keep you here ; 
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And for that end, preferv'd the precious mould, 
Which all the future Ormonds was to hold; 
And meditated in his better mind 


An heir from 
kind 
‘Bleft be the power which has at ence reftor’d “ 
The hopes of loft fucceffion to your lord, 
Joy to the firft and laft of each degree, 
Virtue to courts, and, what I long’d to fea, 
To you the Graces, and the Mufe to me. 
© daughter of the rofe, whofe cheeks unite, 
The differing titles of the red and white None 
Who heaven's alternate beauty well difplay, . 
‘The blufh of morning and the milky way; 
Whofe face is paradile, but fenc’d from fin + 
For God in cisher eye has plac’d a cherubin, 
~All ig._your Jord’s alone; ev'n abfent, he 
Employs the care of chafte Penelope.. “ 
For him you waite in teays your, widow’d hours, 
For him your curious necdle paints the Howers; 
Such woske of old imperial dames were taughes 
Such, for Alfcanius, fair Eliza wrought. .-<.~ 
The foft receffes of your hours improve + - > 
‘The three fair pledges of your happy love y+ 
All othsr parts of pious dury done,-: 
You owe your Ormond nothing but a fong .. 
To fiJl in future times his father’s place, 
“And wear the garter of his mother's races 


you, which may redeem the failing 


‘ 
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THE KNIGHT’S TALE. 


‘BOOK f. 


Ty days of ofd, théré liv’d, of mighty fame, 

,A valiant prince, and Thefeus was his name + 

"A chief who more in feats of arms excell’d, 

The rifing nor the fetting fun beheld, 

Of Athens he was lord; much land he wort. 

And added foreign countries to his crown. 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he ftrove, 

“Whom firft by force he conquer’d, then by love; 

He brought in triumph back the beauteous 
dame, * é 

‘With whom her fifter, fair Emilia, camé- 

‘With honour to his home let Thefeus ride. 

‘With love to friend, and fortune for his guide, ‘ 

And his victorious army at his fide. 

1 pafs their warlike pomp, their prond artay, 

Their thouts, their fongs, their welcome on the 


‘The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 

Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight 
"The town befieg’d, and how much blood it coft 
Be female army and sh’ Ashcuian koh; 


But, were it aot too fong, I would recite’ { 





‘The fpoufals of Hippolita the quéen ¢ 

‘What tilts and turneys at the feat were {een 5 
The ftorm at their rqtarn, the ladies fear 
But thefe, and other things, I muft forbear. 
The field is fpacious I delign to fow, 

With oxen far unfit to dfaw the plow : 

The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to waite my ftrength ¢ 
And trivial accidents fhall be forborn, tf 
"That others may have time to take their turn ; 
As was at firft enjoin’d us by mine hoft: 

"That he whofe tale is beft, and pleafes moft, 





Should win his {upper at our common coft. 
‘And therefore where J left, Twill purfue - 
‘This anciont ftory, whether falfe or trugy 
In hope it may be mended with a new. — 
The prince I mentioned, full of high renown, 
In this array drew near th’ Athenian town 5 
‘When in his pomp and utmoft of his pride, 
Marching he thanc’d to caft his eye afide, 
And faw a choir of mourniag dames, who Ia: 
By two and two acrefs the common way ¢ 


Boot I 
>» At his approach they rais’d a rueful ery, [high, 
And beat their breafts, and held their hands on 
Creeping and crying, till they feiz’d at la 
His courfer’s bridle, and his feet embrac’d.  [are, 
* ‘Tell me, faid Thefeus, what and whence you 
And why this funeral pageant you prepare? 
Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 
To meet my triumph in ill-omend weeds? 
Or envy you my praife, and would deftroy 
‘With grief my pleafures, and pollute my joy? 
Or are you injur’d, and demand relief ? 
“Name your requeft, and I will eafe your grief. 

The moft in years of all the mourning train 
Began (but fwooned firft away for pain) ; 

+ Then f{carce recover'd {poke : nor erivy we 
Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory; 

Tis thine, O king, th’ afflicted to redrefs, 

And fame has fill’d the world with thy fuccefs : 
‘We wretched women fue for that alone, 
Which of thy guodnefs is refus’d to none ; 

Let fall fome drops of pity on our grief, 

Af what we beg be juft, and we deferve relief 3 
For none of us, who now thy grace implore, 
But held the rank of fovereign queen before 5° 

‘Mtytkanks to giddy chance, which never bears, 
That mortal blifs fhould laft for length of years, 
She caft us headlong from our high eftate, 

And here in hope of thy return we wait : 

And long have waited in the temple nigh, 

Built to the gracious goddefs Clemency. 

But reverence thou the power whofe name it bears, 
Relieve th’ opprefs'd, and wipe the widow’s tears, 
1, wretched I, have other fortune feen, ‘  - 
The wife of Capaneus, and once a queen : 

At Thebes he fell; curft be the fatal day ! 

And all the reft thou feet in this array, 

‘To make their moan, their lords in battle loft 

* Before that town befieg’d by our confederate hoft : 
But Creon, old and impious, who commands 
The Theban city, nd ufurps the lands, 

Denies the rites of funeral fires to thofe 

‘Whofe breathlcfs bodies yet he calls his foes, 
Unburn'’d, uibbury’d, on a heap they lie ; 

Such is their fate, and fuch his tyranny ; 

No friend has leave to bear away the dead, 

But with their lifclefs limbs his hounds are fed : 

. At this the thriek'd alond; the mournful train 
Echo'd her grief, and, groveling on the plain, 
‘With groans, and hands upheld,to move his mind, 
Befought his pity t6 their helplefs kind ! 

‘Lhe prince was touch’d, his tears began to flow, 
And, as his tender heart would break in two, 
He figh’d ; and could not but their fate deplore, 
So wretched now, fo fortunate before. eae 

Then lightly from his lofty fteed he flew, 

And raifing one by one the fuppliant crew, 

‘fo comfort each, fult folemnly the fwore, * (hore, 

That by the faith which knights to knighthood 

And whate’er elfe to chivalry belongs, ~*~ 

He would not ceafe, till he reveng’d their ‘wrongs: 

‘That Greece fhould fee perform'd what he declar’d; 

And cruel Creon find his juft reward. ir te 

He faid no more, but, fhunning all delay, 

Rode op Dox enter’d Athensun bis way; > ~ 
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But left his fitter and his queen behind, 

And wav'd his royal banner in the wind: _ 

Where in an argent field the god of war 

‘Was drawn triumphant on his iron car; 

Red was his fword, and thield, and whole attire, 

And all the godhead feem’d to glow with fire; 

Ev’n the ground glitter’d where the ftandard flew, 

And the green grafs was dy’d to fanguine hue. 

High on his pointed lance his pennon bore 

His Cretan fight, the conquer’d Minotaure : 

‘The foldiers fhout around with generous rage, 

And in that victory their own prefage. 

He prais’d their ardour; inly pleas’d to fee 

His hoft the flower of Grecian chivalry. 

All day he march’d; and all th’ enfuing night g 

And faw the city with returning light. 

The procefs of the war I need not tell, 

How Thefeus conquer’d, and how Creon fell 2 

Or after, how by ftorm the walls were won, 

Or how the victor fack’d and bura’d the town > 

How to the ladies he reftor’d again 

The bodies of their lords in battle flain : 

ind with what ancient rites they were interr'd 3 

All thefe to fitter times fhall be deferr’d : 

I {pare the Widows tears, their woeful cries, 

And howling at their hufbands obfequies ; 

How Thefeus at thefe funerals did affift, 

And with what gifts the mourning dames difmifs'de 

‘Thus when the vitor chief had Creon flain, 

And conquer’d Thebes, he pitch’d upon the plaim 

His mighty camp, and, when the day return’d, 

The country wafted, and the hamlets burn’d, * | 

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, 

Without control to ftrip and fpoil the dead. 

There, in a heap of flain, among the reft 

Two youthful knights they found beneath a load 
opprefs’d 

Of flaughter’d foes, whom firft to death they fent, 

The trophies of their ftrength, a bloody monu 
ment. F 

Both fair, and both of royal blood they feem’d, 

Whom kinfmen to the crown the heralds deem 

‘That day in cqual arms they fought for fame; 

Their fwords, their fhields, their furcoats, were 
the fame, 

Clofe by each other laid, they prefs’d the ground, 

‘Their manly bofoms pierc’d with many a griefly 
wound; 

Nor well alive, nor wholly dead they were, 

But fome faint figns of feeble life appear: — 

The wandering breath was on the wing to part, 

Weak was the pulfe, and hardly heav'd the heart. 

Thefe two were fifters’ fons; and Arcite one, .. 

Much fam’d in fields, with valiant Palamon. 

From thefe their coftly arms the fpoilers rent, 

And foftly both convey’d to Thefeus’ tent : 

Whom known of Creon’s line, and cur’d with care, 

He to his city fent as prifoners of the war, 

Hopelefs of ranfom, and condemn'd to lie 

In durance, doom’d a lingering death to die. 

This doge, he march’d away with warlike found, 

And to his Athens tura’d with laurels crown'd, 

Where happy long he liv’d, much Jow’d, ané 





* more renown'd. = * 





But in a tewer, and never to be loos’d, S 
‘The woeful captive kinfmen ate inclos’d + 
Thus year by year they pals, and day by day, 
“Till once, *twas on the morn of cheerful May, 
"Ehe young Emilia, fairer to be feen 
hau the fair lily on the flowery green, 
“More freth than May herfelf in bloffoms new, 
For with the rofy colour ftrove her hue, 
Wak'd, as her coftorn was, before the day, 
‘To do th’ obfervance due tofprightly May: 
For (prightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vigils of her night, and breaks their fuggard 
fleep ; 
Each gentle breaft with kindly warmth fhe moves; 
‘Yofpires new flames, revives extinguifh’d loves. 
In this remembrance Emily ere day 
Arofe, and drefi'd herfelf in rich array ; 
¥Ereth as the month, and as the morning fair; 
Adown her thoulders fell her length of hair ; 
A rjbband did the braided treffes bind, 
‘The reft was loofe, and wanton’d in the wind : 
Aurora had but newly chas’d the night, 
And purpled o’er the fky wich bluthing light, 
hen to the garden walk fhé took her way, 
‘To fport and trip along in cool of day, 2 
<Aind offer maiden vows in honour of the May. ) 
At every turn, fhe made a little fland, -- 
And thruft among the thorns her lily hand 
‘To draw the rofe, and every rofe the drew 
She thook. the ftalk, and bruth'd away the dew : 
‘Then party-colour’d flowers of white and red 
‘She wove, to make a garland for her head : 
“This done, the fung and carol'd out fo clear, 
“That men and angels might rejoice to hear : 
Ev'n wondering Philomel forgot to fing ; 
And learn’d from her to welcome in the fpring. 
"Dhe tower, of which before was mention made, 
Within whole keep the captive knights were laid, 
Built.of a large extent, avd ftrong withal, 
. ‘Was one partition of the palace wail : 
‘The garden was inclos'd within the {quare, 


~ 


‘Where young Emilia took the morning a. 

It happen’d Palamon the prifoner knight, 

WReltlels for woe, arofe before the light, 

And with his jaylor’s leave defir’d to breathe 

An air more wholefome than the damps beneath, 

‘This granted, to the tower he took his way, 

Cheer'd with the promife of a glorious day : 

‘(hen caft a languithing regard around, 

And faw with hateful eyes the temples cown'l 

With golden {pires, and all the hoftile ground. 

He figh d, and. torn'd his eyes, becanfe he knew 

°Twas but a larger goal he had in view: 

Then look'd below, and from the caftle’s height 

Behekd a nearer and more pleafing fight : 

‘The garden, which before he had not feen, 

Aa {pring’s new livery clad of white and green, 

Freth flowers in wide parterres, and fhady walks 
between. 

‘This view'd, but not enjoy’d, with arms acrofs 

He ftood, refle@ing on his country’s lofs ; 

Himéelf an object of the public fcorn, 

And often wifh'’d he never had been horn. 

At laf, for fo his deftiny requir’d, 

With walking giddy, and wits thiaking +i 
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He through a little window caf his fight, 3 
Though thick of bars that gave a fcanty light s 
But-ev'n that glimmering ferv'd him to defery 
Th’ inevitable charms of Emily. 
Scarce had he fen, but, feiz'd with fudden fmart) 
Stung to the quick, he felt it at his heart ; 
Struck blind with over-powering light he ftood, 
‘Then flarted back amaz’d, and cry’d aloud. 
Young Arcite heard; and up he ran with hafte, 
To help his friend, and in his arms émbrac’d; 
And atk'd him why he teok’d fo deadly wan, 
And whence and how his change of cheer began? 
Or who had done th’ offince? But if, faid he, 
Your grief alone is hard captivity ; 
For love of heaven, with patience undergo 
A curelefs ill, fince fate will have it fo: 
So ftood our horofcope in chains to bie, 
And Saturn in the dungeon of the tky, 
Or other baleful afpect, rui'd our birth, 
When all the fricndly itars were under earth: 
Whate'er betides, by deftiny "tis done ; 
And better bear like men, than vainly feek to 


fhun. : 

Nor of my bonds, faid Palamon again, 

Nor of unhappy planets I complain ; - 
But when my mortal anguith caus’d my cry, 
That moment I was hurt through either eye 
Piere’d with random fhaft, I faint away, 

And perith with iofenfible decay : 

A glance of fome new goddefs gave the wound, 
Whem, like Aeon, unaware J found. 

Look how fhe walks along yon thady fpace, 

Not Juno moves with more majeftic grace; ; 
And all the Cyprian queen is in her face, 

If thou art Venus (for thy charms confefs 

‘Chat face was form'd in heaven, nor art thou lef; 
Difguis'd in habit, uhdifguis’d in fhape) 

O help us captives from our chains to "feape 3 
But if our doom be paft in bonds to lic 

For life, and in a loathfome dungeon die, 

Then be thy wrath appeas’d with our difgrace, 
And fiew compaftion to the Theban race, 
Opprefs'd by tyraut power: While yet he fpoke, 
Arcite on Emily had fix’d his look ; 

‘The fatal dart a ready paffage found, 

And deep within his heart infix'd the wound ; 
So that if Palamon were wounded fore, 

Arcite was hurt as much as le, or more : 

‘Then irom his inwuft foul he figh’d, and faid, 
‘The beauty 1 behold has ftruck me dead + 
Unknowingly the ftrikes ; and kills by chance; 
Poifon is in her eyes, and death in every glance. 
O, | muft afk; nor afk alone, but move 

Her mind to mercy, or mutt die for love. 

Thus Arcite : and thus Palamon replies, 
(Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes.) A 
Speak’ft thou in earneft, or in jefting vein ? 
Jefting, faid Arcite, fuits but ill with pain. ¢ 
Jt fuits far worfe (faid Palamon again, 

And bent his brows) with men who honour weigh, 
Their faith to break, their friendthip to betray ; 
But worft with thee, of noble lineage horn, 

My kinfman, and in arms my brother worn. 
Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 


: That one fhould be the common good of both 
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One foul fhould both infpire, and neither prove 
"“Plis fellows hindrance in purfuit of love ? 

To this before the Gods we gave our hands, 

And nothing but our death can break the bands. 

‘This binds thee, then, to further my defign : 

As Tam bound by vow to further thine : 

Nor canft, nor darft thou, traitor, on the plain 

Appeach my honour, or thine own maintain, 

Since thou art of my council, and the friend 

‘Whofe faith I truft, and on whofe care depend : 

And would’ft thou court my lady’s love, which I 

Much rather than releafe would choofe to die? 

But thou, falfe Arcite, never thalt obtain 

‘Thy bad pretence ; I told thee firft my pain : 

For firft my love began ere thine was born ; 

‘Thou, as my council, and my brother fworn, 

Art bound t’ affift my elderthip of right : 

Or juitly to be deem'd a perjur’d knight. 

Thus Palamon ; but Arcite with difdain 

In haughty language thus reply’d again ; 

Forfworn thyfelf : the traitor’s odious name 

1 firft return, and then difprove thy claim. 

If love be paffion, and that paffion nurft 

With ftrong Hefires, T lov'd the lady firft. 

Caiittteu pretend defire, whom zeal inflam’d 

To worhhip, and a power celeftial nam’d? 

‘Thine was devotion to the hieit above, 

1 faw the woman, and defir’d her lov,; 

Firft own’d my paffion, and to thee commend 

‘Th’ important fecret, as miy chofen friend. 

Suppofe (which yet I grant not) thy defire 

A moment elder than my rival fire ; 

Can chance of feeing firit thy title prove? 

And know’ft thou not, no law is made for love ; 

Law is co things which to free choice relate; 

Love is not in our choice, but. in our fate; 

Laws are but pofitive; love’s power, we fee, 

Is Nature’s fanction, and her firtt decree. 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 

For love, and vindicate the common caufe. 

Laws for defence of civil rights are plac’d, 

Love throws the fences down, and makes a‘ge- 

neral watte : 
Maids, widows, wives, without diftindtion fall ; 
The {weeping deluge, love, comes on, and covers 
all. 


Hf then the laws of friendfhip I tranfgrefa, 

1 keep the greater, while I break the lefs; 

And both are mad alike, fince neither can poffcfs. 
, Both hopelefs to be ranfom’d, never more 
To fee the fun, but as he paffes o'er. 

Like /&lop’s heunds contending for the bone, 
Each pleaded right, and would be lord alune : 
‘The fruitlets fight continued all the day ;. 

A cur came by, and {natch’d the prize away. 

As courtiers thereford juftle for a grant, — {wart, 
And when they break their friendihip plead their 
So thou, if furtune will chy {vit advance, 

Love on, nor envy me my equal chance: 

For I mutt love, and am refolv’d to try 

My fate, or failing in th’ adventure die. 

Great was their {trife, which hourly was renew'd. 
‘Til each with mortal hate his rival view'd : 
Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand ; 
But when they met, they made a ferly flaud ; 


a 


PALAMON AND ARCITE. 





ang 
And glar’d like angry lions as they pafs’d, 

And wifh’d that every look might be their lat. 
Tt chanc’d at length, Pirithous came ¢’ atten 
This worthy Thefeus, his familiar friend; x 

Their love in early infancy began, 
And rofe as childhood ripen’d into-man. 
Companions of the war; and lov'd fo well, 
That when one dy’d, as ancient ftorics tell, 
His fellow to redeem him went to hell. 
But to purfue my tale; to welcome home 
His warlike brother is Pirithous come : 
Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long fince, 
And hongur’d by this young Theffalian prince, 
Thefeus, to gratify his friend and gueit, 
Who made our Arcite’s freedom his réqueft, 
Reftor'd to liberty the captive knight, 
But on thefe hard conditions I recite : 
‘That if hereafter Arcite fhould be found 
Within the compafs of Athenian ground, 
By day or night, or on whate’er pretence, 
His head fhould pay the forfeit of th’ offence, 
To this Pirithous for his friend agreed, 
And on his promife was the prifoner freed. 
Unpleas’d and penfive hence he takes his way, 
At his own peril; for his life muft pay. 
Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 
Finds his dear purchafe, and repents tuo tate? 
What have I gain’d, he faid, in prifon pent, 
If I but change my bonds for banifhment ? 
And banifh’d from her fight, I fuffer more 
In freedom, than I felt in bonds before ; 
Fore'd fines her prefence, and condemn’d te 
ive : 
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank’d reprieve + 
Heaven is not, but where Emily abides; 
And where the’s abfent, all is hell befides, 
Next to ny day of birth, was that accurft, 
Which bound my friendship to Pirithous firft : 
Had I not known that prince, { Mill had been 
In bondage, and had ftill Emilia feen : 
For though I never can her grace deferve, 
* fis recompence enough to fee and ferve, 
O Palainon, my kinfman and my friend, 
How much more happy fates thy love attend ! 
‘Thige is th’ adventure ; thine the vidtory : 
Well has thy fortune turn’d the dice fer thee : 
Thou on that angel's face may’ft fied thine eyes, 
In prifon, no; but blifsful paradife ! 
Thou daily feeft that fua cf beauty fhine, 
And lov’tt at leaft in Jove’s cxtremett line. ‘i 
1 mourn in abfunce, love's eternal night ; 
And who can tell but fince thou haft her fight, 
And art a comely, young, and valiant knight, 
Fortune (a various power) may ceafe to frown, 
And by fome ways unknown thy wifhes crown ? 
Bae f, the moft forlorn of human kind, 
Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find; 
But, doom'd to drag my loathfome life in care, 
For iny reward, mut end it in defpair. 
Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 
That governs al!, aud heaven that alf creates, 
Nor art, nor nature’s hand can eafe my grief s 
Nothing but death, the wretch’s laft relief : > 


‘Then farewel youth, and all the joys that dwell - 


With youth and life, and life itfelf farewel, 
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But why, alas! do mortal men in vain 
Of fortune, fate, or Providence complain ? 
God gives us what he knows our wants require, 
And better things than thofe which we defire : 
- Some pray for riches; riches they obtain ; 
But, watch’d by robbers, for their wealth are flain; 
Some pray from prifon to be freed; and come, 
‘When guilty of their vows, to fall at home; 
Marder’d by thofe they trufted with their life, 
A favour’d fervant, or a bofom wife. 
Such dear-bought bleflings happen every day, 
Becaufe we know not for what things to pray. 
Like drunken fots about the ftreet we roam : 
‘Well knows the fot he has a certain home ; 
‘Yet knows not how to find th’ uncertain place, 
And blanders on, and flaggers every pace. 
‘Thus all feek happinefs ; but few can find; 
For far the greater part of men are blind. 
‘This is my cafe, who thought our utmoft good 
‘Was in one word of frecdom underftoed : 
"The fatal blefling came : from prifon free, 
J ftarve abroad, and lofe the fight of Emily. 
Thus Arcite; but if Arcite thus deplore 
Wis fufferings, Palamon yet fuffers more. 
For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 
He fwells with wrath; he makes outrageous moan: 
He frets, he fumes, he ftares, he ftamps the 
’ ground; 
‘The hollow tower with clamours rings around : 
‘With briny tears he bath'd his fetter'd feet, 
And dropt all o’er with agony of fweat. 
Alas! he cry’d! I wretch in prifon pine, 
‘Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine : 
“Thou liv'ft at large, thou draw’ft thy native air, 
Pleas’d with thy freedom, proud of my defpair : 
‘Thou may’ft, fince thou haft youth and courage 
& fweet behaviour and a folid mind, [join’d, 
’ Affemble ours, and ajl the Theban race, 
To vindicate on Athens thy difgrace ; 
And after, by fume treaty made, poflefs 
Fair Emily, the pledge of lafting peace. 
So thine thal be the beauteous prize, while I 
Moft languith in defpair, in prifon die. 
‘Thus all th’ advantage of the ftrife is thine, 
Thy portion double joys, and double forrows 
mune. 
The rage of Jealoufy then fir’d his foul, 
And his face kindled like a burning coal ; 
Now cold Defpair, facceeding in her ftead, 
‘To livid palenefs turns the glowing red. 
His blood; fearce liquid, creeps within his veins, 
Like water which the freezing wind conftrains, 
‘Theo thus he faid: Eternal Deities, 
Who rule the worla with abfolute decrees, 
And write whatever time fhall bring to pafs, 
‘With pens of adamant, on plates of brais; 
‘What, is the race of human kind your care 
Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are ? 
He with the reti is liable to pain, 
And like the fheep, his brother-béaft, is flain. 
Cold, hunger, prifons, ills without a cure, 
All thefe he muft, and guiftlefs oft endure ; 
Or does your juftice, power, or prefcience fail, 
When the good fuffer, and the bad prevail 7 
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What worfe to wretched virtue could befal, 
If fate or giddy fortune govern’d all? 
Nay, worfe than other beafts is our eftate 3 
Them, to purfue their pleafures, you create; 
We, bound by harder laws, muft curb our will, 
And your commands, not our defires, fulfil ; 
‘Then when the creature is unjuftly flain, 
Yet after death at leaft he feels no pain; 
But man in life furcharg’d with woe before, & 
Not freed when dead, is doom’d to fuffer more. 
A ferpent fhoots his {ting at unaware ; 
An ambufh’d thief forelays a traveller : 
The man lies murder'd while the thief and foake, 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 
This let divines decide; but well I know, 
Jek or unjuft, I have my fhare of woe, 
Through Saturn feated in a lucklefs place, 
And Juno’s wrath, that perfecutes my race; 
Or Mars and Venus, in a quarti!, move 
My pangs of jealoufy for Arcite’s love. 
Let Palamon opprefs'd in bondage mourn, 
While to his exil’d rival we return, 
By this the fun, declining soto his his height, 
The day had thorten’d, to prolong the night 5. z 
The Jengthen'd night gave le: th of mie 
Both to the captive lover and the free ; 
For Palamon in endfefs prifon mourns, 
And Arcite-torfeits life if he returns: 
The banifh’d never hopes his love to fee, 
Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty : 
’Yis hard to fay who fuffers greater pains : 
One fees his love, but cannot break his chains + 
One free, and all his motions uncontroul'd, 
Beholds whate’er he would, but what he would, 
behold. 
Judge as you pleafe ; for } will hafte to tell 
What fortune to the banifh'd knight befel. 
When Arcite was to Thebes return’d again, 
The lofs of her he Jov'd renew’d his pain ; 
What could be worfe, than never more to fee 
His life, his foul, his charming Emily ? 
He rav’d with all the madnefs of defpair, 
He roar’d, he beat his breaft, he tore his hair. 
Dry forrow in his ftupid eyes appears, 
For, wanting nourifhment, he wanted tears: 
His eye-balls in theic hollow fockets fink. 
Bereft of fleep, he loaths his meat and drink, 
He withers at his heart, and looks as wan 
As the pale fpeétre of a murder’d man: 
‘That pale turns yellow, and his face reccives 
The faded hue of faplefs boxen leaves : 
In folitary groves he makes his moan, 
Walks early out, and ever is alone: 
Nor, mix’d in mirth, in youthful pleafures fhares, 
But fighs when fongs and inftranients he hears. 
His fpirits are fo low, hie voice is drown’d, é 








He hears as from afar, or in a fwoon, 

Like the deaf murmurs of a diftant found ; 
Uncomb’d his locks, and fqualid his attire, 
Unlike the trim of love and gay defire : 

But full of mufeful mopings, which prefage 
The lofs of reafon, and conclude in rage. 

‘his when he had endur'd a year and more, | 
Now wholly chang’d from what he was before, 
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1; happen’d once, that, lumbering as he lay, 
” He dream’d (his dream began at break of day) 
"That Hermes o'er his head in air appear’d, 
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Arriv’d at Athens, foon he came to court, 
Unknown, unqueftion’d, in that thick refort : 

| Proffering for hire his fervice at the gate,. 


And with foft words his drooping {pirits cheer’d: | To drudge, draw water, and to run or wait. 


Fis hat, adorn’d with wings, difclos’d the God, 
And in bis hand he bore the fleep-compelling rod: 
Such as he feen’d, when, at his fire’s command, 
On Argus’ head he laid the fnaky wand. 
sArife, he faid, to conquering Athens go, 

There fate appoints an end to all my woe. 

The fright awaken’d Atcite with a ftart, 

Againft his bofom bounc’d his heaving heart; 

But foon he faid, with fearce-recover’d breath, 
And thither will I go, to meet my death, 

Sure to be flain ; but death is my defire, 

Since in Emelia’s fight { fhall expire. 

By chance he fpy’d a mirror yhile he fpoke, 

And gazing there beheld his alter’d look ; 
‘Wondering, he faw his features and his hue 

So mvch were chang’d, that fcarce himfelf he 

kuew, 
A fudden thought then ftarting in his mind, 
Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find, 
__The world may fearch in vain with all their eyes, 

Bui.never penetrate through this difguile. 


So fair befel him, that for little gain 
He ferv’d at firt Emelia’s chamberlain; 
And, watchful all advantages to fpy, 
‘Was till at hand, and in his mafter's eye; ~ 
And as his bones wére big, and finews frong, 
Refus’d no toil that could to flaves belong; 
But from deep wells with engines water dréwy" 
And us’d his noble hands the wood to hew. 
He pafs’d a year at leaft attending thus 
On Emily, and call’d Philoftratus. 
But never was there man of his degree 
So much efteem’d, fo well belov'd as he. 
So gentle of condition was he known, 
That through the court his courtely was blown ¥ 
All think him worthy of a greater place, 
And recommend him to the royal grace 3 
That, exercis’d within a higher fpbere, 
His virtues more confpicuous might appeat. 
Thus by the general voice was Arcite prais’d; 


! And by great Thefeus to high favour rais’d : 
| Among his menial fervants firft enroll’d, 


‘Thanks to the change which grief and ficknefs | And largely entertain’d with fums of gold :- 


ive, 
In Tow eitate I may fecurely live,- 
And fee unknown my miftrefs day by day. 
He faid ; and cloth’d bimfelf in coarfe array : 
A labouring hind in thew; then forth he went, 
And to th’ Athenian towers his journey bent: 
‘One fquire attended in the fame difguile, 
Made con{cious of his mafter’s enterprile. 


Vou, VE 


Befides what fecretly from Thebes was Ient, 

Of his own income, and his annual rent : ; 
‘This well employ’d, he purchas’d friends and fame, 
But cautioufly conceal’d from whence it came? 
‘Thus for three years be liv’d with large increafe; 
In arms of honour, and efteem in peace 5 

To Thefeus’ perfon he was ever near; 


| And ‘Phefeus for his virtues held him dear, 


® 
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“‘Wruite Arcite lives in blifs, the tory, turfs 
‘Where hopelefs Palamon in prifon mourns. 

For fix long years immur’d, the captive knight 
Had dragg'd his chains, and fearcely feen the 
Loft liberty, and love, at once he bore: tight 
His prifon pain'’d him much, his paflion more : 
Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove, 

Nor ever wifhes to be free from love. 

But when the fixth revolving year was run, 
And May within the Twins receiv’d the fun, 
‘Were it by chance, or forceful deftiny, 

Which forms in caufes firft whate’er fhall be, 
Affifted by a friend, one moonlefs night, 
‘This Palamon from prifon took his flight : 
A pleafant beverage he prepar'd before 
Of wine and honey mir’d with added flore 
Of opium; to his keeper this he brought, 
‘Who fwallow’d unaware the fleepy draught, 
And for'd fecure tilt morn, his fenfes bound 
In flumber, and in long oblivion drown’d. 
Short was the night, and careful Palamon 
Sought the next covert e’er the rifing fan. 

. 





A thick fpread foreft near the city lay, 

‘Yo this with lengthen’d ftrides he took his way 
(For far he could not fly, and fear’d the day), 
Safe from purfuit, he meant to fhun the light, 
‘Till the brown fhadows of the friendly night ‘ 
To Thebes might favour his intended flight. 
When to his country come, his next defign 

Was all the Theban race in arms to join, 

And war on Thefeus, till he loft his life, 

Or won the beauteous Emily to wife. 

Thus while his thoughts the lingering day beguile, 
To gentle Arcite let us turn our ftile ; 

Who little dreamt how nigh he was to care, 

‘Till treacherous fortune caught bim in the {nare, 
‘The morning-lark, the meflenger of day, 

Saluted in her fong the morning gray ; 

And foon the fun arofe with beams fo bright, 
That all th’ horizon laugh’d to fee the joyous fight ; 
Be with his tepid rays the rofe renews, 

And licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews; 
When Arcite left his bed, refolv’d to pay 
Obfervance to the month of merry May : 


Bot ag 
Bol I 
Forth in his fiery fteed betimes he rade, ae 
That fearcely prints the terf on whichhe trod: 


At eafe he feem’d, and, prancing o'er the plains; 


Turn’d only to the grove his horfe’s reins, 
‘The grove Inam'd before ; and, lighted there; 
A woodbine garland fought to crown his hair ; 
‘Then turn’d his face againit the rifing day, 
And rais’d his voice to welcome in the May. 


For thee, fweet month, the groves green lis 


1 weries wear, ; 
If not the firft, the faireft of the year: | 

For thee the Graces lead the dainemg hours, 
And Nature's ready pencil paints the Bowers: 
When tay thort reign is paft, the feverifh fan 


‘The fulery tropic fears, and moves more flowly on. 


So may thy tender hloffome fear nd blight, 

Nor goata with venoin’d tecth chy tendrils bite, 

As thou thalt guide my wandering feet to find 

‘The fragrant greens | feek my brows to biud. 
His vows addrefi'd, within the grove he 

firay’d, : 
Till fate, or fortiine, near thie place convey’d 
His fteps where fecret Palamon was laid. 


<n full Here thought of him the gentle knight, 
Wir; 


flying death, had thete conceal’d his 


flight, 
In breaks and brambles hid, and fhanning mor- 
= tal fight: . : - 
And lefs he knew. him for his hated foe, 
But fear'd himy as a man he did not know, 
But as it has heen faid of ancient years; 


‘That fields ‘ate full of eyes, and wouds have ears; 


For this the wife are ever pn their guard, 
For, unforefeen, they fay, is unprepar’d, 
Uncautios Arcite thought hinvelf alotie; 
And lefs than ali fufpected Palamon, 


Who iiftening heard him, while he fearch’d the 


grove, 
And loudly fang His foundeldy of love ¢ 
But on the fudden ftopp'd, and filent (tcod, 
As lovers often mufe, and change their mood ; 
Now high as heaven, and then as low as hell; 
Now up, now down, as backets ia 4 well : 
For Veous, like her day, will change her cheer, 
And feldom fhall we fee a Friday clear, 
‘Thus Arcite, having fung, with alter'd hue 
Sunk on the gtouud, and from his befem drew 
“ defperate fiyh, accufing Heaven and Fate, 
And angry Juno’s unrelenting hate. . 
Curs'd be the day when firltI did appear; 
Let it be blotted from the kalendar, 
Left it pollute the month, and poifon all the: 

year, * 
Still will the jealous Queen purfue our race ? 
Cadmus is dead, the Thebun city was: 
Yet ceafes uot her hate; for all who come 
From Cadmus are invalv'd in Cadmus’ doom. 
} fuffer for my blood : unjut decree! 
“hat punithes another’s crime in me, 
In mean eftate I ferve my mortal foe, 
‘The man who caus'd my country’s overthrow. 
This is not all; for Juno, to my fhame, 
Has fore’d me to forfake my former Bame; - 
Atcite I was, Philoftratus I'am, 
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‘That fide of heaven is all nty enenty : -: 


Mars ruin’d Thebes : his mother rain’d me. 
Of all the royal race remains but ones 
Befides miyfelf, th’ unheppy Palamon, 
Whom Thefeus Holds in honds, and will not frees 
Without a crite, except his kin co me. e 
Yet thefe, and all the reft, | could endure 3 
Bue Love's a malady without a cure; 
Fierce Love has pierc'd me with his fiery dart, 
He fires within, and hiffes at my heart, 
Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate purfue ;* 
| faffer for the reft, I die for you, 
Of fuch a Goddefs no time leaves record, 
Who burn'd the temple where fhe was ador’d: 
And let it burn, [never will complain, 
Pleas'd with my fuiferings, if you knew my pain, 

At this a fickly quam his heart alfail'd, 
His ears rung inward, and his fenfes fail'd, 
No word mifs'd Palamon of all he {poke, 
Bat foon to deadly pale he chang’d his look : 
He trembled every limb, and felt a fmart, 
As if cold fteel had glided through his heart; 
No lonyer ttaid, but ftarting from his place, 
Difever’d ficod, and thew’d his hottile face ¢ 
Falfe traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 
Bound by thy facred oath to feek my good, 
Now ‘art thou found forefworn, for Emily; 
And dar’ attempt her Jove, for whoin I die. 
So haft thou cheated Thefeus with a wile, 
Againtt thy vow, returning to beguile : 
Under a borrow'd name, as falfe to me, 
So falfe thou art to him who fet thee free: 
Bot reft affur’d, that either thou fhalt die, 
Or elfe renounce thy claim in Emily: . 
For, though wnarm’d I am, and (free'd by chancey 
And here without my {word, or pointed lauce 
Hope not, bafe man, unqueftion’d hence to Bo, 
For { am Palamon, thy mortai foe, 

cite, who heard his tale, and knew the man, 
His Sword unthesrh’d, and fiercely thus began ¢ 
Now by the Gods who govern heaven abive, 
Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love, 
That word had been thy laft, or in this grove 
‘This hand fhould force thee to renounce thy love, 
‘The furety which | gave thee, I defy : 
Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 
And Jove but laughs at lovers perjury. 
Know 1 will ferve the fair in thy defpight 5 
But fince thou art my kinfman, and a knight, 
Here, have my faith, to-morrow in this grove 
Our arms fhall plead the titles of our love: =~ 
And Heaven fo help my right, asl alone, ~~ 
Wil come, and keep the caufe and quarrel both 
urknown ; 

With arms of proof bath for myfelf and thee; ~~ 











} Choofe thou the beft, and leave the worft to me, 


And, that at better eafe thou may'ft abide, 


Bedding and cleches I will thia night provide, 


And needful fuftenance, that thea may 2 be. 


A conqneft better won, and worthy me, 


His promife Palamon accepts; but pray’d, 





To keep it better than the fir he made, ” 


Thus fair they parted till the morrow’s dawn, 
For cach had Jgid bis plighted faith to pawn, - 
: Py 


avet 
@h Love! thon fernly dof thy power maintain, 
And wit not beat a rival in thy reign, f 
yrate and thou all fellowfhip. difdain. 
‘This was in Arcite prov'd, and Palamon ; 
Both in defpair, yet each-woutd love alone. 
_Atcite xeturn’d, and, as in honour ty’d, 
“His foe with bedding and with food fupply’d; 
Then, c’er the day, two {uits of armour fought, 


“Which borne before bim on his-fteed he brought :: 


Both were of thising fteel, and wrought fo 

ure; 

As might the ftrokes. of two fuch arms endure. 
Now, at the time, and in th’ appointed place, 
‘The challenger and challeng’d, face to face, 
Approach; each other: from afar they knew, 
Aad frotiy afar their hatred chang’d their hue. 

So ftands te Thracian herdfman with his fpear, 
Full in the gap, and kopes-the hunted bear, 
And hears hinr-refling in the wood, and fees 
His courfe at diftanee by the bending trees; 
. dnd thinks, here comes my mortal enemy, 
* And elther he muft fall in fight, or: 1: 
* "This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart ; 
*. & generous chilnefs feizes every part: 
! ‘The veins pour back the blood amd fortify the 
v heart. : 
Thus pale they. meet; their eyes with. fury 
burns. 
None greets; for none the greeting will return : 
But in dim furlinefs, each arm'd-with care 
his foe profeft, as brother of the war: 
‘Then both, no moment loft, at once advance 
Again each otiter; arnr'd with fword and lance : 
"They lath, they foin, they pals, they ftrive to bore 
‘Their corflets, and the thinne(t parts explore. 
‘Thus two long hours in equal arms they ftood, 
And wounded, wound ; till both were bath’d in 
blood:;. 
And not a foot of ground had either got, 
As if the world depended on the {pot. 
Fell Arcite like an angry tiger far'd. 
And like alion Palamon appear’d : 
@r as two boars whom love to battle draws, 
With rifing briftles, and with frothy jaws, 
Their adverfe breafts with tuiks obliqae they 
 weund ; 
With grants and groans the foreft rings around, 
So fought the knights, and fighting mutt abide, 
Till Pate an umpire fends their differcuce to decide. 
"Phe power that miniflers to God’s decrees, 
And executes on earth what heaven forefees, 
Call’d Providence, or Chance, or Fatal Sway, 
Gomes with refiftlefs force, and finds or makes 
her way. 
Nor kings, nor. nations, norunited power, 
Ox moment can retard th’ appointed hour, 
And fome one day; fome wondrous chance appears, 
‘Which happen’d net in centuries of years : 
For (ure, whate’ér we mortals hate, or love, 
©r hepe, or fear, depends-on powers above ; 
‘They move our a@ppetites to good or ill, 
And by forefight neceffitate the will. 
Tn Thefens this appears; whofe youthful joy 
“Was beats. of chace in forefis-to deftroy, 
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Forfook his éafy conch at early day, 
And to the wood and wilds purfued his way. 
Befide him rude Hippolita the queen, 
‘And.Emily attir’d in Lively green, 
With horns, and hounds; and all the tuneful cr7, 
To hunt a royal hart within the covert nigh.: 
And ashe follow’d Mars before, fo now 
He ferves the goddefs of the fiver bow. 
"The way that Thefeus took was to the wood 
Where the two knights in crue] battle ftood : 
‘The lawn on which titey fought, th’ appointed: 
place 

In which th’ uncoupled hounds began the chace, 
ThitKer forth-right he rode to ronfe the prey, 
‘That fhaded by the fern in harbour lay:; 
And,thence diflodg d, wasavent to leave the wood, 
For open fields, and crofs the cryttal flood. 
Appréach’d, and looking underneath the fun, 
He faw proad Arcite,.and fierce Palamon, 
In mortal battle doubling blow on blow, 
Like lightening flam’d their fanichions to and fro, 
And thot a dreadful gleam; fo ftrong they ftrook, 
There feem’d lels force requir’d to fell an oak: 
He gaz'd with wonder on thcir equal might,” 
Look’d eager on, but knew not cither knight + 
Refolw'd to learn, he fpurr’d: his fiery teed 
With goring rowcls to provoke his fpeed. 
‘The minute ended that began the race, 
So foon he was betwixt them on the place 5 
And with his (werd unfheath’d, on pain of life 
Commands both combatants to ceafe their ftrife : 
‘Then with imperious tone purines his threat 5 
What are you.? why in arms together met? 
How dares your pride prefuine againit my laws, 
As in-a Jifted field to fight your. caufe ? 
Unmatk'd the royal grant; no marfhal by, 
As knightly require; nor judge to try? 
‘Then Palenon, with fearce recover’d breath, 
Thus hakty {poke: We both deverve the death,. 
Andbeth would die; for look the world:arpund, 
& pair fo wretched is not to be found, = * 
Our lile’s a load; encumber'd with the charge,. 
We long to fet th’ imprifon’d fou) at large. 
Now, as thou art a fovereign judce, decree 
The rightful doam of death to hin and me, 
Let ‘neither find thy grace; for-grace is crucliy, 
Me firft, O kill me firit, and cure my woe; 

the fword of jafice on my foe: 
rit; for when his name is ¥ 
He foremoft will receive his due re: 
Arcite of "Vhebesishe; thy mortal foe: 
On whom thy grace did liberty beftows 
But dirt contracted, that if ever found. 
By day or night upon th’ Athenian ground, 
His head fhould pay the forfeit ; fee return’d 
The perjur’d knight, his oath and honour fcorn’d, 
For this is he, who, with a borrow'd name 
And proffer'd fervice, to thy palace came, 
Now call’d Philoftratus : retain’d by thee, ? 
A traitor trufted, znd in high degree, c 
Afpiring to the bed of .beauteous Emily, > 
My part remains; from Thebes my birth I own,. 
And call myfelf th’ unhappy Pslemon, 


‘This gentle knight, infpir’d by jolly Afay, 
























Pook IT, 


Think me not like that mau ; fince no difgrace 
“sC2n force me to renounce the honour of my race. 
« Know me for what lam: I broke my chain, 

Nor promis’d I thy prifoner to remain; i 

‘The live of liberty with life is given, © 

And life itfelf th’ inferior gift of Heaven. 

‘Thus without crime I fled ; but farther know, - y 
* ¥ with this Arcite am thy mertal foe ; 7 

‘Then give me death, fince J thy life perfue; 

For fafeguard of thyfelf, death is my due. 

More wouldft thou know ? I love bright Emily, 

And for her fake and in her fight will die; 

But kill my rival too; for he no lefs 2? 

Delerves ; and I thy righteous doem will blefs, 

Affr'd that what I lofe, he never fhall poffefs, § 

‘fo this reply’d the ftern Atheuian prince, 

And fourly fmil’d, In owning your offence, 

You judge yourfelf ; and I but keep record 

in place of law, while you pronounce the word. 

‘Take your defert, the death you have decreed ; 

3 feal your doom, and ratify the deed: 

By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die. 

We faid; dumb forrow feiz'd the ftanders-by. 

‘The queen above the reft, by nature good, ° 

{The pattern form'd of perfet womanhood ) 

¥or tender pity wept : when fhe hegan, 

‘Through the bright quire th’ infectious virtue ran, 

All dropt their tears, ev’n the contended maid : 

And thus among themfelves they foftly faid ; 

‘What cyes:can fuffer this unworthy fight! 

“Two youths of royal blood, renown'd ia fight, 

‘The matterthip of heaven in face and mind, ** 

And lovers, far beyond their faithlefs kind :+ 

Gee their wide ftreaming wounds; they neither 

came 

For pride of empire, nor defire of fame: 

Kingy fight for kingdoms, madmen for applaufe: 

But love for love alone; that crowns the lover's 
caufe, 

‘Thisthought, which ever bribes the beauteous kind, 

Such pity wrought in every lady's mind, 

‘They left their fteeds, and proftrate on the place, 

From the fierce king, implor’d th’ offenders 

grace, : 

He paus'd a while, food filect in his mood 
(For yet his rage was boiling in his blood) ; 
But foon his tender mind th” impreffion felt, 
(As foltet metals are not flow, to melt 
And pity foone runs in fofteit minds): 
“Then reafois with himfelf; and firft he finds 
His paflion caft a mift before his fenfe, 

And either made, or magnify’d th’ offence. 
Offence! Of what? to whom? who judy’d the 

: caufe? 
The prifoner freed himfelf by nature’s laws + 
Born free, he fought his right: the map he feeed 
Was perjur’d, but his love excus’d the deed : 
"FIM pondsring, he look'd-under with his eyes, 
And faw the women’s tears, and heard their cries; 
Which mov'd compaffion more, he thook his head, 
And fofdy fighing to hinifelf he faid : 

Curfe on th’ unpacdoning prince, whom tears 

can draw 

Te no temorg; who rules by ons law; 
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And deaf to prayers, by no fubmiffion bow’ 
Rends all alike ; the penitent, and prond : 
At this, with look ferene, he rais’d his head; 
‘Reafon refum’d her place, and paffion Hed; 
Then thus aloud he fpcke : The powor of love, 
In earth, and feas, and air, and heaven above, 


_Rules, unrefifted, with an awful nod 5 


By daily miracles declar’d a: @od : 

He blint the wife, gives eyc-fight to the blinds 

And moulds and ftampa anew the lover's mind. 

Behold that Arcite and this Palamon, * 

Freed from my fetters, and in fafety gone, 

What hinder’d either in their native foil 

At cafe to reap the harveft of their toil ; 

‘Bur Love, their lord, did otherwife ordain, 

And brought them in their own delpite again, 

To Suffer death deferv'ds fo well they know, - 

‘Tis in my power, and I their deadly foe; * 

The proverb holds, that to be wife and love, 

As hardly granted ta the Gods above. 

See how the madmen bleed: behold the gains 

With which their matter, Love, rewards their 

For feven long years, on duty every day, [pains; 

Lo their obedience, and their monarch’s pay: 

Yet, as in duty bound, they ferve him on; 

And,-afk the fools, they think it wifely done; 

Nor eafe, nor wealth, nor life itfelf regard, _ 

For ‘tis their maxim, Love isdove's reward. 

This is not all; the fair for whom they ftrove - 

Nor knew before, nor could fufpect their love, 

Nor thought, when fhe beheld the fight from far, . 

Her beauty was ch” occafion of the war, 

But fure a.general doom on man is patt, 

And all are fools and lovers, firft or lait: 

This both by others and myfelf1 know, —, 

For f have ferv'd their fovereign long ago ; 

Oft have been caught within the winding train 

Of female fnares, and felt the Jover’s pain, 

And-learn’d how far the Ged:can human hearts 
conftrain, 

To this remembrance, and the prayers of thofe 

Who for th’ offending warriors interpofe, 

1 give their forfcit lives; on this accord, 

To dome homage as their fovereign lords 

And as my vaffals, to their utmoft might, 

Allift my perfon, and affert my right, : 

This freely fworn, the knights their grace ob- 
aain'd. 7 . 

Then thus the king his fecret thoughts erplain’d; 

If wealth, or honour, or a royal race, ‘s 

Or each, or all, may win a lady’s grace, 

Then either of you knights may well deferve 

A princels horn; and fuch is the you Serves, 

For Emily is fifter to the crown, 

And bue too wel! to both her beauty known? 

Bat fhould you combat till you both were deady, 

‘Two lovers cannot fhare a fingle bed: 


.| As therefore bozh are equal in degree, * 


‘The los of both be left to deftiny. 
Now hear th’ award, and happy may it prove 
‘To her, and him who beft deferves her love ?: 
Depart from hence in peace, and free as air, 
Search the wide world, and where you pleafé 
regair 5, : : 
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But i the dag when this returning fun 
"To the fame point through every fign has run, 
‘Then each of you bis hundred knights fhall bring, 
Tn royal lifts, to fight before the king; : 

id then the knight, whom fate or happy chance 

. Shall with his friends to vidtory advance, 

And grace his arms fo far inequal fight, 
‘From out the bars to force his oppolite, 

Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain, 
"The prize of valour and of love fhall gain ; 
‘The vanquith'd party thall their claim relea(e, 
And the long jars conclude in lafting peace. 

*'The charge be mine t’ adorn the chofen ground, 

* The theatre of war, for champions fo renown’d ; 
Aad take the patron's place of either knight, 
‘With cyes impartial to behold the fight; 

And heaven of me fo judge as I fhall judge 
aright. 

¥f both are fati-fied with this accord, 

Swear by the laws of knighthood on my fword. 

‘Who now but Palamon exufts with joy ? 

_ And ravith’d Arcite feems to touch the fky : 
‘The Whole affembled troop was pleas’d as well, 
Extol th’ award, and on their knees they fell 
To plefs the gracious king. The kuights with 

cleave [ceive ; 
Departing from the place, his laft commands re- 
On Emily with equal ardour look, 
And from her eyes their infpiration took. 
From thence to Thebes’ old walls purfue their way, 
Each to provide his champions for the day 

Tt might be deem’d on our hiftorian’s part, 
Or tow much negligence, or want of art, 
Hf he forgot the vaft magnificence 
Of royal 'Thefeus, and his large expence, 
firkt inclos'd for lifts a leve! ground, 

whole circumference a mile around; 
The form was.circular ; and all without 

“A trench was funk, to moat the place about. 

‘Within an amphitheatre appear'd, 

Rais’'d in degrees; to-fixty pases rcar’d : 

‘That when a man was plac’d in one degree, 

Height was allow’d for him above to fee. 
Eaftward was built a gate of marble white ; 

The like adorn’d the weftern oppofite, 

A nobler obje@ than this fabric was, 

Rome hever faw ; nor of fo vaft a fpace: 

For, rich with {poils of many a conquer’d land, 

Adl arts and artifts Thefeus could command ; 

Who fold for hire, or wrought for better fame; 

The mafter-painters and the carvers came, 

So rofe within the compals of the year 

‘An age’s work, a glorious theatre. 

‘Then o’er its eaftern gate was raiy’d aboye 

A temple, facred to the queen of love; 

‘An altar flood below: on cither hand {wand. 
A prieft with rofes crown’d, who held a myrtle 
‘The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos’d, 

And on thenorth a turret was inclos’d, 

‘Within the wall of alabafter white, 

Atid crimfon coral for the queen of night, 

Who takes in fylvan fports her chafte delight. 
Within thefe oratories might you fee 

Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery ¢ 
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Where évery figure to the fe expreft 

‘The godhead’s power to whom it was addref'd,. 

In Venus’ temple on the fides were feen = 

‘The broken fumbers of enamour’d mén, 

Prayers that even Spoke, and pity feem'd to call, 

And iffuing fighs that fmok'd along the wall. 

Complaints, and hot defires, the lover's hell, 

And fealding tears that wore a channel where 
they fell : 

And all around were nuptial bunds, the ties, 

Of love's affurance, and a train of lies, , 

That, made in Iuft, conclude in perjuries. 

Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luzury, 

And ipritely hope, and fhortecnduring joy ; 

And forceries to raife th’ infernal powers, 

And figils fram’d in planetary houss : 

Expence, and after-thought, and idle care, 

And doubts of motely hue, and dark defpair ; 

Sufpicions, and fantaftical furmife, 

And jealonfy fulfus’d, with jaundice in her eyes, 

Difcolouring all fhe view'd, in tawny drels’d; 

Down-look'd. and with a cuckow on her fift. 

Oppos’d to her, on t’ other fide advance 

The coiily feaft, the carol, and the dance, 

Minftrels, and mufic, poetry, and play, 

dnd balls by night, and tournaments by day. 

Ali thefe were painted on the wail, aud aore ¢ 

With ads and monuments of times before : 

And others added by prophetic doom, 

And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come + 

For there th’ Idalian mount, and Citheron, 

“The court ef Venus was in colours drawn ¢ 

Before the palace gate, in carelefs drefs, 

snd Joofe array, fat portrefs Idlenefs: 

Vhere, by the fount, Narciffs pin’d alone; : 





There Samfon was, with wifer Solomon, 

And all the mighty names by Love undone. 

Medea’s charins were there, Circean feafts, 

With bowls that turn’d enamour’d youths to 
beatts, 

Heremight be feen, that beauty, wealth, and wit, 

And prowefs, to the power of love fubmit : 

‘Lhe tpreading fare tor all mankind is laid ; 

And lovers all betray, and are betray’d. 

The Goddeis’ felf fome noble hand had wronghe 5 

Smiling the fcem’d, and full of pleafing thought : 

Krom occan as fhe firft hegan to rife, 

And fmooth’d the ruffled feas and clear'd the 
ikies; 

She trod the brine all bare below the breaft, 

And the green waves but ill couceal'd the reft 5 

A lute the held, and on her head was feen 

A wreath of rofes red, and myrtles green 5 

Her turtles fann’d the buxom air above 5 

And, by his mother, flood an infant Love, 

With wings unfledg’d; his eyes were banded 
o'er; 

His handsa bow, his back a quiver bore, 

Supply’d with arrows bright and keen, a dead- 
ly ftore. 

But in the dome cf mighty Mars the red 

With different figures all the fides were fpread , 

‘Fhis temple, lefs ia form, with equal grace, 

Was imitetive of the fir in Thrace: 

6 
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For that eold region was the lov’d abode, 

As@Jovercign manfion of the warrior god. 

‘The landfcape was a foreft wide and bare; 

Whiére neither beaft, nor human kind repair; 

The fowl, that fcent afar, the borders fly, : 

And fhon the bitter blafl, and wheel about the 
fky, 

A cake of feu, lies baking on the ground, 

And prickly ftubs, inftead of trees, are found ; 

Or woods with knots and knares deform’d and 

Headle!s the moft, and hideéns to behold : [old : 

A rattling tempeft through the branches went, 

‘That ftripp'd them bare, and one fole way they 
bent. 

Heaven froze above, fevere, the clouds congeal, 

And through the cryftal yault appear’d the ftand- 
ing hail, 

Such was the face without 5 a mountain ftood 

‘Threatening from high, and overlook'd the wood: 

Beneath the lowring brow, and on a bent, 

The temple ftood of Mars armipotent : 

The frame of burnith'd feel, that caft a glare 

From far,,and f{eem’d to thaw the freezing air. 

A ftrait long eptry to the temple led, 

Blind with high walls; and horror over head : 

Thence iffu'd {ach a blaft, and hollow roar, 

As threaten’d from the hinge to heave the door ; 

In through that door, a northern light there 
fhune ; 

Twas all it had, for windows there were none, 

‘The gate was adamant; eternal frame ! 

Which, hew’d by Mars himlelf, from Indian 
quarries came, 

“I'he labour of a god; and all along 

‘Yough iron plates were clench'd to make it ftrong. 

A ton about was every pillar there ; 

A polith'd mirror fhone not half fo clear. 

There faw I how the fecret felon wrought 

And treafon labouring in the traitor’s thought 

And midwife Time the ripen’d plot to murder 
brought, 

‘There the red anger dar'd the pallid fear; 

Next ftood hypocrify, with holy leer ; 

Soft finiling, and denurely looking down, 

But hid the dagger underneath the gown : 

‘Th’ affaflinating wife, the houfehold fiend ; 

And far the blackeft there, the traitor-friend. 

Ont’ other fide there ftood deftru@tion bare; 

Unpunith’d rapine, and a walte of war. 

Conteft, with tharpen’d knives, in cloifters drawn, 

And all with blood befpread the holy lawn. 

oud menaces were heard, and foul difgrace, 

And bawling infamy, in language bale ; 

‘Till fenfe was loft in fuund, and filence fled the 
place. 

The flayer of himfelf yet faw | there, 

‘The gore congeal’d was clotted in his hair : 

With eyes half clos’d, and gaping mouth he lay, 

And grim, as when he breath’d his fullen foul 
away. 

In midi of all the dome, misfortune fate, 

And gloomy difcontent, and fell debate, 

And madnefs laughing in his ireful mood ; 

And arm’d complaint on theft ; and cries of blood, 
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ast 
‘There was the murder’d corpfe, in. covert laid, 
And violent death in thoufand thapes difplay'’d 
Fhe city to the foldier’s rage TeGge’d cad ae 
Succefslefs wars, and poverty behind > 
Ships burnt in fight, or forc’d on rocky fhoreny. 
And the rath hunter ftrangled by the hears : 
The new-born babe by nurfes overlaid ; : 
And the cook caught within the raging fire be 
All ills of Mars’s nature, flame and {ted ;’ ‘[rgadey 
The gafping charioteer, beneath the wheel.’ 
Of bis own car; the ruin'd boufe that fala: 
And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls; 
The whole divifion that to Mars pertains, 
All trades of death that deal in feel for gains, 
Were there, the butcher, armouter, and {mith, 
Who forges fharpen'd faulchions, or the fcythe. 
The fearlet conga on a tower was plac’d, * 
With fhouta, and foldiers acclamations grac'd : 
A pointed fword hung threatening o'er his head. 
Suftain’d but by a flendes twine of thread, ~ 
There faw I Mare’s ides, the capitol, 
The fer in vain foretelling Czfar’s fall; 
The laft criumvirs, and the wars they move, 
And Antony, who loft the world for love. 
Thefe, and a thoufand more, the fane adorn; 
Their fates were painted e’er the men were born, 
All copicd from the heavens, and ruling force 
Of the red ftar, in his revolving courfe, 
The form of Mars high on achariot ftood, 
All fheath’d in arms, and gruffly look’d the God &:.. 
Two geomantic figures were difplay’d Q 
Above his head, a ‘warrior and a maid; " 
One when dire@, and one when retrograde. 
‘Tir'd with deformities of death, I haite 
To the third temple of Diana chafte, 
A fylvan {cene with various greens was drawn, 
Shades on the fides, and on the midft a iawn: 
The filver Cynthia, with her nymphs around, 
Purfu’d the flying deer, the woods with horns 
refound : 
Califto there ftood manifeft of fhame, 
And, turn’d a bear, the northern ftar became ; 
Her fon was next, and by peculiar grace 
Ta the cold circle held thefecond place: 
The ftag Afteon in the ftream had fpy’d 
The naked buntrefs, and, for feeing dy'd : 
His hounds, unknowing of his change, purfue, 
‘The chate, and their miftaken matter flew. 
Pencian Daphne too was there to fee, 
Apollo's love before, and now his tree : 
Th’ adjoining fane th’ affembled Greeks exprefe'd 
And hunting of the Caledonian beaft. S 
Ocnides’ valour, and his envy’d prize; 
The fatal power of Atalanta’s eyes; 
Diana’s vengeance on the victor thewn, 
The murdrefs mother ; and confuming fon ; 
The Volfcian queen extended on the plain ; 
‘The treafon punith’d, and the traitor flain. 
The reft were various huntings, well defign’d, 
And favage beatts deftroy'd, of every kind, 
The graceful goddefs was array'd in ‘green ; 
About her feet were litule beagles feen, — 
‘Lhat watch’d with upward eyes the motions of. 
their queen, v4 
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Her legs were bukin'd, and the left before; Aibam’d and angry that his art could feign 
In aff to fhoot; a filver bow fhe bore, ¢ And mend the tortures of 4 mother’s pain. 
And at her back a painted quiver wore. Thefeus beheld the fanes of every God, 
She trod a wexing moon, that foon would wane, [| And thought his mighty coft was well kefto 








And drinking borrow’d light, be fill’d again : So princes now their poets fhould regard ; 
‘With downcaft eyes, as feeming to furvey But few can write, and fewer can reward. 
The dark dominions, her alternate fway. ‘The theatre thus rais’d, the lifts inclos’d, 

» Befare her ftood a woman in her throes, And all with vaft magnificence difpos’d, 

«And call'é Lucina’s aid, her burden to dilclofe. We leave the nionarch pleas’d, and hafte to bring 
All the painter drew with fuch command, The knights to combat, and their arms to fing. 
‘Shor Nature fpatgh'd the pencil from his hand, 
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Tue day approach'd when Fortune fhould decide 


‘Th’ important enterprize, and give the bride; 
For now, the rivals round the world had foughi 
And each his rival, well appointed, brought, 
‘The nations, far and near, contend in choice, 
And fend the flower of war by public voice ; 
‘Yhat after, er before, were never known 

Such chiefs, as each an army feem'd alone : 
Befide the champions: all of high degree, 
Who knighthood lov’d, and deeds of chivalry, 
‘Throng’d to the lifts, and envy’d to behold 
‘The names of others, not their own, enroll’d. 
Nor feems it ftrange; for every noble knight 
‘Who loves the fair, and is endu’d with might, 
4n fach a quarrel would be proud to fight. 
‘There breathes not fcarce a man on Britith grou: 
€An iffe for love and arms of old renown’d) 
But would have fold his life to purchafe fame, 
To Palamon or Arcite fent his name : 

And had the land felected of the beft, 


Half had come hence, and let the world provide 


the reft, 


it, 


i 


ind 


A hundred knights with Palamon there came, 

Approv’d in fight, and men of mighty name ; 

Their arms were feveral, as their nations were, 

But furnith’d all alike with fword and fpear, 

Some wore coat armour, imitating fcale; 

And next their fins were ftubborn’ fhirts of 
mail, 

Some wore a breaft-plate and a light juppon, ~ 

‘Their horfes cloth’d with rich caparifon : 

Some fer defence would leathern bucklers ufe, 

OF folded hides; and other shields of pruce, 

One hung a pole-axe at his faddle-bow, 

And one a heavy mace to fhun the foe 3 

One for his legs and knees provided well, 

With jambeux arm’d, and double plates of fee) : 

This on his helmet wore a lady’s glove, 

And that a fleeve embroider'd by his love, 

With Palamon above the reft in place, 

Lycurgus came, the furly king of Thrace ; ¢ 

Black was his beard, aud manly was his face ; 

The balls of his broad eyes roll’d in his head, 

And glar’d betwixt a yellow and a red: 


Ose 


" He look'd a lion with a gloomy ftare, 
And o’er his eye-brows hung his matted hair : 


Big-bon'd, and large of limbs, with finews ftrong, 
Broad-fhoulder’d, and his arms were round and 


tong. 
“Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian ufe of old) 
‘Were yok'd to draw his car of burnifh’d gold. 
Upright he ftood, and bore aloft his thield, 
Confpicuous from afar, and overlook’d the field. 
His furcoat was a bear-fkin on his back ; 
His hair hung long behind, and gloffy raven black. 
His ample forehead bore a coronet 
With fparkling diamonds and with rubies fet + 
Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, fnowy fair, 
And tall as flags, ran loofe, and cours’d around 

his chair, bear: 
A match for pards in flight,in grappling for the. 


With golden muzzies ail their mouths were bound, 


And collars of the fame their necks {urround, 

‘Thus through the fields Lycurgus took his way 5 

His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud 
array. 

‘To match this monarch, with ftrong Arcite came 

Emetrius king of Inde, a mighty name, 

On a bay courfer, goodly to behold [geld. 


‘The trappings of his horfe adoro’d with harbarous |° 


Not Mars beftrode a fteed with greater grace ; 

His furcoat o’er his arms was cloth of Thrace, 

Adorn’d with pearls, all orient, round, and great; 

Hig faddle was of gold, with emerald fet. 

His shoulders farge a mantle did attire, 

With rubies thick, and fparkling as the fire : 

His amber-colour’d locks in ringlets run, —_[fun, 

With graceful negligence, and fhone againft the 

His nofe was aquiline, his eyes were blue, 

Ruddy his lips, aud frefh and fair his hue : 

Some fprinkled freckles on his face were feen, | 

‘Whofe dutk fet off the whitenefs of the fein; |. 

Hisawful prefence did the crowd furprize, 

Nor durft the rath fpectator mect his eyes, 

Eyes that corfefs’d him born for kingly fway, 

So fierce, they flath’d intolerable day. 

‘His age in nature’s youthful prime appear’d, 

And jut began to bloom his yellow beard. 

‘Wheue'er he {poke, his voice was heard around, 

Loud as a trnmpet, with a filver found, 

A laurel wreath’d his temples, frefh and green ; 

And myrtle {prigs, the marks of love, were mix’d 

between, 
Upon his filt he bore, for his delight, 
An eagle well reclaim’d, and lily white. 
His hundred knights attend him to the war. 

All arm’d for battle; fave their heads were bare. 
Words and devices blaz'd on every thield, 

And pleafing was the terrar of the field. 

For kings, and dukes,and barons, you might fee, 

Like fparkling ftars, though different in dere, 

All for th’ increafe of arms,and love of chivalry. 

Before the king tame leopards led the way, 

And troops of lions innocently play. 

So Bacchus through the conquer’d Endies rode, - 

And beafts in. gambols frifk’d before the honeft 


god. 
In this’ array the war of qither fide +f 
‘Through Athens pafs’d with military pride. 
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At prime, they enter'd on the Sunday morn ; 

Rich tapeftry fpread the ftreets, and flowers the 
potts adorn. : ee 

‘The town was all a jubilee of feafts; 

Se Thefeus will'd, in honour of his guefls; 

Himéelf with open arms the king embrac’d, 

Then all the reft in their degrees were grac'd. 

No harbinger was needful for a night, 

For every houfe was proud to lodge a knight, 

I pais the royal trear, nor muft relate 

The ails beftow’d, nor how the champions 
ate ¢ 

Who firft, or laft, or how the knights addrefs'd 

Their vows, or who was fairefl at the feait ; 

Whole voice, whofe graceful dance did molt fur- 
prife ; 

Soft amorous fighs, and filent love of eyes, 

The rivals call my Mufe ancther way, 

‘To fing their vigils for th’ enfuing day. 

Twas ebbing darknefe, patt the noon of night : 

And_phofpher, on the confines of the light, * 

Promis’d the fun, e'er day began to fprinig 3 

The tuneful Jark already ftretch’d her wing, 

And, flickering on her neil, made thori eflays 
ta ng. rs 

‘When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 

Took, to the royal lifts, his carly way, 

To Venus at her fane, in her owt houte, to 
pray. 

There, falling on his knees before her fhrine, © 

He thus implord with prayers her power divine. 

Creator Venus, genial power of love, 2 

The bhifs of men beiow, and Gods above} 

Beneath the fi'ding fun thou runn’ft thy race, 

Doft faireft thine, and belt become thy place, 

For thee the winds their caftern blafts forbear, 

Thy month reveals the fpring, and opens ail the 
year. 

Thee, Goddefs, thee the forms of winter fly, 

Earth {miles with flowers renewing, laughs the 
iky, {apply. 

And birds to lays of love their" tinefel notes) 

For thee the lion leaths the tafte of blood, 

And roaring hunts his female through the wood > ‘ 

For thee the bulls rebellow through the groves, 

And tempt the fiream, and fouff their ablent 
loves. 

"Tis thine, whate’er is pleafant, good, or fair : 

All nature is thy province, life thy care + 

Thon mad’ft the world, and doft the world 





repair. 
‘Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 
Increale of Jove, companion of the fun; 
If e’er Adonis touch’d thy tender heart, 
Have pity, Goddefs, for thou know’ft the fmart. 
Alas! I have not words to tell my gricf; 
To vent my ferrow, would be fome relief ; 
Light fufferings give us leifure to complain ; 
We groan, but cannot fpeak, in greater pain, ~ 
O Goddefs, tell thyfelf what I would fay, 
Thou know’ft it, and I feel too much to pray. 
So grant my fuit, as ¥ enforce my might; 
In Jove to be thy champion, and thy knight ; 
A fervant to thy fex,a flave to thee, * 


A foe profeft to barren chaftity. 
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Nor afk 1 fame or honour of the field, 

or choofe { more to vanquifh than to yield 
Jn my divine Emilia make me bleft, 
Let fate, or partial chance, difpofe the reft : 
Find thon the manner, and the means prepare; 
Poffeffion, more than conqueft, is my care. 
Mars is the warrior’s god; in him it lies, 
On whom he favours to confer the prize; 
With fmiling afpe@ you ferenely move 
¥n.your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love, 
The fates but only fpin the coarfer clue, 
“Fhe fineft of the wool is left for you. 
Spare me but one fmail portion of the twine, 
And let the fifters cut below your line ; 
"The reft among the rubbith may they fweep, 
Or add it to the yarn‘of fome old mifer’s heap. 
Bat, if you this ambitious prayer deny, 
(A with, E grant, beyond mortaliy,) 
‘Then let me fink beneath proud Arcite’s arms, 
And, I once dead, fet him poffefs her charms. 
‘Thus ended he; then, with obfervance due, 
The facred incenfe on her altar threw : 
The curling {moke mounts heavy from the fires; 


" At length it catches flame, atid in a blaze expires; 


At once the gracious Goddefs gave the fign, 
Her ftatue fhook, and trembled all the fhrine : 
Pleas’d Palamon the tardy omen took : 

For, fince the flames purfued the trailing fmoke, 
He knew his boon was granted; bu the day 


‘To diftance driven, and joy adjourn’d with long 


delay. 


Now morn with rofy light had ftreak’d the tky. 


Up rofe the fun, and up rofe Emily ; 
Addrefe’d her early fteps to Cynthia’s fane, 
In ftate attended by her maiden train, 
Who bore the vefts that holy rites require, 
Incenfé, and odorous gums, and cover'd fire. 


‘The plenteous horns with pleafant mad they 


crown, 


Nor wanted aught befides in honour of the moon. 
Now while the temple fimoak’d with hallow’d 


Ream, 
‘They wath the virgin in a living ftream ; 
‘The fecret ceremonies I conceal, 
Uncouth, perhaps unlawtul, to reveal : 
But fuch they were as Pagan ufe requir’d, 
Perform'd by women when the men retir’d, 
Whofe eyes profane their chafte mytterious rites 
Might turn to Scandal, or obfcenc delights. 
Well-meaners think no harm; but for the reft, 


‘Things facred they pervert, and filence is the beft. 


Her (hining hair, uncomb’d, was loofely {pread, 
AA crown of maftlefs oak adorn’d her head : 
‘When to the fhrine approach’d, the fpotlefs maid 
Had kindling fires on either altar laid 
(The rites were fuch as were obferv'd of old, 
Sy Statius in his Vheban ftory told). 
Then kneeling with her hands acrofs her breat, 
‘Thus lowly the preferr’d her chafte requeft. 

O Goddefs, haunter of the woodland green, 


‘Towhom both heaven and carth and feas are feen; 


Queen of the nether fkies, where half the year 


Thy filver beams defcend, and light the gloomy: 


Sphere; 
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Goddefs of maids, and-confeious of our hearts, 

So keep me frota the vengeance of thy darts, 

Which Niebe’s devoted iffue felt, 

When hiffing through the fies the feather’d deaths 
were dealt; 

As J defire to live a virgin life, 

Nor know the name of mother or of wife, 

Thy votrefs from my tender years I ont, 

And love, like thee, the woods and fyivan gate. 

Like death, thou know’ft, I loath the nopti 
ftate, a 

And man, the tyrant of our fer, T hate, 

A lowly fervant, but a lofty mate : 

Where love is duty on the female fide; 

On their's mere fenfual gu, and foughe with 
furly pride, 

Now by the triple fhape, as thou art feen 

In heaven, earth, hell, and every where a queen, 

Grunt this my firft defire; Jet difcord ceafe, 

And make betwixt the rivals lafting peace : 

Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove 

The flame, and turn it on fome other love : 

Or, if my frowning ftars have fo decreed, 

That one mat be rejeted, one facceed, 

Make him my lord, within whofe faithful breatt 

Is fix'd my image, and who loves me beft, 

Bat, oh! ev'n that avert! I choofe it not, 

But take it asthe leaft unhappy lot. 

A maid I am, and of thy virgin train 3 

Oh, let me ftill that fpotlefe name retain ! 

Frequent the forefts, thy chafte will obey, 

And only make the beafts of chace my prey! 

‘The flames afcend on either altar clear, 


se 


While thus the blamelefe maid addrefs'd her 


rayer. 
When ie! the burning fire thee thene fo bright, 
Flew off, all fadden, with extinguith’d light, 
And left one altar dark, a little fpace; 
Which turn’d felf-kiadled, and renew’d the blaze; 
The other vitor-flame a moment ftood, 
Then fell, and Lifelefs left th’ extinguith’d wood; 
For ever loft, th’ irrevocable light 
Forfook the blackening coals, and funk to night + 
At either end it whiftled as it flew, 
And as the brands were green, fo dropp’d the 

dew; 

Infected as it fell with fweat of fanguine hue, 
The maid from that ill omen turn'd her eyes, 
And with loud fhrieks and clamours rent the thies, 

Nor knew what fignify'd the boding fign, 
Buz found the powers difpleas'’d, and fear’d the 
wrath divine. 
Then Shook the facred fhrine, and fadden light 
Sprung throngh the vaulted roof, and made the 
temple bright. 
The power, behold! the power in glory fhone, 
By her bent bow and her keen arrows known ; 


The reft, a huntrefs iffaing from the weod, 


Reclining on her cornel fpear the flood. 


Then gracious thus began = Difmifs thy fear, 
And Heaven’s unchang'd decrees attentive hear 


More powerful Gods have torn thee from my 


fide, 
Unwilling to refign, and doem'd a bride + 
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“The two contending knights are weigh’d above: 

‘One Mars protects, and one: the Queen of Love : 

But which the man, is in the Thunderer’s breaft ; 

“This he prononne’d, *tis he who loves thee bett. 

‘The fire that once extiné& reviv’d again, 

Forefhews the love allotted.to remain : 

Farewell! the faid, and vanifh’d from the place ; 

‘The fheaf of arrows thook, and rattled in the cafe. 

Aghatt at this, the royal virgin ®ood, 

Dilclaim’d, and now no more a fifter of the 
wood : 

But to the parting Goddefs thus fhe pray’d ; 

Propitious Mill be prefent to my aid, t 

Nor quite abandon your once favour’d maid. 

“Then fighing the return’d ; but {mil’d betwixt, 

With hopes and fears, and joys with forrows mixt. 

‘The next returniug planetary hour 

‘Of Mars, who thar’d the heptarchy of power, 

His fteps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 

‘T”'adore with Pagan rites the power armipotent ; 

‘Then proftrate, low before his altar lay, 

And rais'd his manly voice, and thus began to 
pray: 

Strong God of Arms, whofe iron fceptre fways 

‘The freezing North, and Hyperborean feas, 

And Scythian colds, and Thracia’s winter coaft, 

‘Where dtand thy feeds, and thou ast honour'd 
moft: P » 

‘There moft ; but every where thy power is known, 

‘The fortune.of the fight is all thy own : 

“fesror is thine, and wild amazement, flung 

From out thy chariot, withers ev'n the ftrong : 

And difarray and fhameful rout enfue, 

And force is added to the fainting crew. 

Acknowledg’d as thou.art, accept my prayer, 

Mf aught I have atchiew’d deferve thy care: 

Gf to my utmoft powaf wish, fword and fhield 

4 dar'd the death, unkvowing how to yield, ‘ 

And, falling in my rank, ftill kept the field : 

‘Then let my arms prevail, by thee fuflain'd, 

‘That Smily by congneft may be gain’d. 

Fave pity on my pains; nor thofe unknown 

‘Yo Mars, which, when a lover, were his own. 

‘Venus, the public eare of all above, 

‘Thy flubborn heart has foftned inte love : 

Now by her blandifhments and powerful charms, 

‘When yielded fhe lay curling in thy arms, 

Ev’n by thy fhame, if fhame it may be call’d, 

‘When Vulcan bad thee in his nee inthrall’d ; 

O envy’d ignominy, {weet difgrace, 

‘When every God that faw thee with’d thy placc! 

By thofe dear pleafures, aid my arms in fight, 

Ant make me conquer in my patron’s right : 

For I am young, a novice in the trade, 

‘The foot of love, unpradtis’d to parfuade : 

And want the foothing arts thar catch the fair, 

But, caught myfelf, lie fruggling in the {nare : 

And the I love, or Jaughs at all my pain, 

Or krows her worth too well; and pays me with 
difdain. 

For fure Tam, unlefs ¥ win in arms, 

To ftand excluded from Emilia’s charms : 

Nor can my flrength avail, unlefs by thee 

Endued by force, I gain the viStery ; 
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Then for the fire which warm’d thy gencroga, 
heart, i ec 
Pity thy fubject’s pains, and equal fmart. 
So be the morrow’s fweat and labour mine, 
The palm and honour of the conqueft thine : 
Then fhall the war, and ftern debate, and firife 
Immortal, be the bufinefs of my life ; 
And in thy fane, the dufty fpoils among, 
High on the burnith’d roof, my banner fhall be , 
hung: 
Rank'd with my champion’s bucklers, and below, - 
With arms revers’d, th’ atchievements of my fae: 
And while thefe limbs the vital fpirit feeds, 
While day to night, and night to day fucceeds, 
Thy fmoking altar fhall be fat with food 
Of incenfe, and the grateful fteam of blood: 
Burnt-offerings morn and evening fhall be thine : 
And fires eternal in thy temple thine. 
‘The buth of yellow beard, this length of hair, 
Which from my bitth javiolate I bear, 
Guiltlefs of feel, and from the razor free, 
Shall fall a plenteous crop, referv’d for thee. 
So may my arms with victory be bleft, 
T afk no more ; let fate difpofe the reft. 
The champion ceas’d; there follow’d in the 
clofe 
A hollow groan: a murmuring wind arofe; 
‘The rings of iron, that on the doors were hung, 
Sent out a jarring found, and harfhly Tung: 
‘Phe bolted gates flew open at the biaft, 
‘The florm rufh’d in, and Arcite ftood aghaft : 
‘Lhe flames were blown afide, yet fhone they 
bright, 
Fann'd by the wind, and gave a rnffled light. 
‘Then from the ground a {cent began to rife, 
Swect-imeiling as accepted facrifice + 
‘This omen pleas'd, and as the flames afpire 
With odorons incenfe Arcite heaps the fire: i 
Nor wanted hymns to Mats, or heathen charms; 
At length the nodding ftatue clath'd his arms, 
Aad with a fullen found and feeble cry, 
Half funk, and half pronanne’d, the werd of 
vidory. : 
For this, with foul devout, he thank’d the God, 
And, of fuccefs fecure, returu’d to his abode.- * 
‘Thefe vows thus granted, rais’d a firife above, 
Betwixt the God of War, and Queen of Love. 
She granting firR, had right of time to plead; 
But he had granted toa, nor would recede. 
Jove was for Venus ; but he fear’d bis wife, 
And feem'd unwilling to decide the ftrife ; 
Till Saturn from his leaden throne arofe, 
And found a way the difference to compofe : 
Though fparing of his grace, to mifchief bent, 
He feldom does a good with good intent. 
Wayward, but wife; by Jong experience tanght, 
‘Vo pleafe both parties, for ill ends, he fought : 
For this advantage age from youth has won, 
As nat to be outridden, though outrun. 
By fortune he was now to Venus trin’d, 
And with ftetn Mars in Capricorn was join’d: 
Of him difpofing in his own abode, 
He footh’d the Goddels, while be gull’d the 
“Ged; 
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Ceafe, daughtes, to complain, and ftint the ftrife; , And polifh’d fee] that caft the view. afide, 


Thy Palamon fhall have his promtis’d wife : 

And Mars, the lord of conqueft, in the fight 

‘With palm and laurel fhall adorn his knight. 

Wide is my courfe, nor turn I to my place, 

"Fill length of time, and move with tardy pace, 

Man feels me, when TI prefs th’ etherial plains, 

My hand is heavy, and the wound remaias, 

"Mine is the fhipwreck, in a watery fign; 

And in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. 

Cold fhivering agues, melancholy. care, 

And bitter blafting winds,.and poifon’d air, 

Axe mine, and wilful death, refulting from de- 
fpair. 7 

The throtling quinféy "tis my ftar appoints, 

And sheamatifme.afcend to rack the joints : 

‘When chorls rebel’againft their native prince, 

T arm their hands, and furnifh che pretence ; 

‘And, houfing in the lion’s hateful ign, 

Bought fenates and deferting troops are mine. 

Mite ig the privy poifoning ; } command 

Unkindly. feafons, and ungrateful: land. 

By me kings’ palaces are puth’d to ground, 

And miners crufh’d beneath their mines are 
found. 

Twas I flew Samfon, when the pillar’d hall: 

Fell down, and crufh’d the many with the fall. 

My looking is the fire of peftilence, 

‘That fweeps at once the people and the prince. 

Now weep no more, but truft thy grandfire’s art, 

Mars hall be pleas’d, aad thou perform thy part, 

Tis ill, though different your complexions are, 

‘The. family of Heaven for men fhouid war. 

‘Ph’ expedient pleas’d, where neither loft his 
right; 

Marshad the day, and Venus had the night. 

‘The management they left to Chronos’ care; 

Now turn we to th’ effeét, and fing the war. 

In Athens all was pleafure, mirth, and play, 
All proper to the fpring, and fprightly May : 
Which every foul infpir’d with fuch delight, 
Twas jefting ‘all the day, and love at night. 
Heaven fmil’d, and gladded was the heart of man ; 
And Venus had the world as when it firft began. 
At length in fleep their bodies they compofe, 
And dreamt the fnture fight, and early rofe. 

Now fcarce the dawning day began to fpring, 
As at-a fignal given, the ftrects with clamours 

ring: 
At once the crowd arofe; confus’d and high 
Ev'n from the heaven was: heard a fhouting 
crys 
Por Mars was early up, and rous'd the fkty. 
"The Gads came downward. to behold the wars, 
Sharpening theic fights, and leaning from their 
ars. 
‘The neighing gf the generous horfe was heard, 
For battle by the bufy groom prepar’d, 
Ruftling of harnefs, rattling of the thield, 
Clattering of armour, farbith’d for the field. 
Crowds to the caftle mounted up the ftreet, 
Battering the pavement with their courfers’ feet : 
‘Fhe greedy fight might there devour the gold 
Of glintering arms, too dazzling to behold : 


And crefted morions, with their plamy pride. 

Knights, with a Jong retinue of their fquiresy. 

In. gaudy liveries march, and quaint attires. 

One lac’d the helm, arother held the lance > 

A third the shining buckler did advance. 

The courfer paw’d the ground: with reftlefs feet, 

And foorting foam’d, and champ*°d the goldem bite. 

"Fhe fmiths and armourers on- pallzeys ride, : 

Files in their hands, and hammers at their fide, &- 

And nails for loofen’d fpears, and thongs for 
thiclds provide. : 

The yeomen guard the ftreets, in feemly: bands 5: 

And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels ia. 
their hands, 

‘The trampets, next the gate, in order plac’d,. 
Attend the fign-to-fourtd the martial blat ; 

‘Fhe palace-yard is fill’d with floating tides, 

And the laf comers bear the former tothe fides. - 
‘The throng is in the midft : the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few; . 

In knots they ftand, or in a rank they. walk,, 
Serious in afpect, earneft im their tall : 

Fattious, and favouring this or t’ other fide, 

As their ftrong fancy or weak reafon guide : 
‘Their wagers back. their withes ; numbers hold” 
With the fair freckled king, and beard.of gold: 

So vigorous are his eyes, fuch rays they caft,. 

So prominent his eagle’s beak is plac’d. 

But moft their looks on theblack monarch bend, - 
His rifing mufeles and his brawn commend; . > 
His double-biting axe and beamy fpear,- ; 
Each afking a gigantic force to rear. toe 
All fpoke as- partial favour mev’d the mind:: 

And, fafe themfelves, at others’ colt divin’d. 

Wak’d by the cries, th’ Athenian chicf-arofe,. 
The knightly forms of combat to difpofe 5 
And pafling threugh th’ obfequious guards,he fate: 
Confpicuous.on a throne, fublime in ftate ; 

There, for the two contending knights he feats 
Atm’d cap-a-pee, with reverenee low they beat. 
He {mil’d on both, and with fuperior look, 
Alike their offer'd adoration took. 
The people prefs on every fide, to fee 
Theirawful prince, and hear his high.decree. 
‘Then figning to their heralds with bis hand, 
"They gave his-orders from their lofty ftand. 
Silence is thrice enjoin’d; then thus aloud 
The king at arms befpeaks the knights and lifter 
ing crowd. 

Our fovereign lord has ponder’d in his.mind 
‘The means to {pare the bloodof gente hind; - 
And of his grace, and inborn clemency, 

He modifies his fitht fevere decree ! 

‘The keener edge of battle to rebate, 

‘The troops for honour fighting, not for hate. 

He wills, not death should terminate theic ftrife; * 
And wounds, if wounds enfae, be fhort of life > 
Bat iffues, e’er the fight, his dread command, 
‘That flings afar, aud poniards hand to hand, 

Be banifh’d from the field ; that none fhall dare 
With thortned {word to ftab in clofer war; 





But in fair combat fight with manly firength, 


| Nor puih.wish biting point, but ficike atlength - 
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The tourney is-allow’d but one career, 

Of the tough ath, with the tharp-grinded f{pear, 

But knights unhors’d may rife from off the plain, 

And fight on foot their honour to regain ; 

Nor, if at mifchief taken, on the ground 

Be flain, but prifoners to the pillar bound, 

At either barrier, plac’d ; nor (captives made} 

Be freed, or arm’d anew the fight invade. 

The chief of cither fide, bereft of life, 

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the ftrife. 

‘Thus deoms the lord: now valiant knights and 

young 

Fight each his €1l with fwords and maces long. 
The herald.ends : the vaulted firmument 

‘With loud acclaims and vaft applaufe is rent : 

‘Heaven guard a prince fo gracioux and fo good, 

So juft, and yet fo provident of blood ! 

‘This was the-general cry. The trumpets found, 

Aad warlike fynyphony is heard around. 

The marching troops through Athens take their 


way. 

'The great earl-marfhal orders their array. 

The fair from high the pafling pomp behold { 

A rain of flowers is froma the windows roll'd. 

‘The cafements are with golden tiffue {pread, 

And horfes hoofs, for earth, on filken tapeftry 
tread; 

The king goes midmoft, and the rivals ride 

Tn equal rank, and clofe his either fide 

Next after thefe, there rode the royul wife, 

With Emily, the cause and the reward of ftrife. 

‘The following cavalcade, by three and three, 

Proceed by titles marfhal’d in degree, 

Thus through the fouthern gate they take their 
way, 

And at the lift arriv'd e’er prime of day. 

‘There, parting from the king, the chicfs divide, 

And, wheeling Eaft and Weft, before their many 
ride, 

Th’ Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, 

And after him the queen and Emily : 

Next thefe the kindred of the crown are grac’d 

‘With nearer feats, and lords by ladies plac’d, 

Scaree were they feated, when with clamours loud 

In rufh’d at once a rude promifcuous crowd : 

The guards and then each other overbear, 

A\nd in a moment throng the fpacious theatre. 

Now chang’'d the jarring noife to whilpers low, 

45 winds forfaking feas more foftly blow ; 

‘When at the weftern gate, on which the car 

Is plac'd aloft, that bears the God of war, 

Proud Arcite entering arm’d before his train, 

Stops at the harrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and difplay’d abroad 

The bloody colours of his patron God. 

At that felf-moment enters Palamon 

‘The gate of Venus, and the rifing-fun; _ 

‘Wav’'d by the wanton winds, his banner flies, 

All maiden white, and thares the people's eyes. 

From Eaft to Weft, look ali the world around, 





“fwo troops fo match’d were never to be found ; 
Such bodies built for ftrength, of equal age, 

In ftature fix'd; fo proud an equipage : 

The niceft eye could no diftinétion. make, 
‘Where lay th’ advantage, or what fide to take. 
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‘Thus rang’d, the herald for the laft prociaims, 
A filence, while they anfwer'd to their names: 
For fo the king decreed, to fhun the care, 

The fraud of mufters falfe, the common banc of 
war. 

The tale was juft, and then the gates were clos'd; 

And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppos’d. 

The heralds lait retir’d, and loudly cry'd, 

The fortune of the field be fairly try'd. 

At this, the challenger with fierce defy 
His trumpet founds ; the challeng’d makes reply : 
With clangor rings the ficid, refounds the vauit- 

ed fky. 
Their vizors clos'd, their lances in the reft, 
Or at the helmet pointed, or the creft ; 
‘They vanith from the barrier, Speed the race, 
And {purring fee decreafe the middle fpace. 
A cloud of {moke envelops either hoft, 
And all at once the combatants are loft : 
Darkling they join adverfe, and fhock unfeen, 
Courfers with courfers juftling, men with men 2 
As labouring in eclipfe, a while they flay, 
Till the next blaft of wind reftores the day. 
They look anew : the beauteous form of fight 
Is chang’d, and war appears a grizly fight. 
Two troops in fair array oné moment fhow'd, 
‘The. next, a field with fallen bodies ftrow'd ; 
Not half the number in their feats are found ; 
Bue men and fteeds lie groveling on the ground. 
The points of fpears are ftuck within the fhield, 
The fleeds without their riders feour the field. 
‘The knights unhors’d, on foot revew the fight ; 
The glittering faulchions catt a gleaming light : 
Hauberks and helms are bewd with many 2 
wound: (ground. 
Out {pins the ftreaming blood, and dies the 
The mighty maces with fuch hafte defcend, 
They break the bones, and make the fuiid armour 
bend, 
This thrufts amid the throng with farious force : 
Down goes, at once, the horfeman and the horfe : 
That courfer tumbles on the fallen fteed, 
And floundcring throws the rider o'er his head. 
One rolls along, a foot-ball to his foes ; 
One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 
‘This halting, this difabled with his wound, 
In triumph Jed, is to the pillar hound, 
Where by the king’s award he mutt abide : 
There goes a captive led on t’ other fide. 
By fits they ceafe ; and, Jeaning on the lance, 
‘Take breath a while, and to new fight advance, 

Full oft the rivals met, and neither fpar'd 

His utmoft force, and each forgot to ward. 

The head of this was to the faddle bent, 

The other backward to the crupper fent : 

Both were by turns unhors'd ; the jealous blows 

Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they clofe. 

So deep their faulchions bite, that every ftroke 

Pierc'd to the quick ; and equal wounds they gave 
and took, 

Borne far afunder by the tides of men, 

Like adamant and fteei they meet again. 

So when a tyger fucks the builock’s blood, 

A famifh’d lion iffsing from the wood ¢ 
Roars lordly fierce, and challenges’ the feed. 
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Bach claitha-poffeffion, neither will abey, 
But both their paws are faften’d on the prey; 
"They bite, they tear: and white in vain they ftrive, 
“The fwains come arm’d between, and beth to 
diftance drive. 
At length, as fate foredoom’d, and all things tend 
By courfe of time to their appointed end ; 
Se when the fun to: Weft was far declin’d, 
And beth afrefh in mortal battle join’d, 
‘The ftrong Emetrius came in Arcite’s aid, 
And Palamon with odds was overlaid : 
For, turning short, he truck with all his might 
Full on the helmet of th’ unwary knight. 
Deep was the wound; he ftagger’d with the 
blow, 
And rern'd bim to his unexpected foe; 
Whom with fuch force he ftrack, he fell’d him 
down, 
And cieft the circle of his golden crown. 
Bot Arcite’s men, who now prevail’d in fight, 
‘Twice ten at once {arround the fingle knights 
O’crpower'd, at length, : they force him to the 
ground, 
Unyielded as he was, and to the pillar bound ; 
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 
Who now laments but Palamon, compell’d 
No more to try the fortune of the field! 
And, worfe than death, to view with hateful eyes 
His rival’s conqueft, and renounce the prize! 
‘The royal judge-on his tribunal piac’d, 
‘Who had beheld the fight from firft to laft, 
Bad ceafe the war; pronouncing from on high, 
Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily. 
The found of trumpets to the voice reply’d, 
And round the royal lifts the heralds cry’d, : 
Arcite of Thebes has won the beauteous bride. 
* The-people rend the tkies with vat applaufe; 
Allown the chief, when fortune owns the caufe. 
Arcite is own'd ev'n by the Gods above, 

: And conquering Mars infults the Queen of Love. 
So laugh’d he, when the rightful Titan fail’d, 
And Jove’s ufurping arms in heaven prevail’d. 
Laugh’d all the powers who favour tyraany ; 
And all the ftanding army of the fky. 

But Venus with dejected eyes appears, 

‘And weeping on the lifts diftill’d her tears; 

Her will refus’d, which grieves a woman moft, 

And, in her champion foil’d, the caufe of Love 

is loft. 

‘Till Saturn faid, Fair daughter, now be ftill, 

‘The bluftering fool has fetisfy’d his will ; 

His boon is given; his knight has gain’d the day, 

But lof the prize, th’ arrears are yet to pay. 

‘Thy hour is come, and mine the care fhall be 

To pleafe thy knight, and fet thy promife free. 
Now while the heralds run the lifts around, 

And Arcite, Arcite, heaven and earth refound ; 

A miracle (nor lefs it could be call’d) 

Their joy with unexpected forrow pall’d. 

The victor knight had laid his helm afide, 

Part for hia eafe, the greater part for pride: 

Bare-headed, popularly low he bow’d, 

And paid the falutations of the crowd, 
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‘Well pleas’d, and to their fevcral homes retir’d. 
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Then fpurring at full fpeed, ran endlong of, 
Where Thefeus fate on his imperial throne ; 
Furious he drove, and upward caft his eye, 
Where next the queen was plac’d-his Emily 5 
‘Then paffing to the faddle-bow he bent: — 
A fweet regard the gracious virgin lent 
For women, to the brave an eafy prey, 
Still follow Fortune where fhe leads the way) + 
Juft then, from earth {prung out a flathing fire, 
By Pluto fent, at Saturn’s bad defire : 
‘The ftartling fteed was feia'd with fadden fright, 
And, bounding, o’er the pommel caft the knight; 
Forward he flew, and, pitching on his head, 
He quiver’d with his feet, and lay for dead. 
Black was his countenance in a little fpace, 
For all the blood was gather’d in his face. 
Help was at hat: they rear’d him from the 
ground, 
And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound’ 
‘Then lanc’d a vein, and watch’d returuing breath’; 
Tt came, bat clogg’d with fymptoms of his death, 
The faddie-bow the noble parts had preft, 
All brais’d and mortify’d his manly: breatt. 
Him ftill entranc’d, and in a litter laid, ‘ 
They bore from field, and to his bed ¢onvey’d, 
At length he wak’d, and, with a feeble cry, 
The word he firft pronounc'd was Emily. 
Mean time the king, though inwardly he 
mourn’d, 
In pomp triumphant to the town return'd, 
Attended-by the chicfs who fought the fietd : 
(Now friendly mix’dyand in one troop compel’). - - 
Compos’d his looks to counterfeited cheer, 3 
And bade them not for Arcite’s life to fear. 
But tW@t which gladded ali the warrior-train, 
Though moft were forely wounded, none were 
flain. 
‘The fargeons foon defpoil’d them of their arms, 
And fome with falves they cure, and fome with 
charms; 
Foment the bruifes, aud the pains affuage, 
And heal their inward hurts with fovercign 
draughts of fage. . 
The king in perfon vifits all around, 
Comforts the fick, congratulates the found ; 
Honours the princely chiefs, rewards the reft, 
And holds for. thrice three days a royal feaft. 
None was difgrac’d ; for falling is no fhame; ° 
And cowardice alone is lofs of fame. 
‘The venturous knight is from the faddle throwa; 
But “tis the fault of fortune, nor his own, 7 
If crowds and palms the conquering fide adom. 
The victor under bester ftars was born: 
The brave man feeks not popular-applaufe, 
Nor over-power’d with arms deferts his caufe; 
Unfham’d, though feild, he does the beit he 
can; 
Force is of brutes, but hovour is of man. 
‘Thus Thefeus fmil’d on all with equal grace; 
And each was fet according to his place. 
With eafe were zeconcil'd the differing parts, 
For envy never dwells in noble hearts. 
At length they took their leave, the time expir’d 


; 
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Meanwhile the health of Arcige fill impairs ; 
From ‘bad proceeds to worfe, and mocks the 
deeches caress 
Swoln is his breaft ; his inward pains increafe, 
All means are us’d, and all without fuccefs. 


" "The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart, 


-Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel. 


Corrupts, and there remains in {pite of art : 
Nor breathing veins, nor cupping, will prevail ; 
All outward remedies and inward fail: 

The mold of nature's fabric is deftroy’d, 

Het veffels difcompos’d, her virtue void: 

The bellows of his lungs begin to fwell: 

All out of frame is every fecret cell, 


‘Thofe breathing organs thus within oppreft, 

‘With venom foon diften’d the finews of his breaft, 

Nought profits him to fave aby&don'd life, 

Nor vomit's upward aid, nor downward laxative. 

‘The midmoft region batter’d and deftroy’d, 

‘When nature cannot work, th’ effect of art is void. 

For phyfic can but mend our crazy ftate, 

Patch an old building, not a new create. 

Arcite is doom’d to die in all his pride, 

Matt leave his youth, and yield his beauteous 
‘ bride, 

Gain’d hardly, againgt right, and unenjoy’d. 

‘When ‘twas deelar’d alt hope of life was paft, 

Confcience (that of all phyfic works the laft) 

Caus’d him to fend for Emily in hafte. 

With her, at his defire, came Palamon ; 

‘Then on his pillow rais’d, he thus begun. 

No language can exprefs the fmalleft part 

Of what I feel, and fuffer in my heart, 

For you, whom beft I love and value moft; 


j 


, But to your fervice I bequeath my ghoit ;@ 


Which from this mortal body when unty'd, 
Unfeen, unheard, fhall hover at your fide; 
Nor fright you waking, nor your fleep offend, 
But wait fkcious, and your fteps attend : 
How I have lov’d, excufe my faltering tongue, 
My fpirits feeble, and my pains are ftrong : 
"This ( may fay, t only grieve to die 
Taga I lofe my charming Emily : 

ie, when Heaven had put you in my power, 
Fate could not choofe a more malicious hour ! 
What greater curfe could envious fortune give, 
Than juft to die, when I began to love! 
‘Vain men, how vanifhing a blifs we crave, 


~ Now warm in love, now withering in the grave! 


. 


Never, O never more to fee the fun! 

Still dark, in a damp vault, and {till alone! 

‘This fate is common ; but I Jofe my breath 

Wear blifs, and yet not blefs'd before my death. 
Farewel; but take me dying in your arms, 
*Tisall I can enjoy of a’ your charms: 
‘This‘hand I cannot but in death refign ; 

Ah! could f live! but while I live ’tis mine, 

I feel my end approach, and thus embrac’d 

Am pleas’d to die; but hear me fpeak my laft, 
Ah! my fweet foe, for you, and you alone, 

1 broke my faith with injur’d Palamion. 

But love the fenfe of right and wrong confounds, 
Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds. 
And mech I doubt, hould heaven my life prelong, 
T fhould return to jaftity my wrong ; 
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For, while my former flames remain within; 
Repentance is but want of power to fin. 
‘With mortal hatred I purfued his life, 

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the ftrife: 
Nor 1, but as I lov’d; yet all combin’d, 
Your beauty, and my impotence of mind ; 
And his concurrent flame, that blew my fire; 
For ftill our kindered fouls had one defire. 
He had a moment's right in point of time; 
Had I feen firft, then his had been the crime. 
Fate made it mine, and juttify’d his right ; 
Nor helds this earth a more deferving knight, 
For virtue, valour, and for nobler blood, 
‘Truth, honour, all that is compriz‘d in good ; 
So help me Heaven, in all the world is none 
So worthy to be lov’d as Palamon. 

He loves you too, with fuch an holy fire, 

As will not, cannot, but with life expire ; 
Our vow'd affections both have often try’d, 
Nor any love but your’s could our’s divide. 
Then, by my love’s inviolable band, 

By my long fuffering, and my fhort command, 
If cer you plight your vows when I am gone, 
Have pity on the faithful Palamon, 

This was his laft; for death came on amain, 
And exercis’d below his iron reign ; 

Then upward to the feat of life he goes: : 

Senfe fled before him, what he touch’d he froze; 

Yet could he not his clofing eyes withdraw, 

Though lefs and lefs of Emily he faw ; 

So, fpeechlefs, for a little {pace he lay 3 

Then grafp'd the hand he held, and figh’d his 
foul away. 

But whither went his foul, let fuch relate 
Who fearch the fecrets of the future ftate : 
Divines can fay but what themfelves believe ; 
Strong proofs they have, but not demonftrative : 
For, were all plain, then all fides muft agree, 
And faith itfelf be Joft in certainty. 

To live uprightly then is fure the beft, 

‘To fave ourfelves, and not to damn the reft. 

The foul of Arcite went where heathens go, 
Who better live than we, though lefs they know 

In Palamon a manly grief appears ; 

Silent he wept, atham’d to fhew his tears: 

Emilia thriek’d but once, and then, oporefs'd 

With fcrrow, funk upon her lover’s breaft : 

Till Thefeus in his arms convey’d with care, 

Far from fo fad a fight, the f{wooning fair. 

°’ Twere lofs of time her forrow to relate; 

Ill bears the fex a youthful lover’s fate, i 

When juft approaching to the nuptial ftate, 

But, ike a low-hung cloud, it rains fo faft, 

hac all af once it falls, and cannot laft. 

The face of things is chang'd, and Athens now, 

That laugh’d fo late, becomes the fcene of wee: 

Matrons and maids, both fexes, every ftate, 

With tears lament the knight's untimely fate. 

Nor greater grief in falling Troy was feen 

For He@or’s death ; but Fleétor was not then. 

Old mev with duft deform’d their hoary hair, 

‘The women beat their breafts, their cheeks they 
tare. 

Why wonld’f thou go, with onc confent thy cry 

When thog hadit gold enough, and Emily, 
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Thefeus himfelf, who fhould have cheer’d the 
- 7 grief 
Of others, wanted aow the fame relief. 
Old Egeus only could revive his fon, 
Who various changes of the world had known, 
And ftrange viciflitudes of human face, 
Still altering, never in a fteady ftare ; 
Gond after ill, and afer pain delight ; 
Alternate, like che feenes of day and night 5 
Since every man who lives is born to die, 
And none can boalt fincere felicity, 
‘With equal mind what happens let us bear, 
Nor joy nor gneve coo much for things beyond 

our care. 

Like pilgrims to th’ appointed place we tend ; 
"The world ’s an inn, and death the journey’s end. 
Ev'nkings but play ; and when their part is done, 
Some other, worfe or better, mount the throne. 
Wirthworkds like thefe the crowd was fatisfy’d, 
And% they would have been, had Thefeus dy’. 
But he, their king, was labouring in his mind, i 


. 


A fitting place for funeral pomps to find, 
Which were in honour of the dead defign’d, 
And, after long debate, at laft he found 
(As love itfelf had mark’d the fpot of ground) 
"Chat grove for ever green, that confcious land, 
Where he with Palamion fought hand to hand + 
‘Vhat where he fed his amorous defires 
With foft complaints, and felt his hotteft fires, 
There other flames might wate his earthly part, 
And burn his limbs, where love had barn’d his 
heart. 

‘Vhis once refolv'd, the peafants were enjoin’d 
Sercewoud, and firs, and dedder’d oaks to find. 
With founding axes to the grove they go, 

Fell, fplit, and lay the fel on a row, 
Vulcanian tood : a bier is next prepar'd, 
On which the lifclefs body fhould be rear’d, 
Cover'd with cloth of gold, on which was laid 
The corpfe of Arcite, in like robes array’d. 
White gloves were on his hands, and on his head 
A wreath of laurel, mix’d with myrtle fpread. 
A fword keen-edg’d within his right he held, 
The warlike embiem of the conquer’d field : 
Bare was his manly vifage on the bier : 
Menac’d his countenance ; even in death fevere, 
Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight, 
To lie in folemn ftate, a public fight. 
Groans, cries, and howlings fill the crowded place, 
And unaffected forrow fat on every face. 
Sad Palamon above the reft appears, 
In fable garments, dew’d with gufhing tears : 
His auburn locks on either fhoulder fiow’d, 
Which to the fyneral of his friend he vow’d: 
But Emily, as chief, was next his fide, 
& virgin-widow, and a mourning bride. 
And, that the princely obfequies might be 
Perform’d according to his high degree, 
The fteed, that bore him living to the fight, 
Was trapp’d with polifh’d ftcel, all thining 
bright, ~ . 

And cover’d with th’ atchievements of the knight. 
‘Phe riders rode abreaft, and one his thield, 
His lance df corngl-wood another held ; 
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The third his bow, and, glorious to behold, 

The coftly quiver, all of burnifh’d gold. 

The nobleft of the Grecians next appear, 

And, weeping, on their fhoulders bore the bier s 

With fober pace they march’d, and often ftaid, 

And through the malter-ftreet the corps convey’d, 

the houfes to their tops with black were fpread, 

And ev’n the pavements were with mouming hid, 

The right Gide of the pall old Egeus kept, 

And on the left the royal [hefeus wept; 

Each bore « golden bow! of work divine, - 

With honey fil’d, and milk, and mix’d with ruddy 
wine. 

Then Palamon, the kinfman of the flain, 

And after him appear’d th’ illuftrious train, 

To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright, 

With cover'’d fire the funeral pile to light. 

With high devotion was the fervice made, « 

And all the rites of pagan honour paid: 

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow, 

With vigour drawn, mutt fend the fhaft below. | 

The botrom was full twenty fathom broad, 

With crackling ftraw beneath in due proportion 
ftrow'd. 

The fabric feem’d a wood of rifing green, 

With falphur and bitumen eaft between, 

To feed the flames : the trees were unctious fir, 

And mountain afh, the mother of the fpear; 

‘The mourner yew and builder oak were there : 

The beech, the {wimming alder, and the plane, 

Hard box, and linden of a fofter grain, 

And laurels, which the gods for conquering 
chiefs ordain. : 

How they were rank'd, fhall reft untold by me, 

With namelefs nymphs that fiv'd in every tree; ~ 

Nor how the dryads, or the woodland train, 

Difherited, ran howling on the plain : 

Nor how the birds to foreign feats repair’d, ; 

Or beafts,that bolted out, and faw the foreft bar’d 3° 

Nor how the grou, now clear'd, with gheftly’ 
fright os 

Beheld the fudden fun, a ftranger to the light. 

The ftraw, as firkt 1 faid, was laid below ¢ 

Of chips and fere-wood was the fecond roms 

The third of greens, and timber newly feria; 

The fourth high ftage the fragrant odours held, 

And pearls, and precious ftones, and rich artay; 

In midft of which, embalm’d, the body lay, 

The fervice fung, the maid with mourning eyes 

The ftubble fir’d; the fmouldering flames arife « 

This office done, fhe funk upon the ground; 

But what the fpoke, recever’d from her fwoon,. 

I want the wit in moving words to drefe; . 

But by themfelves the tender fex may guefs. 

While the devouring Yir¢.was burning fatt, é 

Rich jewels in the flange the wealthy caft; [threw, ‘ 

And fome their ,* and fome their lances 

And gave their warrior’s ghoft a warrior’s due. 

Full bowls of wine; of honey, milk, and blood, 

Were pour’d upon the pile of burning wood, * 

And hiffing fames receive, and hungry lick the 
food. 








‘Then thrice the mounted fquadrons ride around 
The fire; and Arcite’s name they thrice refovnd; 
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Mail; and farewel, they fhouted thrice amain, 

Phrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn’d 
again ¢ 

Btillas they turn’d, they beat their clattering thields; 

The women mix their cries; and clamour fills the 
fields. 

The warlike wakes continued all the night, 

And funeral games were play’d at new returning 
light; 

‘Who naked wreftled beft, befmear’d with oil, 

©r who with gauntlets gave or took the foil, 

Lwill not tell you, nor would you attend ; 

But briefly hafte to my long ftory’s end. 

1 pafs the reft; the year was fully mourn’d, 
And Palamon long fince to Thebes return’d : 
When, by the Grecians’ general confent, 

At Athens Thefeus held his parliament : 

Among the laws that pafe’d, it was decreed, 

"Phat conquer’d Thebes from bondage fhould be 
freed; 

Referving homage to th’ Athenian throne, 

* "To which the fovercign fummon’d Palamon, 
Unknowing of the caufe, he touk his way, 
Mournfal in mind, and ftill in black array. 

‘Fhe monarch mounts the throne, and plac’d 

on high, 
Commands into the court the beauteous Emily : 
So. call'd, the came; the fenate rofe, and paid 
Becoming reverence to the royal maid. 
And firft {oft whifpers through th’ affembly went. 
‘With filent wonder then they watch th’ event: 
All huth’d, the king arofe with awful grace, 
Deep thoughe was in his breaft, and counfel in his 
face. 
At length he figh'd; and, having firft prepar'd 
Th’ attentive audicnce, thus his will declar’d. 

The caufe and fpring of rhotion, trom above, 
Hung down on earth the golden chain of love: 
Great was th’ effect, and high was his intent, 
‘When peace among the jarring feeds he fent. 
Fire, Sood, and earth, and air, by this were 

bound, 
And love, the common link, the new creation 
crown’d, 
‘The ch8h ftill holds; for, though the forms de« 
Eternal matter never wears away : {eay, 
‘Fhe fame firft mover cettain hounds bas plac’d, 
How Jong thofe perithable forms fhall lat : 
Nor can they laft beyond the time affizgu'd 
By chat ali-fecing aud allemaking mind : 
Shorten their hours they may; for will is free; 
But never pafs th’ appointed deftiny. 
So men epprefs'd, when weary of their breath, 
‘Throw off the burden, and fubora their death. 
‘Then, fince thofe forms begin, and have their end, 
Os fome unalter’d caufe they fure depend : 
Parts of thé whole are we; but God the whole; 
Who gives us life and animating foul: 
Bog nature cannet from a part derive 
‘has being, which the. whole can only give; 

He perfedt, able; but imperfed we, 

“Bubject to change, and different in degree ; 
Plants, beafts, and man; and, as ovr organs are, 


‘We more or lefs of his perfection hare, 





But by a long defcent, th’ etheriat fre 

Corrupts; and forms, the mortal part, expire ¢ 

As he withdraws his virtue, fo they pals, 

And the fame matter makes another mafs ; 

This law, th’ Omnifcient Power. was pleas’d te 
give, 

That every kind fhould by fucceffion live : 

That individuals die his will ordaine 4 

‘The propagated {pccies ftill remains, 

‘The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees, 

fhoots rifing up, and fpreads by flow degrees; 

Three centuries he grows, and three he ftays, 

Supreme in ftate, and in three more decays ; 

So wears the paving pebble in the ftreet, 

And towns and towers their fatal periods meet + 

So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, (dry. 


Forfaken of their Springs; aud leave their channels" 


So man, at firft a drop, dilates with heat, 

Then, form’d, the little heart begins to beat, 
Seerct he feeds, unknowing in the cell; bed 
At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the thell, 
And ftruggles into breath, and cries for aid; 
‘Phen, helplefs, in his mother’s lap is Jaid, 

He creeps, he walks, and, iffuing into man, 
Grudges their life, from whence his own began : 
Recklefs of laws, affe&s to rule alone, : 
Anxious ta reign, aad rettlefs on the throne : 
Firft vegetive, then feels, and reafons laft ; 

Rich of three fouls, and lives all three to wafte. 
Some thus; but thoufands more in flower of age : 
For few arrive to run the latter ftage. 

Sunk in the firft, in battle fome are flain, 

And others whelm’d beneath the ftormy main, 
What makes ail this, but Jupiter the king, 

At whofe command we perifh, and we {pring ? 
Then "tis our bef, fince thus ordain’d to die, 
‘To make a virtue of neceffity. 

Take what he gives, fince to rebel is vain 3 

The bad grows better, which we well fuftain 5 
And could we choofe the time, and chonfe aright, 
*Pis beft to die, our honour at the height. 

When we have done our anceftors no flame, 


But ferv'd our friends, and well fecur’d our fames . 


‘Then thould we with our happy life to clofe, 
And lave no more for fortune to difpofe; 
So thould we make our death a glad relief 





joying while we live the prefent hour, 

And dying in our excellence and dower. 

‘Then roundour death-bed every friend thould run, 
And joyous of our conqueft early won : 

While the malicious world with envious tears 
Should grudge our happy end, and wilh it theirs, 
Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 
Why fhould we mourn, that he fe foon is freed, 
Or cali untimely, what the Gods decreed? 

With gricf as juft, a friend may be deplor'd, 
From a foul prifen to free air reftor’d. 

Ought he to thank kinfmen or his wife, 

Covid tears recal him into wretched life ? 

Their forrow harts themfelvcs; on him is loft - 
And, worfe than both, offends his happy ghohy: 
What then remains, but, after paft annoy, 


‘To take the good vicifitude of joy ? 


From future fhume, feom ficknefs, and from grief ¢ 
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‘To thank the gracious gods for what they give, 
Poffefs our fouls, and, while we live, to live ? 
Ordain we then, two forrows to combine, 

And in one point th’ extremes of grief to join; 
‘That thence refulting joy may be renew'd, 

As jarring notes in harmony conclude. 

Then 1 propofe that Palamon {hall be 
In-marriage join’d with beauteous Emily + 

For which ulready 1 have gain’d th’ affent 

Of my free people in full parliament. 

Long love to her has borne the faithful knight, 
And well deferv’d, had fortune done him right + 
*Tis time to mend her fault ; fince Emily 

By Arcite’s death from former vows is free: 

4f you, fair fifter, ratify th’ accord, 

‘And take him for your hufband and your lord, 
*Tis no difhonour to confer your grace 

On one defcended from a royal race: 

And were he lefs, yet years of fervice paft 
From grateful fouls exact reward at Jatt : 

Pity is Heaven's and your’s; nor can fhe find 
A throne fo foft as in a woman's mind, 
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He faid; the bluth’d; and, as o’eraw'd by might, 
Seem’d to give ‘Thefeus what the gave the knight’ 
‘Then turning to the Theban thus he faid : 

Small arguments are needful to perfuade 


| Your temper to comply with my command ; 


And fpeaking thus, he gave Emilia’s hand, 
Smvil’d Venus, to behold ber own true knight *s 
Obtain the conqueft, though he loft the fight; 
And blefs’d with nuptial blifs the fweet labo- 
tious night. 


Eros, and Anteros, on either fide, [bride's 


{| One fir'd the bridegroom, aad one warm’d thé 


And long-attending Hymen from above, 


| Shower’d on the bed the whole Idalian grove, 


Ail of a tenor was their after-life; 
No day difcolour’d with domettic ftrife ; 
No jealoufy, but mutual truth beliey’d, 
Secure repofe, and kindnefs undeceiv’d. 
Thus heaven, beyond the compals of his thoughi¢y 
Sent him the blefling he fo dearly bought. 
So may the Queen of Love long duty blefay 
And all true lovers find the fame fuccefs; 


Qi: 














THE COCK AND THE FOX: 


THE. TALE OF THE NUN’S PRIEST. 





Turse liv’d, as authors tell, in days of yore, 
‘A widow fomewhat old, and.very poor : 

Deep in her cell her cottage loncly ftood, 

‘Well thatch'd, and undcr covert of a wood. 
This dowager, on whom my tate I found, 
Since lafdhe laid her hufband in the ground, 
A-fimple fober life, in patience, led, 
“And bad but jut enough to buy her bread = 
But hufwifing the little Heaven had lent, 

She duly paid a groat for quarter rent; 

And pinch’d her belly, with her daughters two, 
‘To bring the year about with mach ado. 

The cattte in her homeftead were three fows, 

An ewe call’d Molly, and three brinded cows. 
‘Her parlour window ftuck with herbs around, 


Of favoury fmell; and refhes ftrew'd the ground. 


A maple-dreffer in her hall fhe had, 

: On which full many a flender meal fhe made; 
¥or no delicious morfel pafs’d her throat ; 
According to her cleth fhe eut her coat: 

No poignant fauce fhe knew, nor coftly treat, 
‘Her hunger gave a relifh to her meat: 

A paring dict did her health affure ; 

Or, fick, a pepper poffet was her cure. 
Before the day was done, her work fhe fped, 
‘And never went by candle-light to bed : 


With exercife the fweat ill humdbrs out, 

Her dancing was not hinder'd by the gout. 

Her poverty was glad; her he“rt content 5 

Nor knew fhe what the fpleen’ or vapours meant. 

Of wine fhe never tafted through the year, 
But white and black was all her homely cheer 
Brown bread, and milk (but firft the fkim’d her 
‘And rafhers of fing’d bacon on the taals, [bowls), 
On holy days, an egg, or two at moft ; 

But her ambition never reach’d to roaft. 

A yard the had with pales inclos'd about, 
Some high, fome low, and a dry digch without. 
Within this homeftcad, liv’d, without a peer, 
For crowing jond, the noble Chanticleer 5 
So hight her cock, whofe finging did furpals 
‘The merry notes of organs at the mafs. 

More certain was the crowing of the cack 
Yo number hours, than is an abbey-clock ; 
And fooner than the mattin-bell was rung, 
He clapt his wings upon his rooft, and fung : 
For when degrees filteen afcended right, 

By fure inftin@ he knew twas one at night. 
High was his comb, and coral-red withal, 

In dents embattled like a caftle wall; 

His bill was raven-black, and fhone like jet; 
Blue were his legs, and orient were his fect : 
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~ White were his nails, like filver to behold, 
His body glittering like the burnith’d gold. 
This gentle cock, for folace of his life, 
Six miffes had, befides his lawful wife ; 
Scandal, that {pares no king, though ne’er fo good, 
Says, they were all of his own fiefh and blood, 
His fifters both by fire and mother’s fide 5 
And fure their likenefs fhew’d them near ally’d. 
But make the worft, the monarch did no more 
‘Than all the Ptolemys had done before; 
‘When inceft is for intereft of a nation, 
"Tis made no fin by holy difpenfation. 
Some lines have been mraintain’d by this alone, 
‘Which by their common uglinefs are known. 

But pafling this as from our tale apart, 

Dame Partlet was the fovereign of his heart 
Ardent in love, outrageaus in his play, 

He feather’d her a hundred times a-day : 

And fhe, that was not only paffing fair, 

But was withal difcreet, and debonair, 

Refolv’d the paflive doctrine to fulfil, 

Though loth ; and let him work his wicked wil] : 
At board and bed was affable and kind, 
According as their marriage-vow did bind, 

And as the church’s precept had enjoin’d. 

Ev'n fince fhe was a fe’nnight old, they fay, 

Was chafte and humble to her dying day, ‘ 
Nor chick nor hen was known to difobey. 

By this her hufband’s heart fhe did obtain; 
‘What cannot beauty, join’d with virtue, gain ! 
She was his only joy, and he her pride, 

She, when he walk'd, went pecking by his fide ; 
Hf, {purning up t'.e ground, he {prung a corn, 
"Fhe tribute in his bill to her was borne. 

But, oh! what joy it was to hear him fing 

In fummer, when the day began to fpring, 
Stretching his neck, and svarbling in his throat, 
Solus cum fola,” then was all his note, 

For in the days of yore, the birds of parts [ral arts. 
Were bred to fpeak, and fing, and learn the libe- 

It happ’d that, perching on the parlour-beam 
Amidtt his wives, he had a deadly dream, 

Jui at the dawn; and figh’d, and groan’d fo 
fa, 

As every breath he drew would be his laft. 

Dame Partlet, ever neareft to his fide, 

Heard all his piteous moan, and how he cry’d 

For help from Gods and men : and fore aghaft 

She peck’d and pull’d, and waken’d him at laft. 

Dear heart, iuid the, for love of Heaven, declare 

Your pain, and make me partner of your care. 

You groan, Sir, ever fince the morning/light, 

As fomething had difturb’d your noblé (pright. 

And madam, well I might, faid Chanticleer, 
Never was fhrovetide cock. in fuch a fear, 

Ev'n {till I run all over in a fweat, 

My princely fenfes not recover’d yet. 

For fuch a cream I had of dire portent, 

‘That much I fear my body will be fhent : 

It bodes I thall have wars and woeful ftrife, 

Or in a loathfome dungeon end my life, 

Know, dame, I dreame within my troubled 
breatt, 

‘That in our yard I faw a murderous beaft, 

That on my body would have made arreft, 


With waking eyes I ne’er beheld his fellow; 
His colour was betwixt a red and yellow : 
Tipp’d was his tail, and both his pricking eats 9° 
Were black, and much unlike his other hairs i 
The reft, in fhape a beagle’s whelp throughout, } 
With broader forehead, and a fharper fnout: © 
Deep in his front were funk his glowing eyes, ~ 
That yet methinks! fee him with furprife. 
Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy fweat, 
And Jay it to my heart, and feel it beat. ‘ 
Now fy for fhame, quoth the, by Heaven above, 
‘Thou haft for ever loft thy lady’s love; 
No woman can endure a recreant knight, 
He mutt be bold by day, and free by night + 
Our fex defires a hufband or a friend, 
Who can our honour and his own defend ; 
Wife, hardy, fecret, liberal of his purfe; 
A fool is naufeous, but a coward worfe : 
No bragging coxcomb, yet no bafiled knight. 
How dar’ft thou talk of love, and dar’tt not fight? 
How dar’ft thou tell thy dame thou art affear’d? 
Haft thou no manly heart, and haft a beard? 
If ought from fearful dreams may be divin’d, 
They fignify a cock of dunghill kind. 
All dreams, as in old Galen I have read, 
Are from repletion and complexion bred ; 
From rifing fumes of indigefted food, 
And noxious hurnours that infect the blood : 
And fure, my lord, if I can read aright, 
‘Lhefe foolifh fancies, you have had to-night, 
Are certain fymptoms (in the canting ftile), 
Of boiling choler, and abounding bile; 
‘This yellow gall that in your omach floats, 
Engenders ail thefe vifionary thoughts. 
When choler overflows, then dreams are bred 
Of flames, and all the family of red; 
Red dragons, and ced beafts, in flecp we view, 
For humours are diftinguith’d by their hue, 
From hence we dream of wars and warlike things, 
And wafps and hornets with their double wings. ~ 
Choler aduft congeals our blood with fear, 
Then black bulls tofs us, and black devils tear. 
In fanguine airy dreams aloft we bound, ‘ 
With rheums opprefs’d we fink in rivers drown'ds 
More 1 could fay, but thus conclude my theme; 
The dominating humour makes the dream, 
Cato was in his time accounted wife, 
And he condemns them all for empty lies. 
Take my advice, and when we fly to ground, 
With laxatives preferve your body found, 
And purge the peccant humouys that abound. 
I fhould be loth to lay you ona bier ; 
And though there lives no ’pothecary near, 
I dare for once prefcribe for your difeafe, 
And fave long bills, and a damn’d doctor's fees. 
Two fovereign herbs which I by practice know, 
And both at hand (for in our yard they grow)s , 
On peril of my foul fhall rid you wholly s 
Of yellow choler, and of melancholy : 
You muft both purge and vomit; but obey, 
And for the love of heaven make no delay, 
Since hot and dry in your complexion join, 
Beware the fun when in a vernal fign ; 
For when he mounts exalted in the ram, 
If then he finds your body in a flame, 
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Replete with choler, ¥ dare lay a groat, 
A tertian ague is at leaft your lot. 
Perhaps a fever which the Gods forefend) 
May bring your yotith to fome untimely end : 
And therefore, fir, as you defire to live, 
A day or two before your Jaxative, 
Take joft three worms, nor under nor above, 
Becaufe the Gods unequal numbers love. 
‘Thefe digeftives prepare you for your purge; 
- OF fumctery, centaury, and fpurge, 
And of ground-ivy adda leaf or two, 
All which within our yard or garden grow, 
~Eat thefe, and be, my lord, of better cheer; 
Your father’s fon was never born to fear. 

Madam, quoth he, grammercy for your care, 
But Cato, whom yon quoted, you may fpare: 
“Tis true, a wife and worthy nian he fcems, 
And, as you fay, gave no belief to dreams : 

But other men of more authority, 

And, by th’ immortal powers, as wife as he, 
Maintain, with founder fenie, that dreams forhode; 
For Homer plainly fays they come from God, 
Nor Cato faid it but fome m:deru fool 

Impos’d in Cat's name on boy’s at fehool. 

Believe me, madam, macrning dreams forefhew 
Th’ evetits of things, and future weal or woe : 
Some truths are not by reafon to be try’d, 

Buc we have fure experience for our guide. 
Ao ancient author, equal with the beft, 
Relates this tale of dreams among the reft. 

Two friends or brothers, with devout intent, 
On fome far pilgrimage together went. 

Tt happen’d fo that, when the fun was down, 
‘They juft arriv'd by twilight at a town: 
‘That day had been the haiting of a bull, 

'T was ata feaft, and every inn ‘o full, 

‘That no void room in chamber, or on ground, 
And but one forrow bed was to he found: 
And that fo little it would hold but one,- 
Though till this hour they never tay alone. 

Se were they forc'd to part ; one ftay'd behind, 
His fellow fought what lodging he could find : 
At lait he found a fhall where oxen ftood, 

And that he rather chofe than Jie abroad, 
*Twas in a farther yard without a door; 
But, for his eafe, well litter’d was the floor. 

His fellow, who the narrow bed had kept, 
Was weary, and without a rocker flept : 

Supine he fnor’d; but in the dead of night, 
He dreamt his friend appear'd before his fight, 
‘Who, with his ghaftly look and dol ful cry, 
Said, Help me, brother, or this night I die: 
Arife and help, before all help be vain, 

Or in arn ox’s ftall [ fhall be flain. 

Rous’d from his reft, he waken'd in a ftart, 
Shivering with horror, and with aking heart 5 
At length to cure himfelf by reafon tries; 

_ Tis but a dream, and what are dreams but fies? 
So thinking, chang’d his fide, and cles'd his 

eyes. 

‘Hic dream returns; his friend appears again ; 
‘The murderers come, now help, or | am flain : 
“Zwas but a yifion Mill, and vilions are but 
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He dreamt the third: but now his friend appear'd ~ 

Pale, naked, pierc’ft with wounds, with blood bor 
imear'd : : 

Thrice warn’d, awake, faid he; relief is late, 

The deed is done ; but thou revenge my fate : 

Tardy of aid, unfeal -hy heavy eyes, 

Awake, end w th the dawning day arife : ~ 

Yake to the weftern gate thy ready way, 

For by that paflage they my corpfe convey? 

My corpfe is in a tumbril jaid, among 

The filth and ordure, and inclos’d with dung? 

That cart arreft, and raife a common cry; 

For facred hanger of my gold, I die ; 

‘Then fhew'd his griefly wound : and Jaft he drew 

A piteous figh, and took a long adieu. 

‘Vhe frighted friend arofe by break of day, 

And foun.! the ftall where late his fellow lay. | 

‘Then of [is impious holt inquiring more, 

Was aniwer'd that his guett was gone before : 

Muttering, he went, faid he, by morning light, 

And much complain'd of his ill reft by night. 

‘This rais’d fufpicion in the pilgrim’s mind; 

Becaufe all hofts are of an evil kind ; 

And oft to fhare the fpoils with robbers join'd. 

His dream confirm’d his thought : with trou. 

bled look 

Straight to the weftern gate his way he took; 

‘There, as his dream foretold, a cart he found, 

‘That carry’d compott forth to dung the ground. 

‘This when the pilgrim faw, he ftretch’d his 
throat, 

And cry’d out murd-r with a yelling note. 

My murder’d fellow in this cart lies dead, 

Vengeance and juftice on the villain’s head. 

Ye magiftrates, who facred laws difpenfe, 

On you I call, to punith this offence, 

The word thus given, withina little {pace, 

The mob came roaring out, and throng’d the 
place. 

All in a trice they caft the cart to ground, 

And in the dung the murder’d body found ; 

Though breathlefs, warm, and Yecking from 
the wound. 

Good heaven, whofe darling attribute we Snd 

Is boundiefs grace, and mercy to mankind, 

Abhors the cruel; and the deeds of night 

By wonderous ways reveals in open light : 

Murder may pafs unpunith'd for a time, 

But tardy juftice will o’ertake the crime. 








And oft a fpeedier pain the guilty feels : 
‘The hue and cry of heaven purfues him at the 
heels, 
Frefh from the fact, asin the prefent cafe, 
“the criminals are {eiz’d upon the place : 
Carter and hoft confronted face to face, 
Stiff in denial, as the law appoints, 
On engines they diftend their tortur’d joints: 
So was confeffion forc’d, th’ offence was known, 
And public juftice on th’ offenders done. 

Here may you fee that vifions are to dread ; 
And iz the page that follows this, I read 
OF two young merchants, whom the hope of 


gain 
Indue’d in partnerfhip to crofs the main : 
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Wichin a trading town they long abide, 

Full fairly fituate on a haven’s fide, 

One evening it befel, that looking out, = 
"The wind they long had with’d was come abort : 
Well pleas’d they went to reft; and if the gale 
Till morn continued, both refolv’d to fail. 

But as together in a bed they lay, 

“The younger had a dream at break of “Gay. 

‘A man he thought ftooddrowning at his fide: 3 


© Waiting till willing winds their fails fupply’d, H 


‘Who warn’d him for his fafety to provide,» 
Nor put to fea, but fafe on thore abide, 
I come, thy genius, to command thy fay; ) 
rok not the winds, for fatal is the day, ¢ 
And death unhop’d attends, the watery way. 
The vifion faid: and vanifh’d Yrom his fight : 2 
‘The dreamer waken’d in a mortal fright : 
‘Then pull’d his drewfy neighbour, and declar’d 
‘What in his flumber he had feen and heard, 
His.friend fmil’d fcornful, and with proud con- 
* tempt* 
Rejects as idle what his fellow dreamt. 
Stay, who will ftay ; for me no fears reftrain, 
“Who follow Mercury the god of gain; 
Jet each man do as to his fancy feems, 
I wait not, 1, till you have better dreams. 
Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes; 
‘When monarch reafon Meeps, this mimic wakes : 
Compounds a medley of disjointed things, - 
A mob of coblers, and a coprt of kings: 
Light fumes are merry, groffer fumes are, fad : 
Both are the reafonable foul run mad; ” 
And many monftrous forms in fleep we fee, 
That neither were, nor are, nor e’er can be. 
Sometimes forgotten things long caft behind - 
Ruth forward in the brain, and come to mind. 
‘The nurfe’s tegends are for truth’s receiv'd, 
And the man dreams but what the boy believ'd. 
Sometimes we but rehearfe a former play, 
The night reftores our actions done by day ; ¢ 
As hounds in flcep will open for their prey. 
In fhort, the faice of dreams is of a piece, 
> «Chimeras all; and mare abfurd, or lefs g 
You, who believe in tales, abide alone; 
Whate'er } get this voyage is my own. 
Thos while he fpoke, he heard the thouting 
crew 
‘That call’d aboard, and tool his lait adicu, - 
The veflel went before a merry gale, * 
‘And for quick paffage put on every fail: 
But when leaf fear'd, and ev’n in open day, 
"The mifchief overtook her in the way: 
Whether the fprung a leak, 1 cannot find, 
Or whether the was.overfet with wind, 
Or that fome rock bclow her bottom rent; 
But down at once wigh all her crew the went : 
Her fellow fhips from far her lols defery’d; 

‘But only fhe was funk, and all were fafe befide. 
By this example you are taught again, ‘ 
‘That dreams and vifions are not always vain?_ —~ 

But if, dear Partlet, pou are till in doube, 
Another tale ihall make the former out. 
Keneim the fon of Kenulph, Mercia’s king. 
Whole holy life the legends loudly fiog, ; --. 


iat 


‘Warn’d in a dream his murder did foretet 
From point to point as after it befel; 
All circumftances to his nurfe he told 
(A wonder from a child of feven years old); - 
The dream with horror heard, the good old wife 
From treafon counfel’d him to guard his life 
But clofe to keep the fecret in his mind, 
For a boy's vifion fimall belief would find, 
The pious child, by promife bound, obey’d, 
Nor was the fatal murder long delay’d i 
By Quenda flain, he fell before his time, 
Made a young martyr by his fifter’s crime, 
The tale is told by venerable Bede, 
Which at your better Jeifure you may read, 
Macrobius too relates the vifion fent 7 
To the great Scipio, with the fam’d event : 
Objections makes, but after makes replies, 
And adds, that dreams are often prophefies, 
Of Daniel you may read in holy writ, 
Who, when the king his vifign did forget, 
Contd word for word the wonderous dream Bee 
ate 
Nor lef af y patriarch Jofeph underfland, |”. 
Who by a dream enflav'd th’ Egyptian land, 
The years of plenty and of death foretold, 
When, for their bread, their liberty they fold. 
Nor muft th’ exalted butler be forgot, 
Nor he whofe dream prefag’d his hanging lot, 
And did not Creefus the fame death furefec, | 
Rais’d in his vifion on a lofty wee? 
The wife of Hggtor, in his utmoft pride, 
Dreamt of his death the night before he dy'd; 
Well was ke warn'd from battle to refrain, 
Bat men to death decreed are warn’d in vain: 
He dard the dream, and by his fatal foe was 
flain. 
Mach more I know, which I forbear to fpeak, 
For fee the ruddy day begins to break ; 
Let this fuifice, that plainly § forelee 
My dream was bad, and bodes adverfity : 
But neither pills nor Jaxatives I like, 
They only ferve to make the well man fick: 2 
OF thele bis gain the fharp phyfician makes, 
And often gives a purge, but feldom takes + : 
They not correct, but poifen all the blood, 
And ne’er did any but the doGors good, 
Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all; 
With every work of ‘pothecary’s hall, 
‘Thefe melancholy matters I forbear ; bel 
But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and fwear, | 
That when I view the beauties of thy face, 
I fear not death, nor dangers, nor difgrace : 
So may my foul have blefs, as when I fpy 
The {caret red about thy partridge eye. 
While thou art -conitant to chy own. ‘true 
knight, 
While thou art mine, and Tani thy delight, . 
All forrows at thy prefence take their Aight. 
For true it is, as “in pr incipio, 
«© Mulier eft huminis confulio”* f 
Madam, the meaning of ‘this Latin is, 
That woman is to man his fovereign blifs., | 
Fer when by night 1 fyl- your tender fide, 
Though for.the narrow perch Ucannotride, 
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‘Yet I have fuch a folace in my mind, 

‘That all my boding cares are caft behind; 

And ev’n already 1 forget my dream : 

He faid and downward flew from off the beam, 
For daylhght now began apace to pring, 

‘The thruth to whiftle, and the lark to fing. 


“Then crowing clapp’d his wings, th’ appointed | 


call, 
‘To chuck his wives together in the hall. 

By this the widow had unbarr’d the door, 
And Chanticleer went ftrutring ont before, 
‘With royal courage, and with heart fo light, 

As thew'd he fcorn’d the vifions of the night. 
Now roaming in the yard he fpurn'’d the ground, 
And gave to Partlet the firft grain he found, 
‘Then often feather'd her with wanton play, 

And trod her twenty times c’er prime of day: 
And took by turns, and gave fo much delight, 
Her fitters pin’d with’ envy at the fight. 

He chuck'd again, when other corns he found, 
And fearcely dcign’d to fet a foot to ground. 

\ But fwagser’d like a lord about his hall, 

And his feven wives came runing at his call, 

. Twas now the month in which the world be» 
Af March beheld the firft created man): (gan 
And fince the vernal equinox, the fun, 

Jn Aries twelve degrees, or more, had run 3 
When cafting up his cyes apairft the light, 
Both month, and day, anddiour, he meafur’d 

right ; 

And told more truly than th’ Ephemeris: 

For art may err, but nature cannot mifs, 

‘Thus numbering times and feaions in his breaft, 
His feeond crowing the third hour confcfs’d, 
“When turning, faid to Partlet. See, my dear, 

* How lavifh nature has adorn'd the year; 

How the pale primrofe and blue violet fpring, 
And birds eflay their throats difus’d to fing : 
All thefe are oura; and I with pleafure fee 
Man ftrutting on two legs, and aping mie : 
An unfledg'd creature, of a humpith frame, 
Endow’d With fewer particles of flame : 

Our dame fits couring o'er a kitchen fire, 

I draw freth air, and nature’s works admire : 
And ev'n this day in more delight abound, 

* Than, fince I was an egg, I ever found, 

The time fhall come when Chanticleer thall 

with 
His words unfaid, and hate his boafted blifs 3 
‘The crefted bird fhall by experience know, 
Jove made not him his matter-piece below : 
And learn the latter end of joy is woe. 
The veffel of his blefs to dregs is run, 

And Heaven will have him tafte his other tun. 
Ye wife, draw near, and hearken to my tale, 
Which proves, that oft the proud by flattery fall ; 

‘The legend {3 as true I undertake 

As Triftran is, and Launcelot of the lake : 
Which all our tauies in fach reverence held, 
As if in book of martyrs it were told. 

A iox toll-fraucht with feeming fanity, 

That fear’d an oath, but, like the devil, would lie ; 
Whe Iook’d like Lent, and had the holy leer, 
And dur not fin before he faid his prayer 
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This pious cheat, that-never fuck’d the blood, 
Nor chew’d the fieth of lambs, but when he 
coud; [woed: 
Had pafs'd three fummers inwhe neighbouring 
And mufing long whom next to circunivent, 
On Chanticleer his wicked fancy bene : 
And in his high imagination cat, 
By ftratagem to gratify his tafte. 
The plot contriv'd, before the break of day, 
Saint Reynard through the hedge hatl made his 
way; 
‘The pale was next, but proudly with a bound 
He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground ; 
Yet, fearing to be feen, whhin a bed 
Of coleworts he conceal’d hi- wily head; 
‘Then fculk’d tik afternoon, and watch'd his time, 
(As murderers ufe) to perpetrate his crime, 
© bypocrite, ingenious to deftroy, 
O traitor, worfe than Sinon was to ‘Troy; 
O vile fubverter of the Gallic re ign, 
More falfe than Gano was to Charlemaign ! 
© Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour 
Didft thou forfake the fafety of thy hower : 
Better for thee thou hadit believ’d thy dream, 
And not that day defcended from the beam ! 
But here the doctors eagerly difpute : 
Some hold preceftination abfolute : 
Some Clerks maintain, that Heaven at firft forefees, 
And in the virtue of forefight decrces. 
If this be fo, then prefcience binds the will, 
And mortals are not free to gucd’or ill : 
For what he firft forefaw, he muft ordain, 
Or its eternal prefcience may be vain: 
As bad for us as prefcience had not been : 
For firit, or laft, he’s author cf the fin. 
And who fays that, let the blafpheming man 
Say worfe ev’n of the devil, if he can, 
For how can that eternal Power be juft 
To punith man, who firs becaufe he muft ? 
Or, how can he reward a virtuous deed, 
Which is not done by us; but firit decreed. 
I cannot bolt this matter to the bran, 
As Bradwardin and boly Auftin can; 
If prefcience can determine aétions fo 
That we muft do, becaufe he did foreknow, 
Or that, foreknowing, yet our choice is free, 
Not forc’d to fin by ftrié neceffity ; 
This ftrict neceflity they fimple call, 
Another fort there is conditional. 
The fir fo binds the will, that things forc- 
-known 
By {pontaneity, not choice, are done, : 
Thus galley-flaves tug willing at their oar, 
Content to work, in profpect of the thore; 
But would not work at all if not conftrain’d 
before. . 
That other does not liberty fonftrain, — « 
But man may either act, or may refrain. 
Heaven made us agents free to geod or ill, 
And fore'd it not, though he forcfaw the will, 
Freedom was firft beftow’d on human race, 
And prefcience only held the fecoud place. 
If he could make fuch agents wholly free, 
T not difpute, the point’s too high for me; 
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For heaven's unfathom’d. power what man can | Had Ospheus fung it in the nether fphere, 


found, 
Or put to his Omnipotence a bound? 
He made us to his image, all agree ; 
That image is the foul, and that muft be, ¢ 
Or not the Maker’s image, or be free. 
But whether it were better man had been 
By nature bound to good, not free to fin, 
I wave, for fear of {plitting on a rock. 
The tale I tell is only of a cock ; 
‘Who had not run the hazard of his life, 
Had he believ’d his dream, and not his wife : 
For women, with a mifchief to their kind, 
Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind. 
A woman’s counfel brought us firft to woe, 
And made her man his paradife forego, 
Where at heart’s eafe he liv’d; and might have 
been 
As free from forrow as he was from fin, 
For what the devil, had their fex to do, 
That, bora to follow, they prefum'd to know, 
And could not fee the ferpent in the grafs? 
But 1 myfelf prefume, and let it pals. 
Silence in times of fuffering is the beft, 
Tis dangerous to difturb an hornet’s neft, 
In other authors you may find enough, 
But all they fay of dames is idle fluff. 
Legends of lying wits together bound, 
‘Yhe wife of Bath would throw them to the 
ground ; 
‘Thefe are the words of Chanticleer, not minc, 
I honour dames, and think their fex divine. 
Now to continue what my tale begun; 
Lay madam Partlet bafking in the fun, 
Breaft-high in fand: her fitters, in a row, 
Enjoy’d the beams above, the warmth below, 
The cock, that of his Acih was ever free, 
Sung merrier than the mermaid in the fea 
And fo befel, that as he caft his eye, 
Among the coleworts on a butterfly, 
He faw falfe Reynard where he Jay full low: 
I need not {wear he had no lift to crow : 
But cry'd, cock, cock, and gave a fudden ftart, 
As fore difmay’d and frighted at his heart ; 
For birds and beafts, inform’d by nature, know 
Kinds oppofice to theirs, and fly their foe, 
So Chanticleer, who never faw a fox, 
Yet fhunn’d him as a failor fhuns the recks. 
But the falfe loon, who could not work his will 
By open force, employ’d his flattering kill ; 
T hope, my lord, faid he, 1 not offend; 
Are you afraid of me, that am your friend ? 
J were a beaft indeed to do you wrong, 
¥, who have lov’d and honour'd you fo long : 
Stay, gentle Sir, nor take a falfe alarm, 
For on my foul never meant you harm, 
I come to {py, nor as a traitor prefs, 
To learn the fecrets of your foft recefs : 
Far be from Reynard fo profane a thought, 
But by the dweetnefs of your voice was brought : 
For, 2s I bid my beads, by chance I heard 
The fong as of an angel in the yard; 
A fong that would have chacm’d th’ infernal Gods, 
And basifh’d horror from the dark abodes; 


So much the hymn had pleas’d the tyrant’s ear, 
The wife had been detain’d, to keep the huf- 
band there. 
My lord, your fire familiarly I knew, 
A peer deferving fuch a fon as you : 
He, with your lady mother, (whom Heaven ret) 
Has often grac’d my houfe, and been my gueft : 
To view his living features, does me good ; 
For 1 am your poor neighbour in the wood ; 
And in my cottage fhould be proud te fee 
The worthy heir of my friend’s family. 
But fince I fpeak of finging, let ma fay, 
As with an upright heart I fafely may, 
That, fave yourfelf, there breathes not on the 
ground 
One like your father for a filver found. * 
So fweetly would he wake the winter day, . 
‘That matrons to the church miftook their way, 
And thought they heard the merry organ play, 
‘And he, to raife his voice with artful care, 
(What wili not beaux attempt to pleafe the fair 2 
‘On tiptoe ftood to fing with greater ftrength, 5 
And ftretch’d his comely neck at all the length + 
And while he ftrain’d his voice to pierce the fkies, , 
As faints in raptures ufe, would fhuc his eyes, 
That the found ftriving through the narrow. 
throat, 
His winking might avail to mend the note. 
By this, in fong, he never had his peer, 
From fweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ; 
Not Maro’s mufe, who fung the mighty man, 
Nor Pindar’s heavenly lyre, nor Horace when a, 
fwan. 
Your anceftors proceed from race divine : 
From Brennus and Belinus is your line ; 
Who gave to fovereign Rome fuch loud alarms, 
That ev’n the priefta were not excus’d from arms, 
Befides, a famous monk of modern times 
Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes, 
‘That of a parifh-prieft the fon and heir, 
(When fons of priefts were from the proverb clear) *_ 
Affronted once a cock of noble kind, 
And either lam’d his legs, or truck him blind; 
For which the clerk his father was difgrac’d, 
And in his benefice another plac’d, 
Now fing, my lord, if not for love of me, ' 
Yet for the fake of fweet faint charity; 
Make hills and dales, and earth and heaven rejoice, 
And emulate yeur father’s angel voice. 
‘The cock was pleas’d to hear him fpeak fo fair, 
And proud befide, as folar people are; 
Nor could the treafon from the truth defery, 
So was he ravifh’d with this flattery: 
So much the more, as, from a little elf, 
He had a high opinion of himfelf ; 
Though fickly, flender, and not large of limb, 
Concluding all the world was made for him. 
Ye princes rais’d by poets to the Gods, 
And Alexander’d up in lying odes, 
Believe not every flattering knave’s report, 
There’s many a Reynard Jurking in the court; 
Aad he fhall be receiv’d with more regard 
And liften’d to, than modeft truth is heard, 
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This Chanticleer, of whom the ftory fings, 
Scood high upon his toes, and clapp d his wings ; 
"Phen ftretch’d his neck, and wink’d with both 

his eyes, : 
Ambitious, as he fought th’ Olympic prize. 
But, while he pain’d him(elf to raife his note, 
Falfe Reynard rufh’d, and caught him by the 
throat. 
“Then on his back he laid the precious load, 
And fought his wonted thelter of the wood ; 
Swiftly he made his way, the mifchief done, 
Of ail unheeded, and purfued by none. 

Alas, what flay is there in heman ftate, 
Or who can fhun inevitable fate? 

The doom was written, the decree was paft, 

+ Ere the foundations of the world were caft! 
An Aries thorgh the fun exalted flood, 

His patron planet to procure his good ; 

Yet Saturn was his mortal foe, and he, 

In Libra rais'd, oppos'd the fame degree : 
‘The rays both good and bad, of equal power, 
Each thwarting other made a mingled hour. 

On Friday morn he dreamt this direful dream, 
(Crofs to the worthy native, in his fcheme ! 

+ Ah bfifaful Venus, Goddefs of delight, 

Hw could’ft thou fuffer thy devoted knight, 

On thy own day to fail by foe opprefs’d, 

‘The wight of all the world who ferv’d thee beft? 
‘Who, true to love, was all for recreation, 

‘And minded not’ the work of propagation. 
Gaufride, who copld’ft fo well in rhyme complain 
‘The death of Richard with an arrow flain, 

‘Why had'’not { thy Mufe, or thou my heart, 
¢ Fo fing this heavy dirge with equal art! 

‘That I like thee on Friday might complain ; 

For on that day was Coeur de Lion flain. 

Not louder cries, when Hium was in flames, 
‘Were fent to heaven by wofu! Trojan dames, 
‘When Pyrrhus tofs’d on high his burnith’d 

blade, 
And offer’d Priam to his father’s thade, 
‘Than for the cock the widow’d poultry made. 
Fair Partlet firft, when he was borne from fight, 
‘With fovercign thrieks, bewail’d her captive 
knight : 
Far louder than the Carthaginian wife, 

‘When Afdrubal her hufband loft his life, 

"When the beheld the tmouldering flames afcend, 
And all the Punic glories at an end: 

‘Willing into the fires fhe plung’d her head, 

“With greater eafe than others feck their bed. 
Not more aghaft the matron: of renown, 

‘When tyrant Nero burn'd th’ tmperial town, 
Shrick’d for the downfal in a deleful cry, 

For which their guiltlefs lords were doom’d to die. 

Now to my ftory I return again: 

‘The trembling widow, and her daughters twain, 
‘This woful cackling cry with horror heard, 

OF thofe difira@ed damfels in the yard ; 

And ftarting up beheld the heavy fighe, 

How Reynard to the foreft took his flight, 

And crofs his back, as in triumphant frorn, 

"The hope and pillar of the honfe was borne. 

The fox, the wicked fox, was all the cry ; 

Out from his houfe ran every neighbour nigh 5 
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The vicar firft, and after him the crew oi 

With forks aud ftaves, the felon to purfue. 

Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band, 

And Malkin, with her diftaff in her hand; 

Ren cow and calf, and family of hogs, 

In panic horror of purfuing dogs ; 

With many a deadly grant and doleful fqueak, 

Poor fwine, as if their pretty hearts would break. 

The fhouts of men, the women in‘difmay, 

With fhricks augment the :orror of the day: 

The ducke that heard the proclamation cry’dy 

And fear’d a perfecution might betide, 

Full twenty mile from town their voyage take, 

Obfcure in rufhes of the liquid lake. 

The geefe fly o’er the barn; the bees in arms 

Drive headlong from their waxen cells in fwarms. 

Jack Straw at London-ftone, with all his rout, 

Struck not the city with fo loud a fhout; 

Not when with Englifh hate they did purfue 

A Frenchman, or an unbelieving Jew : 

Not when the welkin rung with one and all; 

And echoes bounded back from Fox's hall : 

Earth fcem’d to fink beneath, and heaven above 
to fall. 

With might and main they chac’d the murder- 

‘ ous fox, 

With brazen trumpets, and inflated box, 

To kindle Mars with military founds, 

Nor wanted horns ¢’ infpire fagacious hounds. 

But fee how Fortune can confound the wife, 
And, when they leaft expect it, turn the dice. 
The captive cock, who fearce could draw his 

breath, 
And lay within the very jaws of death; 
Yet in this agony his fancy wrought, 
And fear tupply’d him with this happy thought = 
Your’s is the prize, victorious prince, faid he, 
Vhe vicar my defeat, and all the village fee. 
Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may, 
And bid the churls that envy you the prey 
Call back their mungril curs, and ceafe their 
cry, 
See, fools, the thelter of thé wood is nigh, 
And Chanticleer in your defpight fhall die, 
He fhall be pluck’d and eaten to the bone. 

Tis well advis’d, in faith it fhall be done; 
This Reynard faid : but, as the word he f{poke, 
‘The pritoner with a fpring from prifon broke : 
Then ftretch’d his teather’d fans with all his 

might, 
And to the neighbouring maple wing’d his flight ; 

Whom when the traitor fafe on tree behe'd, 

te cure’d the Gods, with fhame and forraw fill'd; 
Shame for his folly, forrow out of time, 
For plotting an unprofitable crime ; 
Yet, maftcring both, th’ artificer of lies 
Renews th’ affault, and his Jait battery tries. 

Thovgh I, faid he, did ne’er in thought offend, 
How juftly may my lord fafpect his friend ! 

‘Ya’ appearance is againft me, f confefs, 

Who icemingly have put you in dittrefs : 
You, if your goodnefs does not plead my canfe, 
May think | broke ail hofpituble laws, 

"Fo bear yon from your paincc-yard by might, 
And put your nobje perfon in a fright: 
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This, fince you take it ill, I muft repent, 

‘Though, heaven can witnefs, with no bad intent : 

I praStis’d it, to make you talte your cheer 

‘With double pleafure, fir prepar’d by fear. 

So loyal fubjeGts often feize their prince, 

Fore’d (for his good) to feeming violence, 

Yet mean his facred perfon not the leaft of- 

fence. 

Defcend ; fo help me Jove as you thall find 

‘That Reynard cemvs of no diffembling kind. 
Nay, quoth the @ck ; but I befbrew us both, 

TE 1 believe a faint upon his oath : 

An honeft man may take a knave’s advice, 

But idiots only may be cozen’d twice : 

Once warn'd is well bewar’d; not flattering lies 

Shall footh me mote to fing with winking eyes, 

And open mouth, for fear of catching flies. 

Who blindfold walks upon a river’s brim, 

‘When he thould fee, has he deferv’d to fwim ? 

Better, fir cock, let all contention ceafe, 

eme down, faid Reygard, let us treat of peace. 


25k 
A peace with ail my foul, faid Chanticleer 5 

But, with your favour, I will treat it here: 

And, left the truce with treafon fhould be mixt, 
"Tis my concern to have the tree betwixe, 
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In this plain fable you th’ effect may fee 
Of negligence, and fond cgedulity : 
And learn befides of flatterers to beware, 
Then moft pernicious when they {peak tao fair. 
The cock and fox, the foul and knave,imphy; 
The truch is moral, though the tale a lie, 
Who {poke in parables, J dare not fay ; 
Bot fure he knew it was a pleafing way, 
Sound fenfe, by plain example, to convey. 
And in a heathen author we may find, 
That pleafure with inttruction fhould be j joi 
So take the corn, and leave the chaff bead 
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THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF: 


OR, 


THE LADY IN THE ARBOUR, 


A VISION. 





Now turning from the wintery fign8, the fun. 

His courfe exalted through the Ram had run, 

And, whirling up the skies, his chariot drove 

‘Through Taurus and the lightfome realms of love ; 

‘Where Venus from her orb defcends in thowers, 

To glad the ground, and paint the fields with 
flowers : 

‘When firft the tender blades of grafs appear, 

And buds, that yet the bla& cf Eurus fear, 

Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe 
the year; 

Till gentle heat, and foft repeated rains, 

Make the green blood to dance within their veins: 

‘Then, at their call embolden’d, out they come, 

And {well the germs, and burft the narrow room; 

Broader and broader yet, their blooms difplay. 

Salute the welcome fun, and entertain the day. 

Then from their breathing fouls the fweets repair, 

To fcent the tkies, and purge th’ unwholfome air ; 

Joy fpreads the heart, and, with a general fong, 

Spring iffucs out, and leads the jolly moaths along. 

In that fweet feafon, as in bed I lay, 

And fought in fleep to pafs the night away, 

J turn’d my weary’d fide, but fill in vain, 

Though full of youthful health, and void of pain : 


Cares I had none, to keep me from my reft, 
For love had never enter’d in my breaf; 

{ wanted nothing fortune could fupply, 
Nor did the flumber till that hour deny. 


‘T wonder’d then, but after found it true, 


Much joy had dry’d away the balmy dew : 

Seas would be pools, without the brufhing air, 

To curl the waves: and fure fome little care 

Should weary nature fo, to make her want 
repair. 

When Chanticleer the fecond watch had fung, 
Scorning the fcorner flecp, from bed I fprung ; 
And, drefling, by the moon, in loofe array, 

Pafs’d out in open air, preventing day, fous. ¢ 
And fought a goodly grove, as fancy led my 
Straight as a line in beauteous order ftood 

Of oaks unfhorn a venerable wood; 

Freth was the grafs beneath, and every tree 

At diftance planted in a due degree, 

Their branching arms in air with equal {pace 
Stretch’d to their neighbours with a long embrace 
And the new leaves on every bough were feen, 
Some ruddy colour’d, fome of lighter green. 
The painted birds, companions of the {pring, 
Hopping from fpray to {pray, were heard to fing. 
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Both eyes and ears receiv’d a like delight, 

Exchanting mufic, and a charming fight. 

On Philome! I fix'd my whole defirg ; 

And Jiften'd for the queen of all the quire; 

Fain would I hear her heavenly voice to fing ; 

And wanted yet an omen to the fpring. 

Attending long in vain, I took the way, 

‘Which through a path but fearcely printed lay; 

In narrow mazes oft it feem’d to meet, 

And Jook’d as lightly prefs'd by fairy feet. 

Wandering 1 walk’d alone, for ftill methought 

To fome ftrange end fo ftrange a path was 
wrought : 

At laft it led me where an arbour flood, 

‘The facred receptacle of the wood : green, 

This place unmark’d, though oft I walk’d the 

An all my progrefs I had never feen : 

And, feiz'd at once with wonder and delight, 

Gaz'd all around me, new co the tranfporting 
fight, 

Twas beneb’d with turf, and goodly to be feen, 

‘The thick young grafs arofe in frether green : 

‘The mound was newly made, no fight could pals 

Betwixt the nice partitions of the grafs; 

‘The well-united fods fo clofely lay; 

And all around the thades defended it from day : 

For fycamores with eglantine were {pread, 

A hedge about the fides, a covering over head. 

And fo the fragrant brier was wove between, 

The fycamere and flowers were mix'd with 
green, 

‘That nature feem’d to vary the delight; 

And fatisfy’d at once the {mell and fight. 

‘The mafter woskman of che bower was known 

Through fairy-lands, and built for Oberon ; 

‘Who twining leaves with fuch proportion drew, 

‘They rofe by meafure, and by rule they grew ; 

No mortal tongue can half the beauty tell : 

For none but hands divine could work fo well. 

Both rouf and fides were like a parlour made, 

A foft recefs, and a cool fummer fhade ; 

“Phe hedge was fet fo thick, no foreign eye 

‘The perfons plac’d within it could efpy : 

But all that pafs’d without, with eafe was feen, 

As if nor fence nor tree was plac’d between. 

“Twas border’d with a field; aud fome was plain 

With grafs, and fome was fow’d with rifing grain. 

‘That (now the dew with fpangles deck’d the 
ground) 

A fweeter fpot of earth was never found. 

J Jook’d and look’d, and fill with new delight ; 

Such joy my foul, fuch pleafures fill’d my fight ; 

And the frefh cglantine exhal’d a breath, - 

Whofe odours were of power to raife from death. 

Nor fullen difcontent, nor anxious care, 

Ev'n though brought thither, could inhabit there: 

But thence they fled as from their mortal foe; 

For this fweet place could only pieafure know. 

‘Thus as I mus’d, I cait afide my eye, 

And faw a medlar-tree was planted nigh. 

‘The {preading branches made a goodly fhow, 

And full of opening blooms was every bough : 

A goldfinch there I faw with gawdy pride 

Of painted plumes, that hopp’d fram fide te Ede, 
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Still pecking as the pafs'd; end Rill the drew 


; Lhe fweets from every flower, and fuck’d the 


dew: 
Suffic’d at length, the warbled in her throat, 
And tun’d her voice to many a merry note, 
But indiftin, aud neither fweet nor clear, 
Yet fuch as footh’d my foul, and pleas’d my ear. 
Her fhort performance was no fooner try’d, 
When fhe fought, the nightingale, reply’d : 
So {weet, fo fhrill, fo varioufly the fung, 
‘That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung: 
And I fo ravith’d with her heavenly note, 
1 ftood intranc’d, and had no room for thought, * 
But, all o’er-power’d with ecftacy of blifs, 
Was in a pleafing dream of paradife ; 
At length I wak’d, and, looking round the bower, - 
Search’d every tree, and pry'd on every flower, 
If any where by chance I might efpy, § 
The rural poet of the melody : 
For ftill methought fhe fung noc far away : 
At laft { found her on a laurel {pray. 
Clofe by my fide fhe fat, and fair in fight, 
Full in a line againft her oppofite ; 
Where ftood with eglantine the laurel twin’ 
And both their native fweets were well conjoi 
On the green bank J fat, and liften’d long 
(Sitting was more convenient for the fong) : 
Npr till her lay was ended could I move, 
But with’d to dwell for ever in the grove. 
Only methought the time too {wiftly pafs’d, 
And every note I fear’d would be the laft. 
My fight, and fmell, and hearing, were employ’dy 
And all three fenfes in full guft enjoy’d. 
And what alone did all the reft furpafs, 
The {weet poffeffion of the fairy place ; 
Single, and confcious te myfelf alone 
Of pleafures to th’ excluded world unknown : 
Pleafures which no where elfe were to be féund, 
And all Elyfium in a fpot of ground, 
Thus while J fat intent to fee and hear, 
And drew perfumes of more than vital air, 
All fuddenty I heard th’ approaching found 
Of vocal mufic, on th’inchanted ground : 
An hoft of faints it feem’d, fo full the quire; ¢ 








As if the blefs'd above did all confpire 

To join their voices, and negleé the lyre. 

At length there iffued from the grove behind 

A fair affembly of the female kind : 

Atrain lefs fair, as ancient fathers tell, 

Seduc’d the fons of heaven to rebel, 

I pafs their form, and every charming grace, 

Lefs than an angel would their worth debafe ; 
But their attire, like liveries of a kind 

All rich and rare, is frefh within my mind. 

In velvet white as {now the troop was gown’d, 
‘The feams with fparkling emeralds {et around : 
Their hoods and fleeves the fame ; and purfied o’er 
With diamonds, pearls, and all the fhining ftore 
Of caftern pomp: their long defcending train, 
With rubies edg'd, and fapphies, fwept the plain: 
High on their heads, with jewels richly fet, 

Each lady wore a radiant coronet. 

Beneath the circles, all the quire was grac'd” 
With chaplets green on their fair foreheads plac’d, 
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Of Saurel fome, of woosdbine many more ; 
And wreaths of Agnus caftus others bore : 
‘Thefe laft, whe with thoft virgin crowns were 
drofs'd, 
Appear’d in higher henour than the reft. 
"They danc’d around : but in the midft was feen 
A lady of a more majeftic mien ; 
By ftature and by beauty mark’d their fove- 
reign queen. 
She in the midft began with fober grace; 
Her fervant’s eyes were fix’d upon her face, 
And, as fhe mov’d or turn’d, her motions view’d, 
Her meafures kept, and ftep by ftep purfued. 
Methought fhe trod the ground with greater 
grace, 
‘With more of godhead thining in her face ; 
And as in beauty fhe furpafs'd the quire, 
So, nobler than the reft, was her attire. 
A crown cf rnddy gold inclos'd her brow, 
Plain without pomp, and rich without a fhow: 
A branch of Agnus caftus in her hand 
She bore aloft (her fceptre of command) : 
Admir’d, ador’d by all the circling crowd, 
For wherefoe’er fhe turn’d her face, they bow’d : 
“And as fhe danc’d, a roundelay fhe fung, 
In honour of the laurel, ever young : 
She rais’d her voice on high, and fung fo clear, 
‘Phe fawns came fcudding from the groves to 
hear: 
And all the bending foreft lent an ear. 
At every clofe the made, th’ attending throng 
‘Reply’d, and bore the burden of the fong : 
Bo juft, fo {mall, yet in fo {weet a note, 
At feem’d the mufic melted in the throat. 
‘Thus dancing on, and finging as they danc’d, 
"They to the middle of the mead advanc’d, 
‘Till round my arbour 2 mew ring they made, 
Afd fBoted it about the fecret thade, 
O’erjoy’d to fee the jolly troop fo near, 
But fomewhat aw’d, | fhook with holy fear; 
“¥et not fo much, but that 1 noted well 
‘Who did the moit in fong or dance excel. 
Not long I, had obferv’d, whea from afar 
T heard a fudden fymphony of war; 
"Phe neighing courfers, and the foldiers cry, 
And founding trumps that feem’d to tear che fky: 
¥ faw foon after this, behind the grove 
From whence the ladies did in order move, 
Come iffuing out in arms a warrior train 
"Chat like a deluge pour’d upou the plain : 
On barbed -fteeds they rode in proud array, 
‘Thick as the college of the bees in May, 
‘When {warming o'er the dufky fields they fly, 
New to the fiowers, and intercept the iky. 
So fierce they drove, their couriers were fo ficet, 
‘That the turf trembled uncerneath their feet. 
To tell their coftly furniture were long, 
‘The fummer’s day would end before the fong : 
To purchafe but the tenth of all their fore, 
Would make the mighty Perfian mcuarch poor. 
Yet what i can, I will; before the reft 
‘The trumpets iffued in white mantles drefs’d : 
A numerous troop, and all their heads around ‘ 








‘With chaplets green of cerrial-oak were crown'd. 
And at each trumpet was a banner bound; 
a 
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Which waving in the wind difplay'd at large _ 
‘Their mafter’s coat of arms, and knightly charg¢: 
Broad were thg banners, and of {nowy hue, 
A purer web the filk-worm never drew. 
The chief about their necks the fcutcheons wore, 
‘With orient pearls and jewels powder'd o'er ; 
Broad were their collars too, and every one 
Was fet about with many a coftly ftone. 
Next thefe of kings at arms a goodly train 
In proud array came prancing o'er the plain: 
Their cloaks were cloth of filver mix’d with gold, 
Aod garlands green around their temples rolPd ; 
Rich crowns were on their royal {cutcheons plac’d, 
With fapphires, diamonds, and with rubies grac’d 3 
And as the trumpets their appearance made, 
So thefe in habits were alike array’d; 
But with a pace more fober, and more flow 3 
And twenty, rank in rank, they rede a row, 
‘The purfuivants came next, in number more 5 
And like the heralds each his {cutcheon bore = 
Clad in white velvet all their troop they Jed, 
With each an oaken chaplet on his head. 
Nine royal knights in equal rank fucceed, 
Each warrior mounted on a fiery feed 3 
In golden armour glories to behold ; 
The rivets of their arms were nail’d with gold. 
Their furcoats of white ermin fur were made, 
With slat of gold between, that caft a glittering 
hade ; 
‘The trappings of their fteeds were of the fame; 
The golden fringe ev’n fet the ground on flame, 
And drew a precious trail: a crown divine 
Of jaurel did about their temples twine. 
‘fhree henchmen were for every knight aign’d, 
All in rich livery clad, and of a kind: 
White velvet, but unhorn, fot cloaks they wore, 
And each within his hand a truncheon bore: 
The foremoft held a helm of rate device ; 
A prince's rat.iom would not pay the price, . 
‘The fecond bore the buckler of his knight, ; 
The third of cornel-wood a {pear upright, i 
Headed with piercing feel, and polith’d bright. 
Like to their lords their equipage was feen, 
And all their forehcads crown’d with garlands 
green. {thicsd, 
And after thefe came, arm’d with fpear and 
An hot fo great, as cover’d all the field, 
Aud all their foreheads, like the knights before, 
With Jaurels ever green were fhaded o'er, 
Or oak, or other leaves of lafting kind, 
Tenacious of the ftem, and firm againft the wind, 
Some in their hands, lrefide the Jance and fhield, 
The boughs of woodbine or of hawthorn held, 
Or branches for their myftic emblems took, 
Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial oak, 
‘hus marching to the trumpev’s lofty found, 
Drawn in two lines adverfe they whceel’d 
around, 
And in the middle meadow took their ground. 
Among themfelves the turney they divide, 
In cquat fquadrons rang’d on either fide. 
‘Then tarn’d their horfes heads, and man to many 
And ftecd tu ficed oppos’d, the jufts began, 
‘They lightly fet their lances in the reft, 
And, at the fign, againft each other prefe’d: 
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‘hey met. I fitting at my eafe beheld 

‘The mittd events, Sod fortunes of the field. 

Some broke their {peats, fome tumbled horfe and 

man, 

Aad ronnd the field the lighten’d courfers ran, 

An hour and more, like tides, in equal fway 

‘They rufh’d, and won by turns, and loft the day : 

At length the nine (who fill together held) 

Their fainting foes to dhameful fight compat 

And with refiftlefs force o’cr-ran the field. 

‘Thus, to their fame, when finith’d was the fight, 

‘The victors from their lofty fteeds alight : 

Like them difmounted all the warlike train, 

And two by two progeeded o’er the plain: 

Till to the fair affembly they advane’d, 

Who near the fecret arbour fung and danc’d. 
‘The ladies left their meafarcs at the fight, 

To meet the chief returning from the fight, 

And each with open arms embrac’d her chofen 

knight. 

Amid the plain a fpreading laure! itood, 

‘The grace and ornament of all the wood : 

‘That pleafing thade they fought, a foft retreat 

From fudden April fhowers, a fhelter from the 


heat: 















nights were feen, 
th cheerful green 3 
is coleurs were, 





Her leafy arms with fuch extent were fpread, 
So near the clouds was her afpiring head, 
‘That hofts of birds, that wing the liquid air, 
Perch’d in the boughs, had nightly lodging there: 
And flocks of theep beneath the thade from fur 
Might hear the rattling hail, and wintery war; 
From Heaven's inclemency here found retreat, 
Enjoy'd the cool, and fhunn’d the feorching heat : 
A hondred knights might there at eafe abide ; 
And every knight a lady by his fide ; 
‘The trunk itfelf fuch odours did bequeath, 
That a Molucean breeze to thefe was common 
7 breath, 
The lords and ladies here, approaching, paid 
‘Their homage, with a low obcifance made : ; 
And feem’d to venerate the facred thade. 
Thefe rites perform’d, their pleatures they purfue, 
With fong of love, and mix with plealures new ; 
Around the holy tree their dance they frame, 
And every champios leads his chofen dame. 

“T cast my fight upon the farther field, 
And a freth object of delight beheld : 
Yor from the region of the Weft I heard 
New mufic found, and a new troop appear'd; 
OF knights, and ladies mix’d, a jolly band, 
Bat ail on foot they march’d, and hand in hand. 

The ladies drefs’d in rich fymars were feen 
Of Florence fattin, flower’d with white and 

green, 

And for 2 fhade betwixt the bloomy gridelin, 
The borders of their petticoats below 
Were guarded thick with rubies on a row; 
And every dimfel wore upon her head 
Of fiowers a garland blended white and red. 
Atttir’d mm mianties all the ke: 
That gall 
Theit chapters 
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Before the merry troop the minftrels play’d; 

All in their mafter’s liveries were array’d, 

And clad in green, and on their temples wore 

The chaplets white and red their ladies bore, 

Their inftruments were various in their kind, 

Some for the bow, and fome for breathing winds 

‘The fawtry, pipe, and hautboy’s noify band, 7 

And the foft lute trembling beneath the touching: 
hand, 

A tuft of daifies on a flowery lay 

They faw, and thitherward they bent their ways. ~ 

To this both knights and dames their homage 
made, 

And due obeifance to the daify paid. 

And then the band of flutes began to play, 

To which a lady fung a virelay + 

And ftill at every clofe the would repeat 

he burden of the tong, “ The daify is fo fweee”™ 

‘The daify is fo fweet, when the begun, 

‘The troop of knights and dames continued on, 

The concert and the voice fo charm’d my ear, 

And fooih’d my foul, that it was heaven to hear, 

But foon their pleafure pafs’d : at noon of day, 

‘The fun with fultry beams began to play : 

Not Sirius fhoots a fiercer flame from high, 

When with his poifonous breath he blafts the icy: 

‘Then droop’d the fading flowers (their beauty: 
fied) 

} And clos'd their fickly eyes, and hung the head ;: 

And, rivel’d up with heat, lay dying in their bed. 

The ladies gafp’d, and fearcely could relpire ; 

‘The breath they drew, no longer air, bue fire ¢ 

‘The fainty knights were fcorch’d; and knew oe 
where 

To run for thelter, for no thade was Near; 

And after this the gathering clouds amain 

Pour'd down a form of rattling hail and rain ¢ 

And lightning flafh’d betwixt: the field amd, 
flowers, 

Burnt up before, were buried in the thowers, 





white and red, to fhade their Shining | Like 


‘The ladies and the knights, no fhelter nigh, 
Bare to the weather and the wintery tky, 
Were dropping wet, difconfolate, and wan, 
And through their thin array receiv’d the rains. 
While thofe in white protected by the tree [free 
Saw pals in vain th’ affault,and ftood from danger © 
But as compafion mov’d their gentle minds, : 
When ceas’d the fiorm, and filent were the wi 
Difpleas'd at what, not fuffering, they'had feen, 
‘They went to cheer the fa@ion of the green: 
The queen in white array, before her band, 
Saluting, took her rival by the hand ; 
So did the ix nd dames, with courtly grace, 
And with b ur {weet their foes embrace, 
n with laurel on her brow, 

fuifer’d in your woe; 
ing aught within my power 
Vor your relief in my refrefhing bower. 
‘That cther aniwer'd with a lowly look, 
And foon the gracious invitation took : 
For ill at cafe beth the and all her wain 
Tv fcorching fun had berne, anu beating rain, 

Gsciely wes vs'c by all in whire, flenight. 
Esch dame a dame receiv'd, and every knight a. 
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The lgurel champions with their {words invade 
The neighbouring forefts, where the jufts were 
made, 
And ferewood from the rotten hedges took, 
And feeds of latent fire from flints provoke : 
A-cheorful blaze arofe, and by the fire —_[attire. 
They warm’d their frozen feet, and dry'd their wet 
Refreth'd with heat, the ladies fought around 
For virtuous herbs, which gather’d from the ground 
They fqueez'd the juice, and cooling ointment 
* made, [ficins they laid : 
Which on their fun-burnt cheeks, and their chap’t 
Then fought green falads, which they bade themeat, 
A fovereign remedy for inward heat. 
The lady of the leaf ordain’d a featt, 
And made the lady of the flower her guett: 
‘When {o, a bower afcended on the plain, [train, 
With fudden feats ordain’d, and large for either 
‘This bower was near my pleafant arbour plac’d, 
That I could hear and fee whatever pals'd : 
‘The ladies fat with cach a knight between, 
Diftinguifh'd by their colours, white and green ; 
"The vanquith'd party with the victors join’d, 
Nor wanted fweet ditcourfe, the banquet of the 
mind, 
Mcan time the minftrels play’d on either fide, 
Vain of their art, and for the maftery vy’d: 
‘The {weet contention iafted for an hour, 
And reach’d my fecret arbour from the bower. 
The fun was fet; and Vefper, to fupply 
His abfent beams, had lighted up the tky: 
When Philomel officious all the day 
"By fing the fervice of th’ enfuing May, 
Filed from her laurel fhade, and wing’d her flight 
Dire@ly to the queen array’d in white : 
And hopping fat familiar on her hand, 
A new mufician, and increas'd che band. 
“The goldfinch, who, to fhun the fealding heat, 
Had chang’d the medlar for a fafer feat, 
And hid in bushes ‘feap’d the bitter fhower, 
Now perch’d upon the lady of the flower ; 
And either fongfter holding out their throats, 
And folding up their wings, renew'd their notes : 
As if all day, preluding to the fight, 
‘They only had rehears’d, to fing by night: 
The banquet ended, and the battle done, 
“They danc’d by ftar-light and the friendly moon : 
And when they were to part, the laureat queen 
Supply’d with fteeds the lady of the green, 
Her and her train conducting on the way, 
‘The moon to follow, and avoid the day. 
This when I faw, inquifitive to know 
‘The feeret moral of the myftic thew, 
I ftarted from my fhade, in hopes to find 
Some nymph to fatisfy my longing mind : 
And as my fair adventure fell, [ found 
A lady all in white, with laurel crown’d, 
Who clos’d the rear, and foftly pac’d along, 
Repeating to herfelf the former fong. 
‘With due refpedt my body I inclin’d, 
As to fome being of fuperior kind, 
* And made my court according tu the day, 
‘Wifhing her queen and her a happy May. 
Great thanks, my daughter, with a gracious bow, 
She faid; and 1, who much defir'd to knew 
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OF whence fhe was, yet fearful How to break . 
My mind, adventur'd humbly thus to fperd: - 
Madam, might ( prefume and not offend, 
So may the ftars and fhining moon attend 
Your nightly fports, as you vonchfafe to tell 
What nymphs they were who mortal forms 
~~ excel, {fo well. 
And what the knights who fought in lifted fields 
‘To this the dame reply’d : Fair daughter, know, 
That what-you faw was all a fairy fhow : 
And ‘all thofe airy fhapes you now behold, 
Were human bodies once, and cloth’d with earthly 
mold, 
Ouz fouls, not yet prepar’d for upper light, 
‘Til doomfday wander in the thades of night ; 
This only holiday of all the year, 
We privileg’d in funfhine may appear : 
With fongs and dance we celebrate the day, 
Aud with due honours ufher in the May. 
At other times we reign by nizht alone, 
Aud pofting through the fities purfue the moon: 
But when the morn arifes, nong are found ; 
For cruel Demogorgon walks the round, 
And if he finds a fairy lag in light, 
He drives the wretch before,,and lathes into 
night. 
All courteous are by kind; and ever proud 
With friendly offices to help the good. 
Tn every land we have a larger {pace 
‘Than what is known to you of mortal race : 
Where we with green adorn our fairy bowers, 
And ev'n this grove, unfeen before, is ours. 
iinow farther ; every lady cloth’d in white, 
And, crown’d with oak and laurel every kyight, 
Are fervants to the leaf, by liveries known 
Of innocence; and I myfelf am’ one. 
Saw you not her fo graceful to behold 
In white attire, and crown’d with radiant guld? 
The fovereign Jady of our land is fhe, 
Diana call’d, the queen of chattity : 
And, for the fpotlefs name of maid fhe beara, 
That Agnus caftus in her hand appears ; 
And all her train, with leafy chaplets crown’d, 
Were for unblam’d virginity renown’d ; 
But thofe the chief and higheft in command 
Who bear thofe holy branches in their hand : 
The knights adorn’d with laurel crowns are 
they, 
Whom death nor danger never could difmay, 
Vidorious names, who made the world obey : 
Who, while they liv’d, in deeds of arms excell’d, 
And after death for deitics were held. 
But thoie, who wear the woodbine on their brow, 
Were knights of love, who never broke their vow; 
Firm to their plighted faith, and ever free 
From fears, and fickle chance, and jealoufy. 
The fords and ladics, who the woodbine bear, 
As true as Triftram and Hotta were. 
But what are thofe, faid I, th’ unconquer’d nine, 
Who crown’d with laure!l-wreaths in golden ar- 
mour fhine? 
And who the knights in green,-and what the traia 
Of ladies drefs’d with daifies on the plain ? 
Why both the bands in worthip difagrec, 
And fome adore the flower, and fone the tree? 
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‘THE FLOWER AND THE LEAR. 


4s your fuit, fair daughter, faid the dame ;. 
e’d chiefs were men of mighty fame ; 
ies were they call’d of different‘rites, 
», Three i Kh three Pagans, and three Chriftian 
nights. 
Theleyaa you fee, ride foremoft in the field, 2 






As they the foremoft rank of honour held, 

And all in deeds of chivalry excell’d: 

Their temples wreath’d with leaves, that ftill 

renew 5 

For deathlefs turel is the vior’s due : 

‘Who bear the bows were knights in Artbur’s reign, 

‘Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charlemain : 

For bows the ftrength of brawny arms imply, 

Emblems of valour and of victory. 

Behold an order yet of newer date, 

Doubling their number, equal in their ftate ; 

Our England’s ornament, the crawn’s defence, 

In battle brave, protectors of their prince : 

Unchang’d by fortune, to their fovereign true, 

For which their manly legs are bound with blue. 

Thefe, of the garter call’d, of faith unftain’d, 

In fighting fields the laurel have obtain’d, f 

And well repaid the honours which they gain'd, 

‘The laurel wreaths were firft by Cafar worn, 

And ftill they Cafar’s fucceffors adorn : 

One leaf of this is immortality, 

And more of worth than all the world can buy. 
One doubt remains, faid I, the dames in green, 

‘What were their qualities, and who their queen ? 

Flora commands, faid fhe, thofe nymphs and 


hts, 

Who liv’ ie flothful eafe and loofe delights ; 
Who never acts of honour durft purfue, 
‘The men inglorions knights, the ladies all untrue: 
Who, nurs’d in idlenefs, and train’d in courts, 
Pats’d all their precious hours in plays and fports, 
‘Till death behind came flalking on, unfeen, 
And wither’d (like the ftorm) the frethnefs of 

their green. 
Thefe, and their mates, enjoy their prefent hour, 
And therefore pay their homage to the flower. 
But knights in knightly deeds fhould perfevere, 
And till continue what at firft they were; ‘ 
Continue, and proceed in honour’s fair career. 
No room for cowardice, or dull delay ; 
From good to better they should urge their way. 
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For this with golden fpurs the chiefs are dy - 

With pointed rowels arm’d to mend theif ha! 

For this with latting leaves their brows are’p 
bound; 

For laurel isthe fign of labour crown'd, [ground 7 

Which bears the bitter blaft, nor thaken falls to 


From winter winds it fuffers no decay, 
For ever freth and fair, and every month is Mey. 
Ev’n when the vital fap retreats below, 
Ev’n when the hoary head is hid in fnow; 
The life is in the leaf, and ftill between 
The fits of falling fhow appears the ftreaky greemt: 
Not fo the flower, which lafts for little fpace;  ~ 
A fhort-liv’d good, and an uncertain grace 5 
This way and that the feeble fem i is driven, 
Weak to fuftain the ftorms and injuries of heaven: 
Propp’d by the fpring, it lifts aloft the head, © 
But of a fickly beauty, foon to fhed ; 4 
In fummer living, and in winter dead, 
For things of tender kind, for pleafure made, ' 
Shoot up with fwift increafe, and fudden are de 
cay'd, 
With bamble words, the wifeft I could frame, © 
And proffer’d fervice, I repaid the dame ; 
That, of her grace, fhe gave her maid to ‘know 
The fecret meaning of this moral fhow. 
And the, to prove what profit I had made 
OF myftic truth, in fables firft convey’d, 
Demanded till the next returning May, . 
Whether the leaf or dower I weuld obey ?- 
TI chofe the leaf; the fmil’d with fober cheer, 
And with’d me ‘fair adventure for the year, 
And gave me charms and figils, for defence 
Againtt ill tongues that fcandal innocence: 
But I, faid the, my fellows muft purfue, 
Already paft the plain, and out of view. 
‘We parted thus; | homeward fped my way, 
Bewilder’d in the wood till dawn of day? 
And met merry crew who danc’d about the} 






Then late ‘pelreth’ 'd with fleep, I rofe to write” 7 
The vifionary vigils of the night: 

Biufh, as thou may’ft, my little book, with ‘hui 
Nor hope with homely verfe to purchafe breil 
¥or fuch my Maker.chofe : and fo defign'd 
‘Thy fimple ftyle to fuit thy lowly kind. 
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In days of old, when Arthur fill’d the throne, 

‘Whofe ads and fame to foreign lands were 

* blown; 

‘The king of elfs and little fairy queen 

Gambol’d on heaths, and danc’d on every green ; 

And where the jolly troop had led the round, 

‘The grafs unbidden rofe, and mark'd the 

: ground : 

Nor darkling did they glance, the filver light 

Of Pherbe ferv'd to guide their fleps aright, 

And, with their tripping pleas’d, prolong the 
night. 

Her beams they follow'd, where at full the play’d, 

Nor longer than fhe thed her horns they ftay’d, 

From thence with airy flight to foreign lands 
convey'd. 

Above the reft our Britain held they dear, 

Mare folemnly they kept their Sabbaths here, 

And made more {pacicus rings, and revel’d half. 
the year. 

1 fpeak of ancient times, for now the fwain 
Returning late may pafs the woods in vain, 
And never hope to fee the nightly train : 

In vain the dairy now with mint is drets’d, 
‘The dairy-maid expects no fairy gueft, 

To fkim the bowls, and after pay the feaft. 
She fighs, and fhakg her empty fhoes in vain, 
No filver penny to reward her pain: é 


j 





For priefts, with prayers and other goodly geer, 

' Have made the merry goblins difappear ; 

And where they play’d their merry pranks 
before, 

Have fprinkled holy water on the floor : 

nd friars that through the wealthy regions run, 

“hick as the motes that twinkle in the fun, 

Refort to farmers rich, and lef their halls, 

And exercife the beds, and crofs the walls: 

| ‘This makes the fairy quires forfake the place, 

When once ’tis hallow’d with the rites of 
grace: 

But in the walks where wicked elves have a 
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‘Vhe Jeatning of the parith now is feen, 

The midnight parfon pofting o’er the green, 
{ With gown tuck’d up, to wakes, for Sunday 

next, 

With humming ale encouraging his text 3 § 
Mor wants the holy leer to country girl betwixt. 
From fiends and imps he fets the village free, 
‘There haunts not any incubus but he. 

The maids and women need no danger fear 
To walk by night, and fandity fo near: 

For by fome haycock, or fome fhady thorn, 
He bids his beads beth even fong and morn, 
tt fo befel in this king Arthur's reigu, 
A lufty knight was prickivg o’er the plain; 
A bachelor he was, and of the courtly train, 


Ward 
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"Vf fypen’d, as he rode, a damfel gay 
In ruifke robes to market took her way: 
Soon ovdthe girl he caft an amorous cye, 
So ftrai fhe walk’d, and on her patterns 
hight 
If feeing her behind he lik’d her pace, 
Now turning fhart, he better likes her face. 
He lights in hafte, and, full of youthful fire, 
By force accomplith’d his oblcenc defire : 
This done, away he rode, not unclpy’d, 
For fwarming at hisback the county cry’d: 
And once in view they never loft the fight, 
But feiz’d, and pinion’d brought to court the 
knight. 
Then courts of kings were held in high re- 
nown, 
Ere made the common brothels of the town : 
‘Tere, virgins honourable vows receiv’d, 
But chafle as maids in monatteries liv'd : 
The king himtelf, to nuptial ties a flave, 
No bad example to his poets gave: 
And they, not bad, but in a vicious age, 
Had not, to pleafe the prince, debauch'd the ftage. 
Now what fhould Arthur do? He lov'd the 
knight, 
But fovereign monarchs are the fource of right: 
Mov’d by the damfel’s tears and common ery, 
He doom’d the brutal ravifher to die, 
But fair Geneura rofe in his defence, 
And pray’d fo hard for mercy from the prince, 
‘That to his queen the king th’ offender gave, 
And lefe it in her power to kill or fave : 
‘Chis gracious ad the ladies all approve, 
Who thought it much a man fhould die for 
love ; 
And with their miftrefs join’d in clofe debate 
(Covering cheir kinduefs with diffembled 
hate), 
If not to free him, to prolong his fate. 
At laft agreed they call’d nim by confent 
Before the queen and female parliament. 
And the fair {peaker rifing from the chair, 
Did thus the judgment of the houfe declare. 
Sir knight, though I fave afk’d thy life, yer 
itl 
hy deftiny depends upon my will: 
Nor haft thou other furety than the grace 
Nor due to thee from our offended race,+ 
But as our kind is of a fofter moid, 
And cannot blood without a figh behold, 
1 grant thee life; referving {till the power 
‘To take the forfeit when I fee my hour: 
Unilefs thy anfwer to my next demand 
Shall fet thee free from our avenging hand, 
‘The queition, whofe folution [ require, 
1s, What the fex of women moft defire ? 
In this difpute thy judges are at fkrife ; 
Beware; for on thy wit depends thy life. 
Yet (left, furpris’d, unknowing what to fay, 
‘Thou damn thyfelf) we give thee farther day : 
A year is thine to wander at thy will; 
And learn from others, if thou want’ft the fkill. 
But, not to hold our proffer turn’d in fcorn, 
Gaod fureties will we have for thy return; 





BATH’S TALF. ; Migy 

That at the time prefix’d thou fhalt obey, 

And at thy pledge’s peril keep chy day. 

Woe was the knight at this fevere cope 

mand ; 

But well he knew ‘twas bootlefs to withftands 

The terms accepted as the fair ordain, 

He put in bail for his return again, 

And promis’d anfwer at the day affign’d, 

The beft, with heaven’s afliftance, he . could: 
find. 

His leave thus taken, on his way he went 
With heavy heart, and fall of difcontent, “A 
Mifdoubting much, and fearful of th’event. = JF 
’Pwas hard the truth of fuch a point to find, 

As was not yet agreed among the kind. 

Thus on he went ; till anxious more and more, 

Aik’d all he met, and knock’d at every door ; 

Inquir’d of men; but made his chief requeft 

To learn from women what they lov'd the, 
beft. 

They anfwer'd each according to her mind 

‘To pleafe herfelf, not all the female kind, 

One was for wealth, another was for place = 

Crones, old and ugly, with’d a better face. 

‘The widow’s with was oftentimes to wed 3 

The wanton maids were all for {port a-bed. is 

Some faid the fex were pleas'd with handfoiis 
lies, , 

And fome grofs flattery lov'd without difguife + 

‘Truth is, fays one, he feldom failsto win 

Who @atters well; for that’s our darling fing” 

But long attendance, and a duteous mind, —- 

Will work ev’n with the wifett of the kinds 

One thought the fex's prime felicity . 

Was from the bonds of wedlock to be free: 

Their pleafuses, hours, and aéions, all 
own, : 

And uncontrol'd to give account to none. 

Some wifh a hufband fool; but fuch are curfty 

Fur fools perverfe of hufbands are the work: 

Alt women would be counted chafte and wife; 

Nor fhould our fpoufes fee, but with eur ¢yes;. 

For fouls will prate; and though they want 
wit ieee: 

To find clofe faults, yet open blots will -hitr 

‘Though better for their eafe to F 
tongue, ‘ 

For woman-kind was never in the wrong. 

So noife enfues, and qtarrelt Jatt for lifes ~ 

‘Lhe wife abhors the fool, the fool the wife. 

And fome men fay that great delight have wa, 

To be for truth extoll’d, and fecrecy: - 

And conftant in ofie purpofe fill to dwell; 

And not our hufbands counfels'to-reveal, 

But that’s a fable: for our fex is frail, - 

Taventing rather than not tell a tale, 

Like leaky fieves no fecrets we can hold = 

Witnefs the famous tale that Ovid told, 

Midas the king, as in his book appears, 

By Phebus was endow’d with afs’s cars, 

Which under his long locks he well conceal’d; 

(As monarchs vices muft rior. be reveal’d} 

For fear the people have them in the wind, | 
Whe long ago were neither dumb nor blind x 
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Nor apt to think from heaven their title {prings, 
Since Jove and Maro left off begetting kings. 
This Midas knew : and duit communicate 

‘To none but to his wife his cars of ftate : 


, One mutt be trufted, and he thought her fit, 


As paffing prudent, and a parlous wit. 

To this fagacious confeflor he went, 

And told her what a gift the Guds had fent : 
But told it under matrimonial feal, 

With trick injunétion never to reveal. 

‘The fecret heard, the plighted him her treth, 
(Ardd facred fure is every woman's oath) 
‘The royal malady fhould reft unknown, 
Both for her hufband’s honour and her own ; 


. But ne’erthelefs the pin’d with difcontent ; 


; Of honour ty'd her tongue from felf-defence. 


The counfel rumbled till it found a vene, 
The thing the knew fhe was oblig’d to hide; 
By intereft and by oath the wife was ty’d; 
“But if the told it not, the woman dy’d. 
Loth to betray a hufband and a prince, 

t fhe: muft burit, or blab; and no pretence 
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A, marthy ground commodioufly was near, 


» Thither the ran, and held her breath for fear, 


Left if a word fhe Spoke of any thing, 
That word might be the fecret of the king. 
"Thas full of cuunfel to the fen the went, 


“ Grip’d all the way, and Jonging for a vent; 


Arriv’d, by pure neceffity compell’d, 
Qn her majeftic marrow-bones fhe kneel’d : 
"Fhen to the water’s brivk the laid her head, 
And, as a bittour bumps within a reed, 
‘Fo thee alone, O lake, the faid, I tell, 
(And, as hy queen, command thee to con- 
ceal): 
* Beneath his lecks the king my hufband wears 
“A.goodly royal pair of afs's ears. 
“Now I have eas’d my bofom of the pain, 
“ATUI the next longing fit return again. 
“Thus through a woman was the fecret known ; 


. Tellus, and in effe& you tell the town. 
- But to my tale: ‘The knight with heavy cheer, 
. Wandering in vain, had now confum’d the 


year: 
| One day was only left to folve the doubt, 
~Wet knew no more than when he firft fet out. 
But home he matt, aud, as th’ award had been, 
Yield up his body captive to the queen. 
In this defpairing ftate he hapt to ride, 


-. tg fortune led him, by a foreit fide : 


Lonely the vale, and full of horror flood, 
Brown with the fhade of a religious wood : 


* ‘When full before him at the noon of night, 


(The moon was up, and thot a gleamy light) 
He faw a quire of ladies in a round, 
‘That featly footing feem’d to fim the ground : 
Thus dancing hand in hand, fo light they 
‘were, 

“Be knew not where they trod, on earth or air, 
At {peed he drove, and came a fudden gueft, 
In hope whcre many women were, at leat, ‘ 
Some one by chance might anfwer his requeft. 

+ But fafter than his horfe the ladies flew, 

“Gand in a trice were vanith’d out of view. 


THE WORKS OF DRYDEN: 


One only hag remain’d: but fouler far ~ 

Than grandame apes in Indian forefts are 

Againft a wither’d oak fhe lean’d her w/“j 

Propp’d on her trufty ftaff, net half uy<ight, 

And dropp’d an aukward courtly to the 
knight. : 

Then faid, what makes yon, Sir, fo late abroad 

Without a guide, and this no beaten road ? 

Or want you aught that here you hope to find, 

Or travel for fome trouble in your mind ? 

The laft I guefs; and if I read aright, 

Thofe of our fex are bound to ferve a knight 

Perhaps good counfel may your grief affuage, 

“Phen tell your pain ; for wifdom is in age. 

‘To this the knight ; Good mother, would you 

know 

The fecret caufe and fpring of all my woe? 

My life muft with to-morrow’s light expire, 

Unlefs I teli what women mott defire. 

Now could you help me at this hard effay, 

Or for your inborn goodnefs, or for pay ; 

Yours is my life, redeem'd by your advice, 

Afic what you pleafe, and | will pay the price : 

The proudeft kerchief of the court fhall reft 

Well fatisfy’d of what they love the beft. 

Plight mé thy faith, quoth fhe, that what I afk, 

Thy danger over, and perform’d thy tafk, 

That thou thal: give for hire of thy demand ; 

Here take thy oath, and feal it on my hand ; 

I warrant thee, on peril of my life, 

Thy words fhall pleafe both widow, maid, and 
wife. - y 

More words there needed not te move the 

knight, 

To take her offer, and his truth to plight. 

With that fhe fpread a mantle on the ground, 

And, firft inquiring whither he was bound, 

Bade him noz fear, though long and rough the 
way, 

At court he fhould arrive e’er break of day 5 

His horfe fhould find the way without a vat 






She faid : with fury they began to ride, 
He on the midft, the beldam at his fide. 
The horfe, what devi! drove 1 cannot tell, 
But only this, they fped their journey well: 
And all the way the crone inform’d the knight, 
How he fhould anfwer the demand aright. 
To court they came; the news was quickly 
fpread 
Of his returning to redeem his head, 
The female fenate was affembled foon 
With all the mob of women of the town: 
The queen fate lord chief juftice of the hall, 
And bade the crier cite the criminal. 
The knight appear’d ; and filence they proclaim ; 
Then firft the culprit anfwer'd to his name : 
And, after forms of law, was laft requir’d 
To name the thing that women molt defir’d. 
‘Thy offender, taught his leffon by the way, 
And by his counfel order’d what to fay, 
Thus bold began: My lady liege, faid he, - 
What all your fex defire is fovereignty. 
The wife affe&s het hufband to command ; 
All muft be her’s, both moncy, houfe, and land, 


THE WIFE GF'BATHS TALE. 


“The igaids are miftreffes ev'n in their name ; 
And oftgheir fervants full domimion claim. 
This, at ex peril of my head, I fay, 

A blunt pla‘g truth, the fex afpires to fway, ‘ 

You torule at, while we, like flaves, obey. 

‘There was not one, or widow, maid, or wife, 

But {aid the knight had weil deferv'd his life. ~ 

Ev’n fair Geneura, with a bluth, confefs’d 

‘The man had found what women love the beft. 
Up ftarts the beldam, who was there un- 

feen t+ : 

And, reverence made, accofted thus the queen. 

My liege, faid the, before the court arife, 

May I, poor wretch, find favour in your eyes, 

‘To grant my juft requeft: "twa. I who raught 

The knight this anfwer, and infpir'd his thought. 

None but a woman could a man direét 

‘To tell us women, what we moft affed. 

But firft [ fwore him on his knightly troth, 

(And here demand performance of his oath) 

‘To grant the boon that next I fhould defire ; 

He gave his faith, and I expe my hire: 

My promife is fulfill’d ; I fav’d his life, 

And claim his debs, to take me for his wife. 

The knight was afk’d, nor could his oath deny, 

But hop’d they would not force hid to com- 


Ply: 
The women, who would rather wreft the laws, 
‘Than let a fifter-plaintiff lofe the caufe, 
(As judges on the bench more gracious are, 
And more attent, to brothers of the bar) 
Cry’d one and all, the fuppliant fhould have 
right, 
And to the grandame hag adjudg’d the knight. 
In vain he figh’d, and oft with tears cefir’d, 
Some reafonable fuit might be requir’d. 
But ftill the crone was conftant to her note : 
The more he fpoke, the more fhe ftretch'd her 
throat, 
In vain he profferid all his goods, to fave 
His body deftin’d to that living grave. 
‘The liquorifh bag rejeéts the pelf with {corn ; 
And nothing but the man would ferve her turn. 
Not all the wealth of Eaftern kings, faid fhe, 
Have power to part my plighted love and me: 
And, old and ugly as I am, and poor, 
Yet never will [ break the faith L fwore ; 
For mine thou art by promife, during life, 
And I thy loving and obedient wife. 
My love! nay rather my damnation thou, 
Said he: nor am J bound to keep my vow ; 
‘The fiend thy fire hath fet thee from below, 
Eke how couldf thou my fccret forrows knew ? 
Avaunt, old witch, for I renounce thy bed : 
‘The queen may take the forfcit of my head, t 
Ere any of my race fo foul a crone thall wed. 
Both heard, the judge pronounc’d againft the 
knight; 
So was he marry’d in his own defpite 
And all day after hid him as an owl, 
Not able to fuftain a fight fo foul. 
Perhaps the reader thinks I do him wrong, 
To pats the marriage feaft and nuptial fong + 
Mirth there was none, the man was d-la-zort, 
And little courage had to make his court. 
i 


To bed they went, the bridegroom and 
bride : 

Was never fuch an ill-pair’d couple ty’d + 

Reitlefs he tofs’d, and tumbled to and fro, 

And roll'd and wriggled ‘further off for woe. 

The good old wife lay fmiling by his fide, 

And caught him ia her quivering arms, and 
cry’d, 

When van my ravith'd predeceffor faw, 

You were not then become this man of ftraw 5 & 

Had you been fuch, you might have "{cap’d the 
law. m 

Is this the cuftom of king Arthur’s court ? 

Are all round-table knights of fuch a fort ? * 

Remember I am fhe who fav'd your life, - 

Your loving, lawful, and complying wife : 

Not thus you fwore in your unhappy hour, 

Nor I for this retarn employ’d my power. 

In time of need, ¥ was your faithful friend; 

Nor did [ fince, nor ever will, offend. 

Believe me, my lov'd lord, ’tis much unkind; 

What fury has poffefs’d your alter’d mind ? 

Thus on my wedding night without pretence. 

Come turn this way, or tell me my offence, 

If not your wife, Jet reafon's rule perfuade ; 

Name but my fault, amends fhall foon be 
made. 4 

Amends! nay that’s impoffible, faid he ; 

What change of age or uglinefs can be ? 

Or, could Medea’s magic mend thy face, 


the 


Thou art defcended from fo mean a race, an 


That never knight was match’d with fuch d+ 
grace. 

What wonder, madam, if I move my fide, 

When, if I turn, I turn to fuch a bride? 

And is this all that troubles you fo fore? J 

And what the devii could’ft thou with me more’? 

Ah, Benedecite, reply’d the crone : a 

Then caufe of juft complaining have you none. 

The remedy to this were foon upply’d, 

Would you be like the bridegrom to the bride ¥ 

But, for you fay a long defcended race, 

And wealth, and dignity, and power,” 
place, a 

Make gentlemen, and that your high degree. 

Is much difparag’d to be match’d with ore ¢ 

Know this, my lord, nobility of blood 

Is but a glittering and fallacious good ¢ 

The nobleman is he whofe tieble mind . 

1s fill’d with inborn worth, unborrow’d from: 
kind. : 

The king of heaven was in a manger laid; 

And took his earthbut frem an bumble maid; 

‘Yhen what can birth, or mortal men, beftaw ? 

Since floods no higher than their fountains flow.’ 

We, who for name and empty honour ftrive, 

Our true nobility from him derive. 

Your anceftors, who puff your mind with pride, 

And vat eftates to mighty titles ty’d, 

Did not your honour, but their own, advance ; 

For virtue comes not by inheritance. 

If you tralineate from your father’s mind, 

What are you elfe but of a baftard kind ? 

Do, as your great progenitors have done, 

And by their virtues prove yourfelf their fon, 

Rij 
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"No father can infufe or wit or grace ; 
’ A mother comes acrofs, and mars the race. 

‘ A grandfire or a grandame taints the blood ; 
And feldom three defcents continu good. 
‘Were virtue by defcent, a noble name 

*Goiild never villanize his father’s fame : 

:. But, as the firft, the aft of all the line 
“Would like the fun even in defending fhine ; 
"Fake fire, and bear ic co the darkeft houfe, 

“aBetwixt king Arthur’s court and Caucafus; 

If you depart, the flame fhall lil remain, 
And the bright blaze enlighten all the plain : 
Nor, till the fuel perith, can decay, 

By nature form’d on things combuftible to prey. 
Such is not man, who, mixing better feed 
With worfe, begets a bale degenerate breed + 
‘The bad corrupts the good, and leaves behind 
No trace of all the great begetter’s mind. 

+The father finks within his fon, we fee, 

‘And often rifes in the third degree ; 

If better Juck a better mother give, 

Chance gave us being, and by chance we live, 

“Such as our atoms were, even fuch are we, 
‘Or call it chance, or ftrong neceflity : 

Thus loaded with dead weight, the will is 

i free. 

And thus it needs muft be : for feed conjuin’d 
Acts into nature’s work th’ imperfect kind ; 
But fire, th’ enlivener of the general frame, 
Is,one, its operation ftill the fame. 

Its principle is in itfel€ ; while ours 
Works, as confederates war, with mingled 

powers; 

‘Or man or woman, whichfoever fails : 

And, oft, the vigour of the worfe prevails, 
,#Bther with fulphur blended alters hue, 

+ And cafts a dufky gleam of Sodom bluc. 

Thus, in a brute, their ancient honour ends, 

And the fair mermaid in a fith defcends : 
‘The line is gone ; no longer duke cr earl; 
‘But, by himfelf degraded, turns a churi, 
S Nobility of blood is but renown 
Qf thy great fathers by their virtue known, 
And a long trail of light, to thee ETE 





down. 

‘TF in thy fmoke it ends, their glories thine ; 

But infamy and villanage are thine. 

"Then what I faid before is plainly fhow'd, 

# "The true nobility proceeds from God : 

Wor left us by inheritance, but given 

By bounty of our ftars, and grace of heaven. 
‘Thus from a captive Servius Tullius rofe, 

‘Whom for his virtues the firft Romans chofe : 
Fabricius from their walls repell’d the foe, 

‘Whole noble hands had exercis'd the plough. 
From hence, my lord and love, I thus con- 

clude, 

‘That though my homely anceftors were rude, 
Mean as I am, yct I may have the grace 

To make you father of a generous race : 

And noble then am I, when | begin, 

In virtue cloth’d, to caft the rags of fin. 

Hf poverty be my upbraided crime, 
“And you believe in Heaven, there was 2 time 
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Whea He, the great controller of our fate, 

Deign’d to he man, and liv’d in low eftate 7 

Which he «ho had the world at his difp: 

If poverty were vice, would never cho 

Philofophers have faid, and poets fin, 

“Ukat a glad poverty’s an honeft thing. 

Cengent is wealth, the riches of the mind ; 

And happy he who can that treafure find. 

But the bate miler flarves amidit his flore, - 

Broods on his gold, and, griping till at more, 

Sits fadly pining, and believes he’s poor. 

Uhe ragged beggar, though he want relief, 

Has not to lofe, and fings before the thicf, 

‘Want is a bitter and a hateful good, 

Becaufe its virtues are not underftoad : 

Yet many things, impoflible to thought, 

Have been by need to full perfedtion brought : 

‘The daring of the foul proceeds from thence, 

Shorpnefs of wit,and active diligence; 

Pradence at once, and fortitude, it gives, 

And, if in patience taken, mends our lives; 

ur ev'n that indigence, that brings me low, 

Makes me myfelf, and Him above, to know. 

A good which none would challenge, few would 
choofe, 

A fair poffifion, which mankind refufe. 

If we from wealth to poverty defcend, 

Want gives to know the flatterer from the friend, 

it 1 am old and ugly, well for you, 

No lewd adulterer will my love purfue ; 

Nor jealouly, the bane of marry'd life, 

Shall haunt you for a wither’d homely wife ; 

For age and uglinefs, as all agree, 

Arc the beit guards of female chaftity, 

Yet fince I fee your mind is worldly bent, 

Vil do my beft to further your content. 

And therefore of two gifts in my difpofe, 

Think t’er you fpeak, 1 grant you Icave te 
choofe ; . 

Would you | should be ftill deforer’d and old, 

Naufeous to touch, and loathfome to behold; 

On this condition to remain for life 

A careful, tender, and obedient wife, 

Tn all I can contribute to your eafe, 

And not in deed, or word, or thought, dif 
pleafe ? 

Or would you rather have me young and fair, 

Aud take the chance that happens tu your 
Share ? 

‘Temptations are in beauty, and in youth, 

And how can you depend upon my truth ? 

Now weigh the danyer with the doubtful blifs,* 

And thank yourfelf if aught thould fall amifs. 

Sore figh'd the knight, who this long fermom 

heard; 

At length, confidering all, his heart he cheer'd; 







j 


| And thus reply’d : My lady and my wite, 


‘To your wife condué Urefign my life : 
Chaofe you for me, for well you underfand 
The future good and ill, on either hand: 
But if an humble hufband may requeft, 
Provide, and order all things for the beft; 
Your’s be the care to profit, and to pleafe : 
And let your fubje@ fervant take his cafe. 


THE WIFE OF BATH’S TALE. 


"Mian thus in peace, quoth fhe, conclades the 


ife, 
Since I sturn’d the hufband, you the wife : 
‘The matrignial victory is mine, 


‘Which, havit® fairly gain'd, I will refign ; 
Forgive if { have faid or done amifs, 

‘And fea} the hargain with a friendly kifs : 

T promis'd you but/one content to fhare, 

But now J will become hoth good and fair, 
No nuptiat quarrel fhall difturb your eate 5 
The bufinels of my life fhall be to pleafe : 
And tor my beauty, that, us time fhall ery ; 
But draw the cuctain firft; and caft your eye. 
He look’d, and faw a credtare heavenly fair, 
In bloom of youth, andef a charming air., 





ed 
With joy he turn’d, and feiz’d her ivory area; 
And like Pygmalion found the flatue warm, 
Smail arguments there needed to prevail, 
A ftorm of kiffes pour’d as thick as hail. 
Thas long in mutual blifs they lay embrac’d, 
And their firft love continued to the laft : 
One funthine was their life, no cloud between. 
Nor ever was a kinder couple fzen. 
And fo may all our lives like theirs be leds 
Heaven fend the maids young hufbands frefh ia 
bed 5 . 
May widows wed as often as they can, 
And ever for the betrer change their man ; 
And fome devouring plague purfue thei lives, 
Who will not well be govern’d by their wives 
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CHARACTER OF A GOOD PARSON. 














A ranisi prieft was of the pilgrim train; 
- An awful, reverend, and religious man, 
His eyes diffus'd a venerable grace, 
And charity itfelf was in his face. 
‘Rich was hisfoul, though his attire was poor 
: (As God hath cloth’d his own ambaffador) ; 
.Far fuch, on earth, his blefs’d Redeemer bore. 
“Of fixry years he feem’d; and well might laf 
To fixty mére, but that he liv’d too faft ; 
..Refin'd himfelf to foul, to curb the fenfe; 
‘And made almoft a fin of abftinence. 
‘Vet, had his afpe& nothing of fevere, 
But fuch a face as promis’d him fincere, 
* Nothing referv'd or fullen was to ice : 
> But fweet regards, and pleafing fanity : ‘ 
Mild was his accent, and his aGion free, 
‘With eloquence innate his tongue was arm’d ; 
* "Though harth the precept, yet the people charm’d, 
For, letting down the golden chain from high, 
* He drew his audience upward to the fky : 
And oft with holy hymns he charm’d their ears 
- (A mufic more melodious than the fpheres : 
: For David left him, when he went to reft, 
Hiss lyre; and after him he fung the beft. 
‘He bore his great commiflion in his look : [{poke. 
But fweetly temper’d awe ; and foften’d all he 
‘He preach’d the joys of heaven, and pains of’ 
: hell, 
And warn'd the finner with becoming zeal ; 
But, on eternal mercy lov’d to dwell. 
He taught the gofpel rather than the law ; 


For fear but freezes minds: but love, like heat, 
Exales the foul fublime, to feek her native feat, 
To threats the ftubborn finner oft is hard, 
‘Wrapp'd in his crimes, againft the form prepar'd; 
But, when the milder beams of mercy play, 

He melts, and throws his cumbrous cloak away, 


; Lightning and thunder (heaven’s artillery) 


As harbingers before th’ Almighty fly : 
‘Thofe but proclaim his Myle, and difappear ; 
‘The fitler found fucceeds, and God is there, 
The tithes, his parifh freely paid, he took ; 
But never fued, or curs’d with bell or book. 
With patience bearing wrong; but offering none ; 
Since every man is free to lole his own. 
The country churls, according to their kind, 
(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind), 
The lefs he fought his offerings, pinch’d the more, 
And prais’d a prieft contented to be poor. 
Yet of his little he had fome to fpare, 
To feed the famifh’d, and to clothe the bare 
For mortify’d he was to that degree, 
A poorer than himfelf he would not fee. 
True, priefts, he faid, and preachers of the word, 
Were only ftewards of their fovereign Lord; 
Nothing was their’s; but all the public ftore ; 
Intrufted riches, to relieve the poor. 
Who, fhould they teal, for want of his relief, 
He judg’d himfelf accomplice with the thief. 
Wide was his parith ; not contracted clofe 
In ftreets, but here and there a ftraggling houfe; 
Yet till he was at hand, without requeft, 


And forc’d bindelf to drive; but Jov'd te draw, | To ferve the fick, to fuccour the diftref'd : 
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-@eHP-iog, on foot, alone, without affright, 
‘Fhe dan\ers of a dark tempeftuous night. 
All this\the good old man perform’d alone, 
Ng pains; for curate he had none, 
Nuft another with his care; * 
Nor rode himfelf to Paul’s, the public fair, 
To chaffer for preferment with his gold, ~ 
‘Where bithoprics and finecures are fold. 
But duly watch’d his flock, by night and day; 
And from the prowling wolf redeem'd the prey: 
And hungry fent the wily fox away. 
The proud he tam’d, the penitent he cheer’d : 
Nor to rebuke the rich offender fear’d. 
His preaching nwch,but more hispractice wrought 
(A hving fermon of the truths he taught ;) 
For this by rules fevere his life he fquar’d : 
‘That all might fee the do@rine which they 
heard: 
For priefts, he faid, are patterns for the reft 
(The gold of heaven, who bear the God im- 
ptefs'd :) 
But when the precious coin is kept unclean, 
‘The fovereign’s image is na longer feen, 
If they be foul on whom the people trutt, 
‘Well may the bafer brafa contra a ruft. 
The prelate, for his holy life he priz'd; 
‘The worldly pomp of prelacy defpis’d. 
His Saviour came not with a, gaudy fhow : 
Nor was his kingdom of the world below. 
Patience in want, and poverty of mind, 
‘Thefe marks of church and churchmen he de- 
fign’d, 
And living taught, and dying left behind. 
‘The crown he wore was of the pointed thorn: 
In purple he was crucify’d, not born. 
‘They who contesd for place and high degree, 
Are not his fons, but thofe of Zebedee. 
Not’but he knew the figns of earthly power 
Might well become Saint Feter’s fucceflor ; 
"The holy father holds a double reign, 
‘The prince may keep his pomp, the fither muft 
be plain, 
Such was the faint; who fhone with every grace, 
Reficcting, Mofes like, his Maker's face, 





abs 
God faw his image lively was exprefs’d; 
And his own work, as in creation blefs’d. 

The  faw him too with envious eye; 
And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 
He took the time when Richard was depos’d, 
And high and low with happy Harry clos’d. 
This prince, though great in arms, the prief 

withftood : 

Near though he was, yet not the next in blood. 
Had Richard unconftrain’d, refign’d the throne, 
A king can give,no more than is his own: 
The title ftood entail’d, had Richard"had a fon, 


Conqueft, an odious name, was laid afide, 
Where all fubmitted, none the battle try’d. 
The fenfelefs plea of right by providence 
Was, by a flattering pricit, invented fince ; 
And lafts no longer than the prefent {way ; 
But juftifies the next who comes in play, 


‘The people’s right remains; let thofe who dare 
Difpute their power, when they the judges are. 


He join’d not in their choice, becanfe he knew 
Worfe might, and often did, from change enfue, 
Much to himfelf he’ thought; but little fpoke; 
And, undepriv’d, his benefice forfook. 


Now, through the land, his cure of fouls he 
ftretch’d: 

And like a primitive apoftle preach’d. 

Still cheerful; ever conftant to his call; 3 

By many follow’d; lov'd by moft, admiz'd by all - 

With what he begg'd, his brethren he reliew'd, 

And gave the charities himfelf receiv’d. ia, 

Gave, while he taught; and edify’d the more, 

Becaufe he fhew'd, by proof, 'twas eafy to be poor. 


He went not with the crowd to fee a thrine 3. 
But fed us, by the way, with food divine, 


In deference to his virtues, I forbear 
‘To thew you what the reft in orders were: 
‘This brilliant is fo fpotlefs, and fo bright, [light,., 
He needs no foil, but fhines by his own proper | 











SIGISMONDA AND GUISCARDO, 


‘Wrire.Norman Tanered in Salerno reign’d, 
‘The title of a gracious prince he gain’d; 
* “Till, turn’d a tyrant in his latter days, 
He loft the luftre of his former praife ; 
And from the bright meridian where he ftood, 
» Defcending, dipt his hands in lover's blood. 
‘This prince, of Fortune’s favour long poflefs’d, 
‘Yet was with one fair daughter only blofs'd ; 
And blefs’¢ he might have been with her atone; 
But oh! how much more happy had he none! 
She was his care, his hope, and his delight, 
Moft in his thought, and ever in his fight; 
Next, nay beyond his life, he held her dear; 
She liv’d by him, and now he liv’d in her. 
For this, when ripe for marriage, he delay’d 
Her ouptial bands, and kept her loug a maid, 
As envying any elfe fhould fhare a part 
Of what was his, and claiming all her heart. 
At length, as public decency requir’d, 
And all his vaffals eagerly defir’d, 
‘With mind averfe, he rather underwert 
* His people’s will, than gave his own confent, 
So was the torn, as from a lover’s fide, 
And made almoft in his defpite a bride. 

Short were her marriage joys; for in her prime 
Of youth, her lord expir’d before his time ; 
And to her father’s court in little fpace 
Reftor’d anew, the held a higher piace ; 

More lov’d, and more exalted into grace. 
‘This princefs frefh and young, and fair and wife, 
The worfhip’d idol of ber father’s eyes, 


Did all her fex in every grace excecd. 
And had more wit befide than women need. 
Youth, health, and eafe, and moft an amo- 
rous mind, 
To fecond nuptials had her thoughts inclin’d : 
And former jays had left a fecret fting bebind. 
But, prodigal in every other grant, 
Her fire left unfupply’d her only want; 
And fhe, betwixt her modefty and pride, 
Her wifltes, which fhe could noc help, ywould 
hide. 
Refolv’d at laft to lofe no longer time, 
And yet to pleafe herfelf without a crime, 
See caft her eyes around the court, to find 
A worthy fubje& fuiting to her mind, 
‘To him in hely nuptials to be ty’d, 
A feeming widow, and a fecret bride. 
Among the train of courtiers, one fhe found 
With all the gifts of bounteaus nature crowa'd, 
Of gentle blood; but one whofe niggard fate 
Had fet him far below her high eftate ; 
Guifcard his name was call’d, of blooming’age, 
Now {quire to Tancred, and before his page = 
‘To him, the choice of all the thining crowd, 
Her heart the noble Sigifmonda vow’d. 
Yet hitherto fhe kept her love conceal’d, 
And with thofe graces every day beheld 
‘The graceful youth, and every day increas'd 
‘The raging fires that burn’d within her breaft ; 
Some fecret charm did all her ads attend, 
And what his fortune wanted, her’s could mend ; 
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iar; & fire will force its outward way, 
rifan pent, confume the prey ; 
arneft eyes on his were fet, 
» At length thie twifted rays together met ; 
And he, furpri8d with humble joy, furvey'd’ 
One fweer regard, thot by the royal maid : 
jot well affur’d, while doubtful hopes he nurs’d, 
iA fecond glance came gliding like the firt ; 
‘And he, wh: faw the fharpnefs of the dart, 
‘Without defence receiv’d it in hig heart. 
a public, though their pation swbiced fpecch, 
‘et mutual looks interpreted for each; 
‘ime, ways, and means of meeting were deny’d; 
jut all thofe wants ingenious love fupply’d. 
iTh’ inventive God. who never fails his part, 
Anfpires the wit, when once he warms the heart. 
When Goifcard négt was inf the circle feen, 
Where Sigifmonda held the place of queen, 
A hollow cane within her hand fhe bronght, 
‘But in the concave had inctos’d a note; 
‘With this fhe feem’d to play, and, as in fport, 
"Tols'd to her love, in prefence of the court ; 
“Take it, fhe faid; and when your needs require, 
(This little brand will ferve to light your fire, 
‘He took it with a bow, and foon divin’d 
‘The feeming toy was not for nought defign'd : 
But when retir'd, fo long with curieus eyes 
He view’d his prefent, that he found the prize. 
Much was in little writ; and all convey’d 2 






‘With cautious care, for fear to Le betray’d 
‘By fome falfe confident, or favourite maid. 
'The time, the place, the manner how to meet, 
‘Were all in punctual order plainly writ: _ 
But, fince a truft muft be, the thaught it beft 
To put it out of laymen’s power at leaft ; i 
And for their folemn vows prepar’d a prielt. 
Guifcard (her fecret purpofe underftoad} 
‘Wgth joy prepar’d to meet the coming’ good ; 
Nor pains nor danger was refolv'd to fpare, 
But ufe the means appointed by the fair. 

Next the proud palace of Salerno ftood 
A mount of rough afcent, and thick with wood. 
Through this a cave wa> dug with vaft expence z 
The work it fecm’d of fome fufpicious prince, 
Who, when abofing power with lawlefs might, 
From public jutice would fecure his fight. 
‘The palfage made by many a winding way, 
Reach’d ev’n the room in which the tyrant lay, 
Fit for his purpofe on a lower floor, 
He lodg’d, whofe iffue was an iron door ; 
From whence, by ftairs defcending to the ground, 
In the blind grot a fafe retreat he found, 
Tts outlet ended in a brake o’ergrown 
‘With brambles, chok’d by time, and now un- 

known, 
A rift there was, which from the mountain’s 
height 

Convey’d a glimmering and malignant light, 
A breathing-place to draw the damps away, 
A twilight of an intercepted day. 
‘The tyrant’s den, whofe ufe, though loft to fame, 
‘Was now th’ apartment of the royal dame; 
‘The cavern only to her father known, 
By him was to his darling daughter fhown, 





Fa 
Negleted long the let the fecret reft, 

‘Till love recal!’d it to her labouring breatt, 

And hinted as the way by heaven defign’d 

‘The teacher, by the means he taught, to blind. 

What will not women do, when need infpires 

Their wit, or love their inclination fires! 

Though jealoufy of ftate th’ invention found, 

Yet hove refin’d upon the former ground. 

That way, the tyrant had referv’d, to Ay 

Parfuing hate, now ferv’d to bring two lovers 


nigh. - 
The dame, who long in vain had kept.the key, 
Bold by defire, explor'd the fecret way; 
Now try’d the ftairs, and, wading through the 
night, ' i 
Search’d all the deep recefs, and iffued into light. 
All-this her letter had fo well explain’d, i 
Th’ inftraéed youth might compafs what re« 
main’d; 
The cavern’s mouth alone was hard to find, 
Becaufe the path, difus’d, was out of mind: 
But in what quarter of the cople it lay, 
His eye by certain level could furvey : 4 
Yet (for the wood perplex'd with thorns he knew): 
A frock of leather o'er his limps he drew 5 “a 
And, thus provided, fearch’d the brake around, 
Till the choak’d entry of the cave he found. 
Thus, all prepar’d, the promis’d hour arriv'd 
So long expected, and fo well contriv'd : 
With love to friend, th’ impatient lover went, 
Fenc’d from the thorns, apd trod the deep defcent, 
The confcious prieft, who was fuborn’d before, 








|. Staod ready pofted at the poftern door ; 


The maids in diftant rooms were fent to reft, 

And nothing wanted but th’ invited gueft. 

He came, and knocking thrice without delay, 
The longing Iady heard, and turn’d the key * 
At once invaded him with all her charms, 

And the firft ftep he made was in her arms +: * 
The leathern outfide, boifterous as it was,’ 

Gave way, and bent beneath her ftriét embrace ;+ 
On either fide the kifles'flew fo thick, ~- mi 
That neither he nor fhe had breath to fpeak. 

The holy man, amaz'd at what he faw, 





Made hatte to fan@tify the blefs by flaw ; 
And mutter’d faft the matrimony o’er, 
For fear committed fin fhould get before. ue 
His work perform’d, he left the pair alone, 
Becaufe he knew he could not go too foon ; t 
His prefence odious, when his tafk was done. ie 
What thoughts he had befeems me not to faf;. 
‘Though fome furmife he went to faft and pray, 
And needed both to drive thetempting thoughts 
away. 

The foe once gone, they took their full delight 
’Twas reftlefs rage, and tempeft all the night; - 
For greedy love each moment would employ, 
And grudg’d the fhortcit paufes of their joy. 

‘Thus were their loves aufpicioufly begun, 

And thus with fecret care were carried on, - 

The ftealth itfelf did appetite reftore, 
And look’d fo like a fin, it pleas’d the more, 
The cave was pow beconie a common way, * 
The wicket, often open’d, knew the key ; 
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Love rioted fecute, and, lohg enjoy’d, 
‘Was ever eager, and was never cloy’d. 

But as extremes are fhort, of ill and good, 
And tides at higheft mark regorge theit flood; 
So fate, that could no more improve their joy, 
‘Took a malicious pleafure to deftroy, 

Tancred, who fondly lov’d, and whofe delight 
‘Was plac’d in his fair daughter’s daily fight, 

Of cuftom, when his ftate affairs were done, 
‘Would pais his pleafing hours with her alonc; 
And, as a father’s privilege allow'd, 

Without attendance of th’ officious crowd. 

It happen'd once, that when in heat of day 
He try’d to flcep, as was his ufual way, 

‘The balmy flumber fled his wakeful eyes, 

And forc’d him, in his own defpite, to rife : 

Of fleep forfaken, to relieve his care, 

He fought the converfation of the fair; 

But with her train of dampfels fhe was gone, 

Jn shady walks the fcorching heat to fhun : 

‘He would not violate that {weet recefs, 

And found hefides a welcome heavinefs, 

‘That feiz’d his eyes; and flumber, which forgot 
‘When call’d befcre to come, now came unfought. 
From light retir’d, behind his daughter’s bed, 
‘He for approaching’ fleep compos'd his head 

A chair was ready for that ufe defign’d, 

So quilted, that he lay at eafe reclin’d ; 

The curtains clofely drawn, the light to fercen, 
As if he had contriv'd to lie unfeen ; 

"Thus cover’d with an artificial night, 

Sleep did his office foon, and feal’d his fight. 

‘With heaven averfe in this ill-omen’d hour 
‘Was Guifcard fummon'd to the fecret bower, 
And the fair nymph, with expectation fir’e, 
From her attending damfcls was retic’d + 
For, true to love, fhe meafur’d time fo right, 

As not to mifs one moment of delight. 

The garden, feated on the level floor, 

She left behind, and, lecking every door, 
"Thought all fecure ; but little did the know, 
Blind to her fate, fhe had inclos’d her foe.” 
Attending Guifcard, in his leathern frock, 
Stood ready, with his thricc-repeated knock + 
‘Thrice with a doleful found the jarring grate 
Rung deaf and hollow, and prefag’d their fare, 
The door unlock’d, to known delight they hafte, 
And, panting in cach other’s arms embrac’d, 
Rufh to the confcious bed, a mutual freight, 
‘And heedle(s prefs it with their wonted weight. 

The fudden bound awak’d the fleeping fire, 
And fhew’d a fight no parent can delires 
His opening eyes at once with odious view 
The love difcover’d, and the lover knew ; 

He would have cry’d; but hoping that he dreamt, 

Amazement ty’d his tonguc, and fopp'd th’ at- 
tempt. 

‘Th’ enfuing moment all the truth declar'd, 

But now he ftood ccllected, and prepar'd, 

For malice and revenge kad put hia: on his 
guard, 

So like a lion, that unheeded lay, 

Diffembling ficep, and watchful to betray, 

‘With inward rage he meditates his prey. 


j 
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The thoughtlefs pair, indulging their defires; 
Nor thinking in the hades of death tho play’d, 
Full of themfelves, themfelves alone SArvey’d, 
And, too fecure, were by themfelv€s betray’d. 
‘Til! nature could no more fuffice their play ; 
‘Lhen rofe the youth, and through the cave again 
Return’d ; the princefs mingled with her train. 
The royal [py, when now the coaft was clear, 
Sought not the garden, but retir’d unfeen, 
To broad in fecret on his gather’d fpleen, 
And, but be faw the crime, had f{carce beliew'd. 
Th’ appointment for th’ enfuing night he heard; 
And therefore in the cavern had prepar’d } 
Scarce had unwary Guifcard fet his foot 
Within the foremoft entrance of the grot, 
When thefe in fecret ambuth ready lay; 
Encumber’d with his frock, without defence, 
An eafy prize, they led the prifoner thence, 
And, as commanded, brought before the prince. 
To vent his rage in words, reftrain’d his tongue, 
And only faid, Thus fervants are preferr’d, 
And, trufted, thus their fovercigns they reward. 
Too clear a proof, I could not have believ'd. 
He paus’d, and chok’d the reft, The youth, 
who faw 
‘The judge th’ aceufer, and th’ offence to him 
Who had both power and will t’ avenge the 
crime, 
‘The faults of love by love are juftify’d : 
With unrefifted might the monarch reigns, 
He levels mountains, and he raifes plains ; 
Abas’d ycur daughter, and exalted me. 
This bold return with feeming patience heard, 
The prifoner was remitted to the guard. 
But, lonely walking by a winking light, 
Sobb’d, wept, and groan'd, and-beat his wither'd 
breaft, 
Who long expecting lay, for blifs prepar’d, 
Liftening for noife, and griev’d that none fhe 
heard ; 
And oft accus’d her lover of delay; (away. 
And pafs'd the tedious hours in anxious thoughts 
The morrow came; and at his ufual hour 
Her cheek (for fuch his cuftom was} he kifs’d, 
‘The royal dignity thus far maintain’d, 
Now left in private, he no longer feign’d ; 
But all at once his grief and rage appear’d, 


Alternate, kindled, asd then quench'd thAir fires} 

Long time diilulv’d in pleafure thus they lay, 
Refolv'd his unripe vengeance to defer, 

And methodize revenge: to death he griew’d; 

‘Two brawny yoemen of his trufty guard, 

And rofhing on the fudden {eiz’d the prey : 

The gloomy fire, too fenfible of wrong, 

Had [ not feen, had not thefe eyes receiv’d 

His forfeit life abanden’d to the law, 

No vain defence prepar’d; but thus reply’d 

And, not regarding difference of degree, 

The fullen tyrant flept not all the night, 

But would got violate his daughtcr’s reft 5 

Oft rofe, and oft in vain employ’d the key, 

Old Tancred vifited his daughter’s bower ; 

Then bleis’d her kneeling, and her maids difmile’d, 

-\nd floods of tears ran trickling dowa his beard. 
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™o Sigifmonda, he began to fay: She, who had heard him fpeak, nor faw alone 

T i The fecret condu@ of her love was known, 
But he was taken who her foul poflefe’d, 

Felt all the pangs of forrow in her breaft: 

And Jittle wanted, but a woman's heart, 

With cries and tears had teftify’d her fmart, 

But inborn worth, that fortune can controul, 

New ftrung and ftiffer bent her fofter foul ; 

The heroine affum'd the woman's place, 

Confirm’d her mind, and fortify’d her face : 

Why thould the beg, or what could the Pretend,, 

When her ftern father had condemn’d her friend? 

Her life the might have had 3 but her defpair 

OF faving his, had put it patt her care s 

Refolv'd on fate, the would not lofe her breath, 

But, rather than not dic, folicit death, 

Fix’d on this thought, the, not as women ufe, 

Her fault by common frailty would excufe ; 

But boldly juflify’d her innocence, 

And while the faa was own’d, deny’d th’ offence s 

Then with dry eyes, and with an open look, 

She met his glance mid-way, and thus undaunted — 

Tancred, I neither am difpos’d to make {fpoke 

Requeft for life, nor offer’d life to take; 

Much Jefs deny the deed; but leaft of all 

Beneath pretended juttice weakly fall, 

My words to facred truth fhall be confin’d, 

My deeds thal thew the greatnefs of my mind. 

That I have lov’d, I own; that fill I love, 

I call to witnefs all the Powers above; 

Yet more | own : to Guifeard’s love 1 give 

The fmall remaining time I have to live ; 

And if beyond this life defire can be, 

Not fate itfelf thall fet my paffion free. 

This firft avow'd; nor folly warp’d my mind, 

Nor the frail texture of the female kind 

Betray’d my virtue ; for, too well I knew 

What honour was, and honour had his due: 

Before the holy priett my vows were ty’d, 

So came I not a ftrumpet, but a bride, 

‘This for my fame, and for the public voice: 

Yet more, his merits juflify’d my choice : 

Which had they not, the firft election thine, 

Tha: bond diffolv'd, the next is freely mine's 

Or grant I err’d, (which yet E muit deny) - 

Had parents power ev'n fecond Vows to tie, 

Thy little care to mend my widow’d nights, 

Has fore’d me to recourfe of marriage rites, 

To fillan empty Gde, and follow known de- 

lights, 

What have f done in this, deferving blame ? 

State-laws may alter: nature’s are the fame ; 

Thofe are ufarp’d on heiplefs woman-kind, 


Thrice he hegan, and thrice was fore’d to flay, 
Till words -vith often trying found their way: 
¥ thought, O Sigifmonda, (but how blind 
Are parents’ eyes, their children’s faults to find 2D) 
Thy virtue, birth, and breeding, were above 

» A mean defire, and vulgar fenfe of Jove : 
Nor lefs than fight and hearing could convince é 









So fond a father, and fo jut a prince, 
OF fuch an unforefeen, and unbelicv’d offence. 
‘Then what indignant forrow mutt I have, 
To fee thee lie fabjefted to my flave! 
A man fo fmelling of the people’ lee, 
The court receiv'd him firft for charity ; 
And fince with no degree of honour grac’d, 
But only fuffer’d, where he firit was plac'd. 
A groveling infe& fill; and {0 defign'd 
By nature’s hand, nor born of noble kind: 
A thing, by neither man nor woman priz'd, 
And fcarcely known enough to be defpis’d. 
‘To what has heaven referv'd my age? Ah! why 
Should man, when nature calls, not choofe to die, 
Rather than ftretch the fpan of life, to find 
Such ills as fate has wifely caft behind, 
For thofe to feel, whom fond defire to live 
Makes covetaus of more than life can give! 
Each has his thare of good; and when ‘tis gone, 
‘The gueft, though hungry, caunot rife too foon, 
But I, expedting more, in my own wrong 
Protradting life, have liv’d a day too long. 
If yefterday could be recall’d again, 
Ev’n now would I conclude my happy reign ; 
But ‘tis too late, my glorious race is run, 
And a dark cloud o’ertakes my fetting fun, 
Had’ft thou not lov’d, or loving fav’d the thame, 
If not the fin, by fome illuftrious name, 
This little comfort had reliew’d my mind, 
* Twas frailty, not unufual to thy kind; 
But thy low fall bencath thy royal blood 
Shews downward appetite to mix with mud: 
‘Thus not the leaft excufe is left for thee, 
Nor the leat refuge for unhappy me. 
For him 1 have refolw’d, whom by furprife 
I tock, and fearce can call it, in difguife ; 
For fach was his attire, as, with intent 
Of nature, fuited to his mean defcent : 
‘The harder queftion yet remains behind, 
‘What pains a parent and a prince can find g 
To punith an offence of this degenerate kind. 
As Ihave lov’d, and yet I love thee snore 
Than ever father lov’d’a child before ; 
So that indulgence draws me to forgive : 
Nature, that gave thee life, would have thee live; 


Bur, as a public parent of the flare, Made without our confent, and wanting power to 
My juftice, and thy crime, requires thy fate. bind. 

Fain would I chocie a middle courfe to fteer ; Thou, ‘Tancred, better fhould#t have underftood. 
Nature’s too kind, and juftice too fevere : That as thy futher gave the leth and blood,” 
Speak for us both, and to the balance bring So gav’R thou me: not from the quarry hew’d, 
On either fide the father and the king. But of a fofter mould, with fenfe endu’d; . 


Heaven knows, my heart is bent to favour thee; | Ev’n fofter than thy own, of fuppler kind, 
Make it but fcanty weight, and leave the reft to | More exquafite of tafte, and more than man re- 


me. fin’d. 
Here ftopping with a figh, he pour'd a flood Nor need’ft thou by thy daughter to be told, 
OF tears, to make his Jatt exprefiion good. Though now thy ipritely blood with age be cold, 


"My tender age in luxury was train'd, 


_ ‘That when thou hadi the power, thon hadft th 
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‘Thon hat been young, and canft remember ftill, 





will; 
‘And froni the paft experience of thy fires, 
Canft tell with what a tide our ftrong-defires 
Come ruthing on in youth, and what their rage 
requires. . 
‘ And grant thy youth was cxercis'd in arms, + 
When love no leifure found for fofter charms, 


With idle cafe and pageants entertain’d; - 
My hours my own, my pleafures unreftrain’d. 
So bred, no wonder if I took the bent 

"That feem'd’ev’n warranted by thy confent; 
For, when the father is too fondly kind, 

Such feed he fows, fuch harvett fhall he find. 
Blame then thyfelf, as reafon’s law requires, 
{Sincenature gavé, and thou foment’ft, my fires); 
Tf ftill thofe appetites continue ftrong, 

"Thou may'ft confider IT am yet but young: 
Gonfider too that, having been a wife, 


-I mutt have tafted of a better life ; 


And am not to be blam’d, if [ renew 


“By lawful means the joys which then I knew. 


|. Where was the crime, if pleafure I procur’d, 
“ ‘Young, and a woman, and to blifs innur’d! 


"That was my cafe, and this is my defence : 

I pleas'd myfelf, 1 fhunn’d incontinence, ‘ 
And, urg’d by ftrong defires; indulg’d my fenfe. 

Left to myfelf, ! muft avow, I ftrove 

From public thame, to fcreen my fecret love, 
And, well acquainted with thy native pride, 
¥ndeavotred what I could not help, to bide; i 
For which a woman's wit an eafy way fupply’d. 


How this, fo well contriv’d, fo clefely laid, 
~ "Was known to thee, or what by chance betray’d, 


' “Is not my care; to pleafe thy pride alone, 


could have with’d it had been ftill unknown. 


Nor took t Guifcard by blind fancy ted, 
Or hafty choice, as many women wed ; 
But with deliberate care, and ripen'd thought, 
At leifure fir defign’d, before 1 wrought 
On him I refted, after long debate, 
And, not without confidering, fix’d my fate + 
His flame was equal, though by tuine infpir’d 
(For fo the dafference of our birth requir'd) 5 
Had he been born tike me, like mc his love 
Had firft begun, what mine was fore’d to move = 
But thus beginning, thus we perfevere 5 7 
Our paffions yet continue what they weres MN 
Nor length of trial makes our joys the leis fin-( 

cere, 

Ax this my choice, though not by thine allow’d 
(Thy judgment herding with the common crowd), 
Thou tak’ft unjuft offence; and, Ied by them, ~ 
Doft Jefs the merit, than the man eftecm. 
Too fharply, ‘lancred, by thy pride betray’d, 
Haft thou againft the laws of kind inveigh'd + 
For all th’ offence is in opinion plac’d, 
‘Which deems high birth by lowly choice debas’d. 
‘This thought alone with fury fires thy breaft 
(For holy marriage juttifies the refit), 
‘That I have funk the glories of the fate, 
And mix’d my blood with a plebeian mate ; 





| Firft by my father poiated to my 
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in which E wonder thou thoud’ft overice 
‘uperior canfes, or impute to me 
The fault of fortune,-or the fates’ decree. 


Or call it heaven's imperial power alone, [known, 
‘The bad exalted, and the good opprefe'd; 

But leaving that : fearch we the fecret {prings, _ 
One common mafa compos’d the mould of man ; 
The fame almighty power infpir’d the frame 
Difpens’d with equal hand, difpos'd with c 
The difference that diftinguifh’d man from man : 
Warm’d with more particles of heavenly Hame, 
The reft remain’d below, atribe without a name. 
Uncancel'd, though difus'd ; and he, whofe mind 
And he commits the crime who calls him bafe, 
And find whom joftly to prefer above 
And, thus compar’d, the reft a bafe degenerate fine, 
But trufted what I pught to truit alone, 

Firft recommended Guifeard to my choice 5 


Which moves on fprings of jufttce, though un-: 
Yet this we fee, though order’d for the belt, 
Permitted laurels grace the lawlefs prow, 
Th’ unworthy rais'd, the worthy catt below. 
And backward trace the principles of things ; 
There fhail we find, that when the world began, 
Onc pafte of fiefh on all degrees belt w'd, 
Aud kneaded up alike with moiftening blood. 
With kindled life, and form’d the fouls the fame : 
‘The faculties of intelle& and will 5 
"q 
Like liberty indulg’d with choice of good or ill : f 
‘Thus boru alike, from virtue firft began 
He claim’d no title from defcent of blood, 
But that which made him noble made him good ; 
He wing d his upright flight, and foar’d to 
fame; 

This law, though cuftom now diverts the courte, 
As nature’s inftirute, is yet in force; 
Is virtuous, is along of noble kind ; 
Though poor in fortune, of celettial race; 

Now lay the line ; and meafure all thy court, 
By inward virtue, not external port; 
The man on whom my judgment plac’d tfiy love 
So fhalt thou fee his parts and perfon fhine ; 
Nor took I, when I firft farvey’d thy cous, 
His valour, or his virtues, on report ; 
Relying on thy cyes, and not my own; 
Thy praife, (and thine was then the public voice) 
Direéted thus by thee, I Jook’d, aud found 
A man {thought deferving to be crown'd 5 



















Nor lefs confpicoous by his native light ; 
His mind,his mien, the features of his fae, 
Excelling all the ref of human race: {aright. 


| Thefe were thy thoughts, and thou could’it judge 


‘Till intereit made a jaundice in thy fight; 

Or fhould T grant thou didit not rightly fee; 

‘Then thou wert firft deceiv’d, and I deceiv’d by 
thee. 

But if thou fhalt allege through pride of mind, 

‘Thy blood with one of bafe condition join’d, 

Tis falfe; for ’tis not bafeneis to be poor; 

His poverty augments thy crime the more ; 

Upbraids thy juftice with the fcant regard, 

Of worth; whom princes praife, they fhould re- 
ward, 
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sire thefe the kings intrufted by the crowd 
With wealth, to be difpens’d for common good ? 
The people {year not for-their-king’s delight, 
T’ enrich a pimp, or raife a parafite ; 
‘Their’s is the toil; and he who well has ferv’d 
His country, has his country’s-wealth deferv’d. 
Ev'n mighty monarchs oft are meanly born, 
And kings by birth to loweft rank return; 
" All fubject to the. power of giddy chance, 
For fortune can deprefs, or can advance : 
But true nobility is of the mind, 
Not given by chance, and not to chance defign’d, 
For the remaining doubt of thy decree, 
What to refolve, and how difpofe of me, 
Be warp’d to caft that ufelefs care afide, 
Myfeli alone will for myfelf provide, 
Wf, in thy doting and decrepit age, 
‘Thy foul, a ftranger in thy youth to rage, 
Begins in cruel deeds to take delight, 
Gorge with my blcod thy barbarous appetite; 
For | fo little am difpos’d to pray 
For life, | would not caft a with away. 
Such as it is, th’ offence is all my own; 
And what to Guifcard is already done, . 
Or to be done, is doom’d by thy decree, 
‘That, if not executed fir by thee, Q 
Shall on my perfon be perform'd by me. 
Away, with women weep, and Icave me here, 
Fix'd like a man, to die without a tear 5 
Or fave, or flay us both this prefent hour, 
*Tis all that fare has left within thy power. 
She faid: nor did her father fail to find, 
In all the fpoke, the greatnefs of her mind; 
‘Yet thought the was not obftinate to die, 
Nor deem’d the death fhe promis’d was fo nigh: 
Secure in this belief, he left the dame, 
Refolv’d to {pare her life, and fave her fhame A 
But that detefted obje@ to remove, 
‘Yo wreak his vengeance, and to cure her love. 
Jntent on this, a fecret order fign’d, 
The death of Guifcard to his guards enjoin’d; 
Strangling was chofen, and the night the time, 
A mute revenge, and blind as was the crime; 
His faithful heart, a bloody facrifice, 
Torn from his breaft, to glut the tyrant’s eyes, 
Clos’d the fevere command (for flaves to pay); 
‘What kings decree, the foldier muft obey : 
Wag’d againit foes; and when the wars are oer, 
Fit only to maintain defpotic power : 
Dangerous to freedom, and defir’d alone 
By kings, who feek an arbitrary throne ; 
Such were thefe guards; as ready to have flain 
The prince himfelf, allur’d with greater gain; 
So was the charge perform’d with better will, 
By men inur’d to blood, and exercis’d in ill. 
‘Now, though the fullen fire had eas’d his 
mind, 
‘The pomp of his revenge was yet behind, 
A pomp prepar’d to grace the prefent he de- 
n'd, 


A goblet rich with gems, and rough with gold, 
Of depth, and breadth, the precious pledge tu hold, 
‘With cruel care he chofe: the hollow part 
Tuclos’d, the lid conceal’d the lover’s heart ; 
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Then of his trufted mifchiefs one he fent, 

And bade him with thefe words the gift préfent 
Thy father fends thee this to cheer thy breaft, « 

And glad thy fight with whar thou lov’tt the bef; 
As thou haft pleas’d his eyes, and joy’d his mind, - 
With what he lov'd the moft of human kind. 

Ere this the royal dame, who well had weigh’d 
The confequence of what her fire had faid, 

Fis’d on her fate, againft th’ expected hour, 
Procar’d the means to have it in her power; 

For this, the had diftill’d with early care 

The juice of fimples friendly to dé{pair, 

A magazine of death; and thus prepar’d, 

Secure to die, the fatal meffage heard: . 

Then {mil’d fevere; nor with a troubled look, 

Or trembling hand, the funeral prefent took ; 

Ev’n kept her countenance, when the lid remov'd 
Difclos’d the heart, unfortunately low’d ; 

She needed not be told, within whofe breaft 

It lodg’d ; the meflage had expiain'd the reft. 

Or not amaz’d, or hidicg her furprife, 

She fternly on the bearer fix’d her eyes: -. 
Then thus; Tell Tancred, on his daughter's part, 
The gold, though precions, equals not the heart ¢ 
But he did’ well to give his beft ; and I, 7 
Who wifh’d a worthier urn, forgive his poverty. 

At this the curb’d a groan, that elfe had came, 
And, paufing, view’d the prefent in the tomb ; 
‘Then, to the heart ador’d devoutly glew'd 
Her lips, and, raifing it, her fpeech renew’d': 
Ev’n from my day of birth, to this, the bound 
Of my unhappy being, I have found : 

My father’s care and tendernefs exprefs’d; 
But this laft act of love excels the reft: 
For this fo dear a prefent, bear him back 
‘The beft return that I can live to make, 

The meflenger difpatch’d, again fhe viewd , 
‘The lov'd reniains, and fighing thus purfu'd: 
Source of my life, and lord of my detires, 

Jn whem I hv'd, with whom my foul expires, 

Poor heart, no more the {pring of vital heat, 

Curs’d be the hands that tore thee from thy feat ¥ 

Theicourfe is finifh'd which thy fates decreed, 

And thou from thy corporeal prifon freed : 

Soon has thou reach’d the goal with mended pace, 

A world of woes difpatch’d in little fpace ; : 

¥Forc’d by thy worth, thy foe, ingeath become 

‘Thy friend, has lodg'd thee in a coftly tomb. + 

There yet remain’d thy funcral exequies, 

The weeping tribute of thy widow's eyes, 

And thofe, indulgent heaven has found the way: 

‘That I, before my death, have leave to pay. 

My father ev’n in cruelty is kind, 

Or heaven has turn’d the malice of his mind 

‘To better ufes than his hate defign’d; 

And made th’ infult, which in his gift appears, 

The means to mourn thee with my pious tears ; 

Which I wiil pay thee down, before I £o, 

And fave mylelf the pains to weep below, 

If fouls can weep; though once | meant to meet 

My fate with face unmov'd, aud eyes unwet, 

Yer fince I have thee here in narrow room, 

My tears thall fet thee ficft afloat within thy 
tomb 
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hen (as ( know thy fpirit hovers nigh) 
‘Under thy friendly conduct will I fiy 
To regions unexplor’d, fecure to thare 
’ Thy ftate; nor hell thall punifhment appear ; ‘ 
And heaven is double heaven, if thou art there. 
She faid : her brimful eyes, that ready ftood, 
And only wanted will to keep a flood, 
Releas’d their watery ftore, and pour’d amain, 
Like clouds low hung, a fober thower of rain: 
‘Mate folemn forrow, free from female noife, 
Buch as the majefty of grief deftroys ; 
Far, bending o’er the cup, the tears the thed 
Seem'd by the pofture to difcharge her head, 
O’erfill’d before (and oft her mouth apply’d 
‘To the cold heart)} fhe kifg’d at once, and ery’d. 
Her maids, who ftood amaz’d, nor knew the 
caufe . 
Of her complaining, nor whofe heart it was; 
Yet all due meafures of her mourning kept, 
Did office at the dirge, and by infeSion wept; 
And oft inquir’d th” occafion of her grief 
(Unanfwer'd but by fighs), and offer’d vain relief. 
“At length, her ftock of tears already thed, 
She wip’d her eyes, fhe rais’d her drooping head, 
_ fund thus porfu’d : O ever faithful heart, 
Ehave perform’d the cercmonial part, 
“The decencies of grief; it refts behind, 
‘That, as our bodies were, our fouls be join’d ; 
‘To thy whate’er abode, my fhade convey, 
And, as an elder ghoft, direct the way. 
She faid; and bade the vial to be brought, 
‘Where fhe before had brew’d the deadly.dranght: 
Firft pouring out the med’cinable bane, 
‘The heart, her tears had rins’d, fhe bath’d again ; 
‘Then down her throat the death fecurely throws, 
~fnd quaffs a long oblivion of her woes. 
* "his done, the miounts the genial bed, and there 
(Her body firft compos'd with honeft care) 
Attends the welcome reft; her hands yet hold 
Clofe to her heart the monumental gold ; 
Nor farther word fhe fpoke, but clos’d her fight, 
And quiet fougie the covert of the nigh: 
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‘The damfels, who the while in flence mourn’dy ~~ 
Not knowing, nor ffpeéting death fuborn’d, ” 
Yet, as their duty was, to Tancred fent; 
Who, confcious of th’ octafion, fear’d th’ event. 
Alarm’d, and with prefaging heart, he came, 
And drew the curtains, and expos’ the dame 
To loathfome light : then with a late relief 
Made vain efforts, to mitigate her grief. 
She, what the could, excluding day, her eyes 
Kept firmly feal’d, and fternly thus replies : 
Tancred, reftrain thy tears, unfought by me, 
And forrow unavailing new to thee + * 
Did ever man before affli@ his mind, 
To fee th’ effe& of what himfelf defign’d? 
Yet, if thou haft remaining in thy heart 
Some fenfe of love, fome unextinguish’d part 
Of former kindnefs, largely once profefs’d, 
Let me by that adjure thy harden’d breaft, : 
Not to deny thy danghter’s laft requeit : 
The fecret love which I fo long enjoy’d, 
And ftill conceal'd to gratify thy pride, 
Thou haft disjoin’d ; but, with my dying breath, 
Seek not, 1 beg thee, to disjoin our death ; 
Where’er his corpfe by thy command is laid, 
Thither let mine in public be convey’d; 
Expos’d in open view, and fide by fide, 
Acknowledg’d as a bridegroom and a bride. 
‘The prince’s anguifh hinder’d his reply : 
And fhe, who felt her fate approaching nigh, 
Seiz’d the cold heart, and, heaving to her breaft, 
Here, precious pledge, the faid, fecurely reft ! 
Thefe accents were her Jaft; the creeping death 
Benumb’d her fenfes firft, then ftopp’d her breath. 
Thus the for difobedience juftly dy’d : 
The fire was juftly punith’d for his pride : 
The youth, leaft guilty, fuffer’d for th’ offence, 
Of duty violated to his prince; 
Who, late repeating of his cruc} deed, 
One common fepulchre for both decreed 5 - 
Intomb'd the wretched pair in royal fate, 
And on their monument infcrib’d theis fate. 
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He would have wosn her out by flow degrees, 
As men by fafting ftarve th’ untam’d difeafe : 
But prefent love requir’d a ptefent eafe. 
Looking he feeds alone his famifh’d eyes, : 
Feeds lingering death, but looking not he dies: 
Yet ftill he chofe the iongeft way to fate, 
Watting at once his life and his eftate. 

His friends beheld, and pity’d him int vain,” 
For what advice can cafe a lover's paid 
Abfence, the beft expedient they could find, 
Might fave the fortune, if not cure the mind : 
This means they long propos’d, but little gain’d, ° 
Yet, after much purluit, at length obtain’d. 

Hard you may think it was to give confent, 
But ftruggling with his own defires he went, 
With large expence, and with a pompaus’ 

train, 
Provided as to vifit France ind Spain, 
Or for fome diftant voyage o'er the main. 
But love had clipp’d his wings, aad ent hiat 
fhart, 
Confin’d within the purlieus of the ceurt, 
‘Three miles he went, no farther could retreat” 
His travels ended at his country-feat : Z 
'| To Chaffis’ pleafing plains he took his way, . 
There pitch’d his tents, and there refolv'd to fey, 
The {pring was in the prime; the neighbouty 
ing grove 
Supply’d with birds, the choirifters of love : 
Mufic unbought, that minifter’d delight 
To morning walks, and lull’d his cares by night : 
‘There he difcharg’d his friends; but not 


pence 
Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence. | - 


Ore all the cities in Romanian lands, 
The chief, and moft renown'd, Ravenna ftands, 
Adorn’d in ancient times with arms and arts, 
And rich inhabitants, with generous hearts, 
But Theodore the brave, above the reft, 
‘With gifts of fortune and of nature blets’ d, 
The foremoft place for wealth and honour held, 
And all in feats of chivalry excell’d. 

This noble youth to madnefs lov’d a dame 
Of high degree, Honoria was her name; 
Fair as the faireft, but of haughty mind, 
And fiercer than became fo foft a kind. 
Proud of hér birth (for equal fhe had none); 
"The reft fhe feorn’¢; but hated him alone, 
His gts, his conftamt courtfhip, nothing gain'd; 
For she, the more he lov'd, the more difdain’d. 
He liv'd with ali the pomp he could devife, 2 






































A; tilts and tournaments obtain’d the prize; 
_s/ But found no favour in his lady’s eyes: 
~ Relentlefs as a rock, the lofty maid, 
‘Tura’d all to poifon, that he did or faid : 
Nor prayers, nor tears, nor offer’d vowa, could’ 
move ; [ftrove 
‘The work weng backward; and the more he 
'T’ advance his fuit, the farther from her love. 
‘Weary’d at length, and wanting remedy, 
He doubted oft, and oft refolv’d to dic, 
But pride ftood ready to prevent the blow, 
For who would die to gratify a foe? 
His generous mind difdain'd fo mean a fate ; 
‘That pafs’d, his next endeavour was to hate. 
But vaiaer that relief than all the reft, 
"The lefs he hop'd, with more defire poffefe’d ; 
Love ftood the fiege, and would not yield hia 


brealt, He liv’d as kings retire, though more at large , 
Change was the next, but change decciv'd his | From public bufinefs, yet with equal charge 5 
care; With houfe and heart ftill open to receive ; 


Fie fought a fairer, but found none fo fair, As well content as love would give him leave : 
You. Vi, * EY 
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He would have Jiv'd more free; but many a 


guet, 

‘Who could forfake the friend, purfued the feaft. 

ft hapt one morning, as his fancy led, 

Before his ufual hour he left his bed ; 

'To walk within a lonely lawn, that flood 

On every fide furrounded by a wood : 

Alone he walk’d, to pleafe his penfive mind, 

And fought the deepeft folitude to find ; 

*[was.in a grove of fpreading pines he ftray’d; 

‘The winds within the quivering branches 
play’d, 

And dancing trees a mournful mufic made, 

‘The place itfelf was fuiting to his care, 

Uncouth and favage, as the cruel fair, 

He wander’d on, unknowing where he went, 

‘Loft in the wood, und all on love intent : 

he day already half his race had run, 

And fummon’d him to due repaft at noon, 

But love could feel no hunger but his own. 

‘Whilft liftening to the murmuring leaves he 

ftood, 

More than a mile immers’d within the wood, 

At once the wind was laid; the whifpering 

found 

dumb; a rifing earthquake rock’d the 

ground ; : 

‘With deeper brown the grove was ae: 


Was 


A fudden horrer feiz’d his giddy head, 
And his cars tinkled, and his colour fled, 
Nature was in alarm ; fome danger nigh 
“Seem’d threaten’d, though unfeen to mortal 
eye. eee 
‘Unus'd i fear’, he fummon’d all his foul, 
And ftood collected in himfelf, and whole ; 
‘Not Jong : for foon a whirlwind rofe around, 
And from afar he heard a {creaming found, 
As of a dame diftrefs’d, who cry’d for aid, 
* And fill’d with loud laments the fecret fhade. 
. A thicket clofe befide the grove there ftood, 
‘With briers and brambles chok’d, and dwarfifh 
wood ; 
. From thence the noife, which now, approaching 
near, 
‘With more diftinguith’d notes invades his ear ; 
He rais’d his head, and faw a beauteous maid, 
“With hair difhevel'd, iffuing through the shade; 
Stripp'd of her clothes, and ev’n thofe parts 
reveal‘d, 
Which modeft nature keeps from fight conceal'd, 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn, 
ith paffing through the’ brakes, and prickly 
thorn; , 
‘Two maftiffs gaunt and grim her flight purfu’d, 
And oft their faften’d fangs in blood imbru’d : 
Oft they came up, and pinch’d her tender fide, 
Mercy, O mercy, heaven! fhe ran, and cry’d; 
‘When heaven was nain’d, they lous’d their hold 
. again, . 
‘Then fprang the forth, they follow’d her amain. 
Not far behind, a knight of fwarthy face, 
High on a coal-black fteed purfu’d the chace ; 
ith flafhing flames his ardent eyes were fill’d, 
And in his hand a naked {word he held: 
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He cheer'd the dogs to follow her who fed, 
And vow'd revenge on her devoted head, * 
As dore was born‘of noble kind, 
The brutal adtion rous’d his manly mind ; 
Mov'd with unworthy ufage of the maid, 
He, though unarm’d, refolv'd to give her aid. 
A fapline piné he wrench'd from out the ground, 
The readieft weapon that his fury found. 
Thus furnith’d for offence, he crofs’d the way 
Betwixt the gracelefs villain and his prey. 
The knight came thundering on, but, from 
afar, 7 
Thus in imperious tone farbad the war: 
eafe, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 
Nor ftop the vengearice of fo juft a grief ; 
But give me leave to feize my deftin’d prey, 
And let eternal juitice take the way : 
I but revenge my fate, difdain’d, betray’d, 
And fuffering death for this ungrateful maid, 
He faid, at once difmounting from the fteed ; 
For now the heil-hourds with fuperior fpeed 
Had reach’d: the dame, and, faftening on her 
fide, , . 
The ground with iffuing ftreams of purple dy’d, 
Stoog Theodore furpris’d in deadly fright, 
With chattering teeth, and briftling bair upright ; 
Yet arm’d with inborn worth, Whate’er, faid 
he, 
‘Thou art, who know’ft me better than I thee 5 
Or prove thy rightful caufe, or be defy’d ; 
The f{pedtre, fiercely Qaring, thus reply’d : 
Know, Theodore, thy anceftry I claim, 
And Guido Cavalcanti was my name. 5 
One common fire our fathers did beget, 
My name and ftory fome remember yet : 
Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, 
When for my fins 1 lov’d this haughty maid ; 
Not lefs ador’d in life, nor ferv’d by me, 
Than proud Honoria now is lov’d by thee. 
What did i not her ftubborn heart te gain? 
But all my vows were anfwer'd with difdain : 
She fcort’d my forrows, and ‘defpis’d my 
» pain, 
Long time I dragg’d my days in fruitlefs care ; 
Then, joathing life, and plung’d in deep do» 
pair, 
To finifh my unhappy life, 1 fell 
On this fharp fword, and now am damn’d in hell. 
Short was her joy ; for foon th’ inulting maid 
By heaven’s decree in this cold grave was laid, © 
And as in uprepented fin fhe dy’, : 
Doom’d to the fame bad place is punith'd for 
her pride : 
Becaufe the deem’d t well deferv’d to die, 
And made a merit of her cruelty. 
“There, then, we met; beth try’d, and both were 


% 
And this irrevocable fentence pafs'd ; 

‘That the, whom J fo long purfu'd in vain, 
Should fuffer from my hands a lingering pain ; 
Renew’d to life that the might daily die, 

1 daily doom’d to follow, fhe to fly ; 

No more a lover, but 2 mortal foe, 

1 feck her life (for love is none below) s 
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fey ters a8 my dogs with better {peed 
Arreft her Bight, 1s fhe to death decreed = 
‘Then with this fatal fword, on whieh £ @y'd, 
I pierce her open back or tender fide, ‘ 
‘And tear that harden’d heart from out her 
breat, 
Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry 
hounds « feaft. 
Nor lies the long, but, as her fates ordain, 
Springs up to life, and freth to fecond pain, i 
Ys fav'd to-day, to-morrow to be flain. 
This vers’d in death, th’ infernal knight re- 


lates, 

‘And then for proof fulfill'd the coramon fates; 

Her heart atid bowels through her back he 
drew, 

‘And fed the hounds that help’d him to purfue, 

Stern look’d the fiend, as fruftrate of his wall, 

Not half fuffic’d, and greedy yet to kill, 

‘And now the foul, expiring through the wound, 

Had left the body breathlefs on the ground, 

‘When thus the grifly fpectre fpoke again: 

Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain : 

‘As many months as 1 futtain’d her hate, 

So many years is fhe condemn’d by fate 

To daily death 5 and every feveral place, 

Confcious of her difdain and my dilgrace, 

Mutt witnefs her jut punifhment; and be 

‘A icene of triumph and revenge to me! 

‘As in this grove | took my lalt farewell, 

‘As on this very {pot of earth I fell, 

‘As Friday faw me die, fo fhe my prey 

‘Becomes ev’n here, on this revolving day. 

Thus while he fpoke, the virgin from the 

ground 

Upftarted freth, already clos’d the wound, 

‘And, unconcern’d for all the felt before, 

Precipitates her flight along the fhore: 

"The hell-houods, as ungorg’d with fiefh and 
blood, 

Purfue their prey, and {eek their wonted food: 

"The fiend remounts his courfer, mends his pace; 

And all the vifion vanifh'd from the place. 

Long ftuod the noble youth opprefs’d a 


Surpaffing common faith, tranfgreffing nature's | 
But dreams, he knew, no long impreflion make, 
His love the damfel, and himfelf the fiend. 
Refolv'd within himfelf to fhun the fnare, 

From an ill caufe to draw a good effect. 

Nor pall’d his new defign with long dely: 


awe 
And ftupid at the wondrous things he faw, 
Jaw. 
He would have been afleep, and with’d to wake, 
"Though ftrong at firft ; if vifion, to what end, 
But fuch as maf his future ftate portend ? 3 
But yet, reflecting that it could not be 
From heaven, which cannot impious acts decree, 
Which hell for his defttution did prepare 5 
‘And, as his better genius thould dire, 
infpir’d from heaven he homeward took his 
way, 
But of his train a trufty ferwane fert 
‘To call his friends together at his tent. 




































They came, and, ufual falutations paid, 

With words premeditated thus he faid : 

‘What you have often counfel’d, to remove 

My vain purfuit of unregarded love; 

By thrift my fioking fortune to repair, 

Though late yet is at laft become my care: 

My heart fhall be my own; my vaft expence 

Reduc'd to bounds, by timely providence 5 

"This only { require ; invite for me 

Honoria, with her father’s family, 

Her friends, and mine ; the caufe 1 fhall difptay, 

On Friday next; for that’s th’ appointed day..." 

‘Well pleas’d were all his friends, thé tall waee 
light, ; 

The father, mother, daughter, they invite 5 

Hardly the dame was drawn to this repaft 

But yet refolv'd, becaufe it was the laft. 

The day was come, the guelts invited came, 


And, with the reft, th’ inexorable dame: ~ 

A feaft prepar'd with riotous expence, 

Much cof, more care, and moft magnificence. 

‘The place ordain’d was in that haunted grove, 

‘Where the revenging ghoft purfu'd his love : 

The tables in a proud pavilion fpread, - 

With flowers below, and tiffue overhead + 

The reft in rank, Honoria chief in place, : 

Was artfully contriv’d to fet her face a 

To front the thicket, and behold the chace. 

"The feaft was ferv’d, the time fo well forecaft,” : 

That jut when the’ defert and fruits were 
plac'd, Tass 

The fiend’s alarm began ; the hollow found “*’ 

Sung in the leaves, the foreft fhook ardund,' “1 

Air blacken’d, roll’d the thunder, gtoan’d the 
ground. Guar! 

Nor long before the loud laments arife, 
Of one diftrefs'd, and mattiffs mingled cries 
‘And firft the dame came rushing through the 
fodd;- 








wood, : 
And next the famith’d hounds that fought their 
And grip’d her flanks, aod oft eflay’d their jaws, 

in blood. , : 
Laft came the felon, on his fable Reed, seiag 
‘Actn’d with his naked fword, and urg’d his dagell 

to fpeed. 
She ran, and cry’d, her flight directly bent 
{A guelt unbidden) to the fataltent, ~ 
"The fcene of death, and place ordain’d for pr 

nifhment. 
Lond was the noife, aghaft was gueft, 
The women fhrick'd, the men forfook the faa 5 
The hounds at nearer diftance hoarfely bay'd}.~ 
‘The hunter clofe purfu’d the vifionary maid; ic 
She rent the heaven with loud laments, implor-(. 

ing aid. 

The gallants, to proteét the lady's right, 
Their faulchions brandifh’d at the grifly fprite 
High on his Rirrups he provok'd the fight. 
‘Then on the crowd he caft a furious look, 

‘And wither’d all their ftrength before he {poke 3° 
Back on your lives; let be, faid he, my prey, 
‘And let my vengeance take the deltin’d way, 
‘Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, g 
Againft th’ eternal doom of Providence 5 
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at 
Mine is th’ ungrateful maid by heaven defign'd : 
Mercy the would not give, nor mercy fhall the 
find. 
At this the former tale again he told 
‘With thundering tone, and dreadful to behold : 
Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 
” Nor needed to be warn’d a fecond time, 
But bore each other back: fome knew the} 
* face, 
And all had heard the much lamented cafe | 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal 
place. J 
And now th’ infernal minifter advanc'd, 
Beiz’d the due victim, and with fury launch'd 
Her back, and, piercing through her inmoft 
heart, 
Drew backward as before th’ offending part, 
he reeking entrais next he tere away, 
And to his meagre maftiffs made a prey. 
‘The pale affiftants on each other ftar'd, 
With gaping mouths for iffuing words pree 
a par'd; 
‘The flill-born founds upon the palate hung, 
Aud dy’d imperfect on the faultering tongue. 
"The fright was general; but the female band 
CA helplefe train) in more confufion ftand : 
. With horror fhuddering, on a heap they run, 
» Sick at the fight of hateful juftice done ; 
. For confcience rung th’ dein, and made the 
A cafe their own, 
So, fpread upon a lake with upward eye, 
A plump ef fowl behold their foe on high ; 
hey clofe their trembling troop; and all attend 
On whom the fowfing eagle will defcends 
Bat moft the proud Honoria fear'd th’ event, 
And thought to her alone the vifion feat. 
Ber guilt prefents to her dittra@ed mind 
 Heaven’s juflice, Theodore’s revengetul kind, { 
And the fame fate to the fame fin affign’d, 
Already fees herfelf the monfter’s prey, 
And feels her heart and entrails torn away. 
“*fwas a mute feene of forrow, mix'd 
Still on the table lay th’ uifi 
“The knight aud hungry mails flood 
‘The mangled dame lay bivath!sfs on ¢ 
When on a fodden, re-irtpir'd with brea 
Again the tofe, again to fufler death ; 
1 Sue ftaid the hell-hounds, nor 
But follow'd, as before, the flying maid : 
‘Th’ avenger took from carth th’ avenging fword, 
And mounting light as air his fable ficed he 
\_ fpure'd 
The clouds difpell’d, the tky refum'd her light, 
And nature flood recover'd of her fright. 
But fear, the lat of ills, remain'd behind, 
And horror heavy fat on every mind, 
Nor Theodore eticourag’d more the featt 
Bur fternly look’d, as hatching in his bres 
Some deep defigns; which when Hunoria view’d, 
The frefh impulfe her former fright renew’d ; 
She thought herfelf the trembiing came who 
fed, 
And him the grifly ghoft that fpurr’d th’ infernal 
+ ftegds 
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‘The more difmay’d, for when the gucfts with-¥ ~ 
drew, 7} 
Their courteous hoft, faluting ali the crew, + 
Regardlefs pafs’d her o'er ; nor grac’d with kind 
adieu ; | 
That fling infix’d within her haughty mind  “y 
The downfall of her empire the divin’d 3 
And her proud heart with fecret forrow pin’d. $ 
Home as they went, the fad difcuurfe renew’d 
Of the relentlefs dame to death purfu’d, 
And of the fight obicene fo lately view’d. 
None durft arraign the righteous doom the bore, 
Ev’n they who pity’d mofl, yer blani’d her more : 
‘The parallel they needed not te nant, 
But in the dead they damn’d the living dame. 
At every little noife the look'd behind, 
For ftill the knight was prefent to her auind : 
And anxious oft the ftarted on the way, 
And thought the horfeman yhoft cane thundering 
for his prey. 
Return’d, the took her bed with little reft, 
But in thort lumbers drezmt the funeral feat: 
Awak’d, the turn’d her fide, and flopt again ; 
‘The fame black vapours mounted in her brain, 
And the fame dreams return’d with double 
pain, 
Now fore'd to wake, becaufe afraid to fleep, 
Her blood all fever’d, with a furious leap 
She fprang from bed, diftraéed in her mind, 
And fear’d, at every tcp, a twitching iprite bee 
hind. 
Darkling and deiperate, with a ftaggering pace, 
Of death airaid, and-confeious et Gifgrace 5 
Fear, pride, remorfe, at once hex heart a Bail’, 
ride put remorfe to flight, but fear prevail’d, 
Friday, the fatul day, when next it came, 
Her foul forethought the fien? would change hig 
game, 
And her purtue, or Theodore be flain, 
snd two ghotts joia their pscks to bunt her o'er 
the plain. 
This dread ge fo poffefs'd her mind, 
“Chat defperate any fuccour elfe' to find, 
She cvas'd all forther hope ; and now began 
‘Yo make reflection on th’ unhappy man, 
Rich, brave, and young, who paft exprcfion 
lov 
Proof to diigain, and not to be remov'd = 
Of all the men reipedted and admir'd, 
Of all che dames, except hericif, defir’d ¢ 
Why not of her? preferr’d above the relt 
By him with knightly deeds, and open love { 
profets'd ? . 
So had another been, where he his vows ad- 
drefs'd. 
This queli'd her pride, yet other doubts ity 
main'd, 
That, once difdaining, the might be difdain’d, 
‘The tear was juft, but greater fear prevail’d/ 
Fear of her lite by heilith hounds affail’d 
Fie tou a lowering leave ; but who can tell, 
What outward hate might inward love conceal 2 
Her fex’s arts fhe knew ; and why not, then, 
Might deep diffembling have a place in 4 
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She fix’d on this her ytmoft remedy : 
Death was behind, but hard it was to die, 
*Twas time enough at laft on death to call, 
The precipice in fight: a fhrub wasall, 
That kindly ftood betwixt to break the fatal 
fall. 
One maid fhe had, belov’d ahove the reft; 
Secure of her, the fecret the confefs’d; 
And now the cheerful fight her fears difpell’d, 2 
She with no winding turns the truth conceal'd, 
But put the woman off, and ftood reveal'd : 
With faults confefs'd commiffion’d her to Bo, 
If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foc ; 
‘The welcome meflage miade, was foon receiv'd ; 
"Twas to be with’d, and hop'd, but fearce be- 
liev'd ; 


Here hope began to dawn; refolv’d to try, ‘ 








‘Fate feem’d a fair occafion to prefent ¢ 7 
He knew the fex, and fear'd the might tepent, > 
Sheuld he delay the moment of confent. : 
Thete yet remain'd to gain her friends (a care 
The modelty of maidens well might fpare) ; 
But the with fuch a zeal the caufe embrac’d 
(As women, where they will, are all in hate). 
The father, mother, and the kin befide, 

Were overborn by fury of the tide; 

With full confent of all the chang’d her tates 
Refitlefs in her jove, as in her hate, 

By her example warn'd, the reft beware; 

More eafy, lefs imperious, were the fair; 

And that one hunting, which the.devil defign'’d 
For one fair ferats, luft him half the kind, 
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POETA LOQUITUR, 1 


Ow as Tam, for ladies love unfit, 
‘The power of beauty i remember yet. 
‘Which once inflam’d my foul, and ftill infpires 

* my wit. 

Tf love be folly, the fevere divine 

Has felt that folly, though he cenfures mine; 
Pollutes the pleafures of a chafte embrace, 
Ads what [ write, and propagates in grace, 
With riotous excefs, a prieftly race, 

_ Buppofe him free, and that I forge th’ offence, 
Hie thew'd the way, perverting firft my fenfe : 
‘Yo malice witty, and with venom fraught, 

He makes me fpeak the things I never thought. 
Compute the gains of his ungovern’d zeal; 
. IM faits his cloth the praife of railing well. 
‘The world will think that what we loofely write, 
‘Though now arraign’d, he read with fome de- 
light ; 
Becanfe he feems to chew the cud again, [plain; 

‘When his broad comment makes the text too 
And teaches more in one explaining page, 

‘Than all the double-meanings of the flage. 
‘What needs he paraphrafe on what we mean? 

"We were at worft but wanton; he’s obfcene. 

E not my fellows nor myfelf excufe; 


“Nor can we write without it, nor weuld you 
A tale of only dry inftraction view; 
Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 

. But oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind, 
Awakes the fleepy vigour of the foul, 
AY brufhing o’er adds motion to the pool. 
Love, ftudious how to pleafe, improves our parts 
‘With polith’d manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love firft invented verfo, and form’d the rhyme, 
The motion meafur’d, harmoniz’d the chime ; 


But love's the fubject of the comic Mufe ; | 





To liberal aéts enlarg’d the narrow-foul’d, 

Soften’d the fierce, and made the coward bold : 

The world, when watfte, he peopled with incrcafe, 

And warring nations reconcil’d in peace. 

Ormond, the firft, and all the fair may find, 

In this one legend, to their fame defign’d, 

When beauty fires the bleed, how Jove exalts 
the mind, 


IN that fweet ifle where Venus keeps her court, 
And every grace, aud al] the loves, refort ; 
Where cither fex is form’d of fofter earth, 
And takes the bent of pleafure from her birth; 
‘These liv'd a Cyprian lord, above the reft 
Wile, wealthy, with a numerous iffue blefe’d.. 

But as no gift of fortune is fincere, 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir; 

His eldeft born, a goodly youth to view, 

Excell’d the eft in thape, and outward thew, 

Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion join’d, 

But of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind, 

His foul bely’d the features of his face ; 

Beauty was there, but beauty in difgrace. 

A clownifh mien, a voice with ruftic found, 

And ftupid eyes that ever lev'd the ground. 

He look'd like nature’s error, as the mind 

And body were not of a piece defign’d, 

But made for two, and by miftake in one were 
join’d. 

The ruling rod, the father’s forming care, 
Were exercis’d in vain en wit’s defpair ; 

The more inform'd, the lefs he underftood, 

And deeper fonk by floundering in the mud. 
Now fcorn’d of all, and grown the public fhame, 
The people from Gulefus chang’d his name, 
And Cymon cali’d, which fignifies a brute ; 


So well his name did with his nature fuit. 
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’ ‘Hits father, when he found his labour loft, 

_, Add care employ’d that anfwer’d not the coft, 
Chofg an ungrateful obje@ to remove, #5 
And loath’d to fee what nature made him love; 
So to his country farm the fool confin’d; 

Rude work well fuited with a ruftic mind, 

‘Thus to the wilds the fturdy Cymon went, , 

A {quire among the fwains, and pleas’d with ba- 
‘ nithment. 

His corn and cattle were his only care, 

And his fupreme delight, a country fair. 

It happen’d on a fummer’s holiday, 

That to the green-wood fhade he took his way ; 

For Cymon fhunn’d the church, and us’d not 
much to pray. 

His quarter ftaff, which he could ne'er forfake, 

Hung half before, and half behind his back. 

He trudg’d along, unknowing what he fought. 

And whiltled as he went for want of thought. 

By chance conducted, or by thirft conftrain’d, 
The deep receffes of the grove he gain'd; 
‘Where, in a plain defended by the wood, 
Crept through the matted grafs a cryftal food, 
By which an alabafter fountain ftood : 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 

(Attended by her flaves) a fleeping maid. 

Like Diun and her nymphs, when tir’d with fport, 

‘To reft by cool Eurotas they refort : 

‘The dame herfelf the goddefs well exprefs'd, 

Not more diftinguifh’d by her purple veit, 

‘Than by the charming features of her face, 

And ev’n in lumber a fuperior gract : 

Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, 

Her body thaded with a flight cymarr ; 

Her bofom to the view was only hare : 

Where two beginning paps were fcarcely fpy’d, 

For yet their places were but fignify'd : 

‘The fanning wind upon her bofom blows, 

To meet the fanning wind the bofom rofc; 

‘The fanning wind, and purling ftrcams, conti- 
nue her repofes, 

The fool of natute flood with flupid eyes, 
And gaping mouth, that teltify’d farprife, 

Fix'd on her face, nor could remove his fight, 
New as he was.to love, and novice to delight 
Long mute he ftood, and leaning on his ftaff, 
His wonder witnefs'd with an idiot laugh; 
Then would have ipoke, but by his glimmering 
» fenfe 
Firft found his want of words, and fear’d offence: 
Doubted for what he was he fhoyld be known, 
By his clown. accent, and his country tone. 
Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot the firft ray that pierc’d the native night: 
‘Then day and darknefs in the mafs were mix’d : 
‘Till gathered in a globe the beams were fix’d. 
Laft fhone the fun, who, radiant in his fphere, 
Mlumin’d heaven and earth, and roll'd arowid the 
So yeafon in bis brutal foul began, {year. 
Love made him firft fufpect he was a man ; 
Love made him doubt his broad barbarian found; 
By love his want of words and wit he fouad ; 
That fenfe of want prepar’d the fucure way 
To Knowledge, and difclos’d the promile of a 
aye 





7 
What not his father’s care, nog tutor’s art, 
Could plant with pains in his unpolith’d heart, 
The beft inftruer, love, at once infpir’d, 
As barren grounds to froitfulnefs are fir’d + 
Love taught kim fhame ; and fhame, with love 
at firife, ; 
Soon taught the fweet civilities.of fife; 
His grois material foul at once could find 
Somewhat in her excelling 231 her kind : 
Exciting a defire till then unknown, 
Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 
This made the firft.impreflion on his mind, _., 
Above, but juft above, the brutal kind. 
For beafts can like, but not diftinguith too, 
Nor their own liking by refcétion know ; 
Nor why they like or this or t” other face, 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace ; 
But love in grofs,and ftupidiy admire; 
As flies, allur’d by light, approach the fire. 
‘Thus-our man-beatt, advancing by degrees, . 
Firft likes the whale, then feparates what he fees; 
On feveral parts a feveral praile beftows, 
The ruby lips, the we!l proportion’d nofe, 
The fnowy Skin, and raven-gloffy hair, . 
The dimpled cheek, and forehead rifing fair, 
And, ev’n in fleep itfelf, a Smiling air. 
From thence his eyes defcendiny view’d the reft, 
Her plump ronnd arms, white hands, and heav« 
ing breaft. - 
Long on the lait he dwelt, though every part 
A pointed arrow {ped to pierce his heart, ‘ 
‘Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown, 
(A judge ere@ed from a country clown). ~ 
He long’d to fee her eyes, in Slumber hid, 
And with'd his own could. pierce withia the: 
He would have wak’d her, but reftrain’d 
thought, : ee 
And love new-born the firft goad-manners taught, 
And awful fear his ardent with withitood, 
Nor durft difturb the goddefs of the woods 
For fuch the feem’d by her celeftial face, 
Exceiling all the reft of human race. , , 
And things divine, hy common fenfe he knew, 
Mutt be devoutly feen, at diftant view : 
So checking his defire, with trembling heart 
Gazing he ftood, nor would nor could departs, 
Fix'd asa pilgrim. wilder’d in his wey, > 
Who dares not ftir by night, for fear to ftray, 
But ftands with awful eyes, to watch the daw 
of day. Rare: 
At length awaking, tphigene the fair 
(So was the beauty call’d who caus'd his care) 
Unclos’d her eyes, and double day reveal’d,  - 
While thofe of all her flaves in fleep werc feal’d 
‘The flavering cudden, propp’d upon his ftaff, 
Stood ready gaping with a grinning laugh, 
To welcome her awake; nor durft begin 
To fpcak, but wifely kept the fool within, 
‘Then the, Wha makes you, Cymor, here alone? 
{For Cymion’s name was round the covutry knows 
Becaufe defcended of a noble race, 
And for a foul ill forted with his face.} 
But ftitt the fot ftood filent with farprife, 
Vith Ox'd regard cn her new-open’d eyes, 
€ aij 
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end in his breatt receiv’d th’ invenom’d dart, 
Atickling pain that pleas amid the fmart. 

But, confcious of her form, with quick diftruft 
‘She faw his fparkling eyes, and fear’d his bratel 
“This to prevent, fhe wak’d her Acepy crew, (tuk: 
And, rifing hafty, took a fhort adieu. 

_ "Ehen Cymon firft his ruftic voice cffay'd, 
‘With proffer’d fervice to the parting matd 

‘To fee her fafe; his hand the long deny’d, 

But took at length, afham’d of fuch a guide, 
So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 
Mo avore would to his country clowns repair, 
But fought his father’s houfe with better mind, 
Refufing in the farn to be confin'd. 

“The father wonder’d at the fon’s return, 
a\nd knew not whether to rejoice or mourn 5 
But doubtfully receiv’d, expecting ftill 
‘To learn the fecret caufes of his alter’d will. 
Nor was he long delay'd: the firft requeft 
He made, was like his brothers to be drefs'd, 
And, as his birth requir’d, above the reft. 

With eafe his fuit was granted by his fire, 
Diftinguifhing his heir by rich attire, 

His body thus adorn’d, he next defign’d 

With liberal arts to cultivate his mind: 

He fought a tutor of his own accord, 

And ftudy'd Jeffons he before abhorr’d, 

" Thus the man-child advanc'd, and learn’d fo 
fat, 

‘That in thort time his equals he forpaf.’d 


- His brutal manners from his breaft exil’d, 


His mien he fafhion’d, and his tongue he fil’d ; 
In cvery exercife of all admir’d, 

¢ feem'd, nor only feem’d, but was infpir'd 
Infpir’d by love, whofe bufinefs is to pleafe ; 
‘He rode, he fenc’d, he mov’d with graceful eafe, 


* More fanv’d for fenfe, for courtly carriage more, 


- Phan for his brutal folly known before. 


. What then of alter'd Cymon fhall we fay, 

Bot that the fire which chok’d in afhes lay. 

A load too heavy for his foul to move, [love, 
‘Was upward blown below, and bruth'd away by 
Love made an aStive progrefs through his mind, 
‘The dufky parts he clear’d, the grofs refin’d, 


* ‘The drowfy wak’d; and as he went imprefs'd. 


The Maket’s image on the human breaft. 
“hus was the man amended by defire, 
-And though he Jov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his fauits with reafon fcann'd, 
And Jik’d an error of the better hand; 
Bxcus’d the cxcefs of paffion in his mind, 
By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refir’d : 
So Cymoi Mince his fire indulg’d his will, 
¥mpetuons lev'd, and would be Cymon fill: 
Galefus he difown’d, and chofe to bear 
The name of fucl confirm'd, and bifhop’d by 
the fair, 
To Cipfeus by his friends his fuit he mov’d, 


_ Cipfeus the father of the fair he lov'd : 


But he was pre-engag'd by former ties, 

While Cymon was endeavouring to be wife : 
And Iphigene, oblig’d by former vows, 

Had given her faith to wed a foreign fpoufe : 
Her fire and fhe to Rhedian Paftmond, 

Thorgh both sepenting, were by promife bound, 
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Nor could retraét; and thus, as fate decreed,” 
Though better lov'd, he fpoke too late to fpeeds 
The doom was paft, the fhip already fent 

Did ali his tardy diligence prevent : 
Hd to herfel€ the fair unhappy mai, 
hile Qormsy Cymon thus in fecret faid : 
The time is come for Iphigene te find 
‘The miracle the wrought upon my mind: 
Her charms have made me man, her ravifh’d Jove 
In rank fhal! place me with the blefs'd above, 
For mine by love, by force fhe thall be mine, 
Or death, if force fhould fail, shall finith my defign. 
Refolv’d he faid; and rigg’d with fpeedy care 
A veilel Rtroug, and well equipp'd for war. 
‘The fecret dhip with chofen friends he ftor'd ; 
and, bent to die or conquer, went aboard. 
Ambufh’d he lay behind the Cyprian fhore, 
Waiting the fril that all his withea bore; ” 
Nor long expedted, for the following tide 
Sent out the heitile fhip and beauteous bride, 
'Yo Rhodes the rival bark diredtly Reer’d, 
When Cymon fudden at her back appear’d, 
And Ropp’d her flight ; then, ftanding on his prow, 
In haughty terms he thus defy’d the foc ; 
Or ftrike your fails at funmmons, or prepare 
To prove the laft extremities of war, 
Thus warn'’d,the Rhodians for the fight provide; 
Alseacy were the veffels fide by fide, 
‘Thefe obftinate to fave, and thofe to feize the 
bride. 
But Cymon focn his crooked grapples caft, 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac’d, 
And,arm’dwith fword and fhield, amid the prefe 
he pafs’d, 
Fierce was the fight, but, haftening to his prey, 
By force the furious lover freed his way: 
Hintfelf alone difpers’d the Rhodian crew, 
The weak difdain’d, the valant overthrew 5 
Cheap conqueft for his following fricnds ree 
main’d, 
He reap’d the field, and they but only glean’d. 
His victory confefs’d, the foes retreat, 
And caft the weapons at the vidtor's feet. 
Whom thus he cheer’d: © Rhedian youth, f 
For Jove alone, nor other booty fought: — {fougtit 
Your tives are fafe ; your veflel 1 refign; 
Yours he your own, reftoring what is mine: 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful dus, 


| Robb’d by my rival, and detain’d by you: 


Ycur Pafmond a iawlefs bargain drove, 

The parent could not fell the daughtcr’s love ; 

Or, if he could, my love difdizins the laws, 

And like aking by conquett gaitis his cavfe 

Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain, 

Love taught me force, and force thal! love main- 
tain, 

You, what by ftrength you could not keep, releafe , 

And at an eefy ranfom by your peace. 

Kear on the conquer’d fide foon fign’d th’ ac- 

cord, 

And Iphigene to Cymon was reftor’d : 

While to his arms the blufhing bride he took 5 

‘To feeming fadnefs the compos'd her look ; 

As if by force fubjedted to his will, i 

‘Though pleas‘d, diflembling, and a woman fil. 
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And, for thee wept, he win’d her falling teare, 

And pray’d her to difmils her empty fears; 

For your’s1 am, he faid, and has deferv’d 

Then he to whom your formal father ty’d 

‘Your vows, and fold a flave, not fent a bride. 

‘Thus while he fpoke, he feiz’d the willing prey, 

Faintly the feream’d, and ev’n her cyes confefs'd 

She rather would be thought, than was diftrels’d. 

Who now exults but Cymon in his mind ? 

Proud of the prefent, to the fucure blind ! ¢ 

Secure af fate, while Cymon plows the fea, 

And teers to Candy with his conquer’d prey, 

Wherlike-a fiery meteor funk the fun ; 

‘The promife of a ftorms the thifting gates 

Forfake by fits, and fill the flagging (ails ; 

<And night came on, not by degrees prepar’d, 

But ail at once; at once the winds arife, 

The thunders roll, tiie forly lightning flies. 

In vain the trembiing failors ply their hands : 

‘The tempeft wnforfeen prevents their care, 

And from the firit they labour in defpair. 

Fore’d hack, and forwards, in a circle rides, 

Stunn'd with the different blows; then fhoots 

amain, 7 

Not more aghatt the proud archangel fell, 

Plung'd frem the height of heaven to deepeft hell 

‘Than flood the lever of his love pofefs’d, 

blefi'd ; 

More anxious for her danger than his own, 

Death he defies; but would be loft alove. 

Adds pions prayers, and ‘wearies all the faints 5 

Ev'n it fie could, her love fie would repent, 
not, dreads the punifhment; 

Are ever prefent, and her crime upbraid. 

¢ blames herfelf, nor blames her lover lefs, 
Augments her anger, as her fears increafe : 

Ard lays the load on his ungovern’d Jove, 
Which interpofing durft, in heaven's defpite, 
Invade, and violate another’s right : 

And made him matter of his vows in vain : 
Bat foon they punith’d his prefumtuons pride; 
That for his daring eniterprife the dy’d ; 

‘Then, impotent of mind, with alter’d fenfe, 
She hugg’d th’ offender, and forgave th’ offence, 
Sex to the laft, mean time with fails declin'd 
Tofs'd and retofs’d, aloft, and then belew, 

Nor port they feek, nor certain courte they 
know, 


CYMON AND 

Your love much better whonr fo long I ferv’d, 
As Paris bere the Spartan fpoufe away. 
Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 
Scarce the third glafs of meafur’d honrs was run. 
Hoarfe masmurs of the nrain from far were heard, 
In vain the mafter iffues unt commands, 
‘The giddy thip betwixt the winds and tides, 
Til, counterbuff'd, the ftops, and fleeps again, 
Now curs’d the more, the more he had been 

Sad Iphigene to womanith complaints 
Mer forfeit faith and Pufimond betray’d, 
From her own back the burden weuld remove, 
The powers incens’d a while defert’d his pain, 
Who rather not refifted, than comply’d. 
‘The wondering veffel drove before the wind: 
But every moment wait the coming biow. 
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‘Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they-view'dl 
The land before them, and their fears renew'd 
‘The land was welcome, but the tempefl bere 

‘The threaten'd fhip againit a recky fhore. 

A winding bay“ was near; to this they bent, 
And jult efcap’d; their force already fpent : 
Secure from ftorms,‘and panting from the fea, 
The land unknown at feifure they furvey ; 

And faw (but fon their fickly fight withdrew) 
The rifing towers of Rhodes at diftant view ; ° 
And curs’d the hoftile hore of Pafimond, 3 
Sav’d from the feas,and thipwreck’d on the ground, 
The frighted failors try’d their Rrength 
Vain % 
To turn the fern, and tempt the ftormy main; 
But the {tiff wind withftood the Jabouring car, 
And fore’d them forward on the fatal fhore ! 
The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian ftrand, 
And the fhip moor’d conjtrains the crew to land's 
Yet ftill they might be fafe, becaufe unknown, 
But, as ill fortune feldom comes alone, . 
The veftel they difmifs’d was driven before, 
Already fheltee’d on their native thore ;* : 
Known each, they-know; bat each with charge 
of cheer; vey 
The vanguith'd fide exults; the vidors fear; 
Not them but theirs, made prifoners e’er they fights, 
Defpairing conqueft, and depriv'd of flighe. 

The country rings around with loud alarms, - . 
And raw in fields the rude militia fwartnss 
Mouths without hands, maintain’d at vaft. 
In peace a charge, in war a weak defence: 
Stout once a month they march, a bloftering band, 
And ever, but in times of need, at handy” 
‘This was the morn when, iffuing en the guard, 
D.awn up in rank and file they ftood prepar’d * 
OF feeming arms toamake a thort eflay, 

Then haften to be wrunk, the bufinefs of the day. 

The cowards would have fed, but that they 

knew 
Themfilves fo many, and their foes fo few s 
But, crowding on, the laft the firft impel : 
Till overborn with weight the Cyprians fell, 
Cymon erflav'd, who firft the war begun, 3 
And Iphigene once more is loft and won. 

Deep in a dungeon was the captive caf, 

Depriv'd of day, and held in ferters fatt : 

His life was only fpar’d at their requeft, 

Whom taken he fo nobly had releas'd: 

But lphigenia waa the ladies’ care, 

Each in their turn addrefs'd to treat the fair 5: 

While Pafimond and his the nuptial feaft pre- 
pare. “ 

Her fecret foul to Cymon was inclin’d, 

But fhe muft fuffer what her fates affiga’d; 

So paflive is the cherch of womankind, 

What worl to Cymon could his fortune deal, 
Reil'd to the loweft fpoke of all her wheel ? 

It refted to difmifs the dewnward weight, 

Or raife him cpward to his former height, 

“Uhe lateer pleas’d; and love (concern’d the moft} 
Prepar’d th’ amends, for what by love he lofte 

‘The fire of Pafimond had left a fon, : 
‘Thoug.s younger, yet for courage carly known 
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Mewifda call’'d, to whom by promife ty’d, 
‘A Rhodian beauty was the deftin’d bride. 
“Caffandra was her name, above the reft 
Revnown'd for birth, with fortune amply blefs’d. 
Lyfinachus, who rul’d the Rhodian ftate, 
‘Was then by choice their annual magiftrate : 
He iov'd Caflandra too with equal fire, 
But fortune had not favour’d his defire ; 
Crofa'd by her friends, by her not difapprov’d, 
Nor yet preferr’d, or like Ormifda low'd ; 
So ftood th’ affair: fome little hope remain’d, 
‘That, fhould his rival chance to lofe, he gain’d. 
Mean time yours Pafimond his marriage prefs'd, 
Ordain’d the nuptial day, prepar’d the feat; 
And frugally refolv’d (the charge to fhun, 
Which would be double thould he wed alone) ‘ 
‘To join his brother’s bridal with his own. 
Lyfimachns, opprefs’d with mortal grief, 
Recciv’d the news, and ftudy’d quick relief : 
The fatal day approach’d; if force were us’d, 
"The magiftrate his public truft abus’d ; 
‘To juftice liable, as law requir’d; 
For, when his office ceas’d, his power expir’d : 
While power remain’d, the means were in his 
hand 
By force to feize, and then forfake the land : 
_ Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 
A flave to fame, but, more a flave to love : 
Reftraining others, yet himfelf not free, 
Made impotent by power, debas’d by dignity. 
Both fides he weigh'd : but, after much debate, 
‘The man prevail’d above the magittrate. 
Love never fails to mafter what he finds, 
But works a different way in different minds, } 
‘The fool enlightens, and the wife he blinds. 
‘This youth, propofing to poffefs and ’fcape, 
in murder, to Ge in rape: 
Wnprais'd by me, though MBaven fometimes may 
An impious a@ with undeferv'd fuccefs, — [blefs 
‘The great it {eems are privileg’d alone 
‘Yo punith all injuftice but their own. 
But here J ftop, not daring to proceed, 
Yet blufh to flatter an unrighteous deed : ; 
For crimes are but permitted, not decreed, 
Refolv'd on force, his wit the prxtor bent, 
“To find the means that might fecure th’ event; 
Nor long he labour’d, for his lucky thought 
Yo captive Cymon found the friend he fought; 
‘Th’ example pleas’d: the caufe and crime the 
“An injur’d lover, and a ravifh’d dame. _[fame; 
How much he durft he knew by what he dar’d, 
‘The lefs he had to lofe, the lefs he car’d, 
‘To manage loathfome life when love was the 
reward. 
This ponder’d well, and fix’d on his intent, 
In depth of night he for the prifoner fent ; 
In fecret fent, the public view to fhun, 
‘Then with a fober {mile he thus begun. 
‘The powers above, who bountcoufly beftow 
‘Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 
Yet prove our merit firft, nor blindly give 
‘To fuch as are not worthy to receive : 
For valour and for virtue they provide 


‘Their due reward, but fir they muft be try’d; 
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‘Thefe fruitful feeds within your mind they fow'ts 
*Twas your's t’ improve the talent they beftow’d 3 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 
And purge the groffer parts; they gave you care 
To pleafe, and courage to deferve the fair. 

‘Thus far they try’d you, and by proof they found 
The grain inteufted in a grateful ground ; . 
But fill the great experiment remaind, 

They fuffer’d you to lofe the prize you gain’d; 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone : 
And when reftor’d, to them the blefing own, 
Reftor’d it foon will be; the means prepar’d, 
The difficulty fmooth'd, the danger fhar'd; 

Be but yourfelf, the care to me retign, 

Then Iphigene is your's, Caffandra mine. 

Your rival Pafimond purfues your life, 
Impatient to revenge his ravith’d wife, 

But yet not his; to-morrow is behind, 

And love our fortunes in one band has join’d: 
‘Two brothers are our foes, Ormifda mine, 

As much declar'd as Pafimond is thine: - 
To-morrow muft their common vows be ty’d: 
With love to friend, and fortune for our guide, 
Let both refoive to die, or each redeem a bride, 

Right I have none, nor haft thou much to plead; 
’Tis force, when done, mutt juitify the deed ; 
Our tafk perform’d, we next prepare for flight : 
And fet the lofers talk in vain of right : 

We with the fair will fail before the wind, 

If they are griev'd, I leave the laws behind. 

Speak thy refolves; if now thy courage droop, 

Defpair in prifon, and abandon hope : 

But if thou dar’ft in arms thy love regain 

(For liberty without thy love were vain); | 

‘Then fecond my defign to feize the prey, 

Or lead to fecond rape, for’ well thou kno’ 
the way. 

Said Cymon overjoy’d, do thou propofe 
The means to fight, and only thew the foes; 
For from the firft, when Jove had fir’d my mind, 
Refolv'd I left the care of life behind. 

To this the bold Lyfimachus reply’d, 

Let heaven be neutre, and the fword decide; 

‘The fpoufals sre prepar’d, already play 

The minftrels, and provoke the tardy day : 

By this the brides are wak’d, their grooms are’) 
drefs’d ; 

All Rhedes is f{ummon'd to the nuptial feaft, 

All but myfelf the fole unbidden gueit. 

Unbidden though I am, I will be there, 

And join’d by thee, intend to joy the fair, 

Now hear the reft; when day refigns the light; 
And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 

Be ready at my call, my chofen few 

With arms adminifter’d hall aid thy crew, 
Then entering unexpected will we feize + 
Our deftin’d prey, from men diffolv’d in eafes 
By wine difabied, unprepar'd for fight : 

And haftening to the feas, fuborn our flight : 
The feas are ours, fur 1 command the fort, 

A thip well-mann’d expeéts us in the port : 

If they, or if their friends, the prize conteft,’ 
Death hall attend the man who dgres refift, 
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at pleas’d ! the prifdtier to his hold retir'd, 

His troop with equal emulation fir’d, 

All fx’d to fight, and all their wonted work 
requir’d. 

"The fun arofe; the ftreets were throng’d around, 

‘The palace open’d, and the pofts were crown’d, 

"The double bridegroom at the door attends 

‘Th’ expected fpoufe, and entertains the friends: 

‘They meet, they lead to church, the priefts invoke 

‘The powers, and feed the flames with fragrant 
fmoke. 

This done, they feaft, and at the clofe of night 

By kinkled torches vary their delight, 

Thefe lead the lively dance, and thofe the brim- 
ming bowls invite. 

Now, at th’ appointed place and hour affign’d 
‘With fouls refolv'd the ravifhers were join’d + 
‘Three bands are form'd; the firft js fent before 
'To favour the retreat, and guar’d the fhore ; 

"The fecond at the palace-gate is plac’d, 
And up the lofty ftairs afcend the lait : 
A peaceful troop they feem with fhining vefts, 
But coats of mail beneath fecure their breatts. - 

Dauntlefs they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feaft renew'd, the table fpread : 
Sweet voices, mix’d with inftrumental founds, 
‘Afcend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds, 
‘When like the harpies rufhing through the hall 
‘The fudden troop appears, the tables fall, 

‘Their fmoking load is on the pavement thrown; 

Fach ravifher prepares to feize his own; 

‘The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 

Shriek out for aid, confufion fills the place. 

Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 

Advance, the palace gleams with fhining fwords. 
But late is all defence, and fuccour vain; 

‘The rape is made, the ravifhers remain : 

"T'wo fturdy flaves were only fent before 

To bear the purchas'd prize in fafety to the fhore, 

‘The troop retires, the lovers clofe the rear, 

‘With forward faces not confeffing fear: [mend; 

Backward they move, but fcorn their pace to 

‘Then feck the ftairs, and with flow hafte defend. 

Fierce Pafimond, their paflage to prevent, 
‘Thruft full on Cymon’s back in his defcent, 

‘The blade return'd unbath’d, and to the handle 
bent, . 
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Stout Cymon foon remounts, and cleft in two 

His rival’s head with one defcending blow: 

And as the next in rank Ormifda ftond, 

He turn’d the point; the {word igur’d to bleod, 

Bor’d his unguarded breaft, which pour’d a 
purple flood. 

With vow’d revenge the gathering crowd purfues, 

The ravifhers turn head, the fight renews ; 

The halts heap’d with corps; the fprinkled gore. 

Befmears the walls, and floats the marble floor. 

Difpers’d at length the drunken fquadron flies, 

The victors to their veffel bear the prize ; 

And hear behtind loud groans, and lamentable 
crics. 

The crew with merry fhouts their anchors 
weigh, 

‘Then ply their oars, and brufh the buxom fea, 

While troops of gather’d Rhodians crowd the 
key. 

What fhould the people do when left alone ? : 

‘The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd; 

Some troops difbanded, and the reft unpaid. 

Rhodes is the fovereign of the fea no more; . 

Their hips unrigg’d, and {pent their naval 
ftore; 

"They neither could defend, nor can purfue, 

But griun’d their teeth, and caft a helplefs view = 


| In vain with darts a diftant war they try, 


Short, and more fhort, the miffive weapons fly. 

Meanwhile the ravifhers their crimes enjoy, 

And flying fails and {weeping oars employ : 

The cliffs of Rhodes in little fpace are loft, 

Jove's ifle they feck ; nor Jove denies his coaft, § 
In fafety landed on the Candian fhore, 

With generous wives their fpirits they reftore : 

There Cymon with his Rhodian friend refides, 

Both court, and wed at once the willing brides, 

A war enfses, the Cretans own their caule, 

Stiff to defend their hofpitable laws : 

Both parties lofe by turns; and neither wins, 

Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 

The kindred of the fain forgive the deed, 

Buta being Sere} muft for fhew precede: 

The term ekpir’d, from Candia they remove 5 

And happy cach, at home, enjoys his love. 
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To the Right Honourable 


LORD RADCLIFFE, 


My Loro, 


Turse Mifcellany Poems * are by many titles 
yours. The firft they ciaim from your accept- 
ance of my promife to prefent them to you, be- 
fore fome of them were yet in being. The reft 
are derived from your own merit, the exadtnefs 
of your judgment in poetry, and the candour of 
your nature; eafy to forgive fome trivial faults 
when they come accompanied with countervailing 
beauties. But, after all, though thefe are your equi- 
table claims to a dedication from other Poets, yet I 
muft acknowledge a bribe in the cafe, which is 
your particular liking to my verfes, It isa vanity 
common to all writers, to over-value their own 
productions ; and it is better for me to own this 
failing in myfelf, than the werld to do it for me. 
For what other reafon have i fpent my life in fo 
‘unprofitable a ftudy ? why am I grown old, in 


*Prefixed to the Third Volume of Drydeu’s Mifccl- 
jany Poems, printed in 1693. 


fecking fo barren a reward as fame? ‘The fame 
parts and application, which have made me « 
poet, might have raifed me to any honours of the 
gown, which are often given to men of as little 
learning and {cfs honefty than mylelf. No go- 
vernmeat has ever been, or ever can be, wherein 
time-fervers and blockheads will not be upper~ 
moft. The perfons are only changed, but the 
fame jugglings in ftate, the fame hypocrify in re- 
ligion, the fame felf-intereft, and mifmanagement, 
will remain for ever. Blood and money will be 
lavifhed in all ages, only for the preferment of 
new faces, with old confciences, There is too 
often a jaundice in the cyes of great men; they 
fee not thofe whem they raife in the fame colours 
with other men, Ail whom they affedi, look 
golden to them; when the gilding is only in theic 
own diftempered fight. Thefe confiderations 
have given me a kind of contempt for thofe wha 
have rifen by unworthy ways, } am not athamed 
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torhe little, when I fee them fo infamouily great ; 
neither do I know why the name of poet fhould 
be difhonourable to me if I am truly one, a¢/1 
hope I am; for I will never do any things that 
fhall difhonour it. The notions of moral} are 
known to ail men: none can pretend ignorance 
of thofe ideas which are in-born in mankind: and 
if I fec one thing, and pradtife the contrary, 1 
muft be difingenuous, not to acknowledge a clear 
truth, and bafe to act againft the light of my own 
confcience. or the reputation of my haneity, 
no man can queftion it, who has any of his own : 
for that of my poetry, it fhall either ftand by its 
own merit; or fall for want of it. Ill writers are 
ufually the fharpeft cenfors: for they (as the beft 
poet and the beft patron aid) when in the full 
perfection of decay, turn vinegar, aud come again 
in play, Thus the corruption of a poet is the ge- 
neration of a critic: I mean of a critic in the ge~ 
nera} acceptation of this age: for formerly they 
were quite another fpecics of men. They were 
defenders of pocts, and commentators on their 
works; to illuftrate obfcure beauties; to place 
fome paffages in a better light; to redeem others 
from malicious interpretations; to help out an 
author's modefty, who is not oftentatious of his 
wit; and, in fhort, to fhield him from the ill na- 
ture of thofe fellows, who were then called Zoili 
and Momi, and now take upon themfelves the 
venerable name of cenfors, But neither Zoilus, 
nor he who endeavoured to defame Virgil, were 
ever adopted into the name of critics by the an- 
cients: what their reputation was then, we know; 
and their fucceffors in this age deferve no better. 
Are our auxiliary forces turned our enemics? are 
they, who at heft are but wits of the fecond or- 
der, and whofe only credit amongft readers is 
what they obtained by being fubfervient to the 
fame of writers, are thefe become rebels of flaves, 
and ufurpers of fubjetts; or, to fpeak in the moft 
honourable terms of them, are they from our fe- 
conds become principals againft us? docs the ivy 
undermine the oak, which fupports its weakncfs ? 
what labour would it coft them to put in a better 
line, than the worft of thofe which they expunge 
ina true poet? Petronius, the greateft wit per- 
haps of all the Romans, yet when his envy pre- 
vailed upon his judgment to fall on Lucan, he fell 
himfelf in his attempt: he performed worfe in 
his Effay of the Civil War, than the author of the 
Pharfatia: and avoiding his errors, has made 
greater of his own. Julius Scaliger would needs 
turn down Homer, and abdicate him alter the 
pofleflion of three thoufand years: has he fuc- 
«ceded in his attempt? he has indeed fhown us 
dome of thofe imperfections in him, which are in- 
cident to human kind: but who had not rather 
be that Homer than this Scaliger? You fee the 
fame hypercritic, when he ende2vours to mend 
the beginning of Claudian (a faulty poet, and 
diving in a barbarous age) yet how fhort he comes 
of him, and fubftitutes fuch verfes of 
deferve the terula. What a cenfure has he made 
ef Lucan, thar he rather feems to bark than fing? 
Would any but a dug, have a fe fnacling a 
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comparifon? one would have thought he had - 
Icarned Latin, as late as they tell us he did Greek. 
Yet he came off, with a pace tud, by your good 
leave, Lucan; he called him not by thofe outraa 
geous names, of fool, booby, and blockhead: he 
had fomewhat more of good imanners than hig 
fucceffors,as he had much more knowledge. We 
have two forts of thofe gentlemen in our nation + 
fome of them proceeding with a feeming moderas 
tion and pretence of refpedt, to the dramatic 
writers of the laft age, only fcorn and valify the 
prefenc poets, to fet up their predeceffors. Bug 
this is only in appearance; for their real defign ig 
nothing lefs than to do honour to any man, be- 
fides themfelves. Horace took notice of fuch men 
in his age: “ Non ingeniis favet ille, fepulties 
“ noftra fed impugnat; nos noftraque lividus 
“ odit.” It is not with an ultimate intention ta 
pay reverence to the manes of Shak{peare, Fletcher, 
and Ben Jonfon, that they commend their write 
ings, but to throw dirt on the writers of this ages 
their declaration is one thing, and their practice 
is another, By a feeming veneration to our fa- 
thers, they would thruft out as their lawful iffue,. 
and govern us themfelves, under a {pecious 
tence of reformation. If they could compafs thee 
intent, what would wit and learning get by fuch. 
a change? if we are bad poets, they are worfe x 
and when any of their woeful pieces come abroad, 
the difference is fo great betwixt them and 
writers, that there need no criticifms on our part 
to decide it. When they defcribe the writers of 
this age, they draw fuch monftrous figures of them, 
as refemble none of us: our pretended pidures 
are fo unlike, that it is evident we never fate to 
them ; they are all grotefque; the products of 
their wild imaginations, things out of nature, fo 
far from being copied from us, that they refemble 
nothing that ever was, or ever can be. But there 
is another fort of infe@s, more venomous than the 
former. ‘Thofe who manifeftly aim at the dew 
ftruction of our poetical church and ftate; who 
allow nothing to their countrymen, either of this 
or of the former age. Thefe attack the living by. 
taking up the afhes of the dead; well ‘knowing 
that if they can fubvert their original title to. the 
ftage, we who claim under them muft fall of 
courfe, Peace be to the venerable thades of Shake 
fpeare and Ben Joufon: none of the living will 
prefume to have any competition with them: as 
they were our predeceffors, fo they were our 
mafters, We trail our plays under them; but (aa 
at the funerals of a Turkith emperor) our enfigns 
are furled or dragged upon the ground, in honour 
to the dead; fo we may lawfully advance our 
own, afterwards, to thew that we fucceed: if lefs 
in dignity, yet on che fame foot and title, which 
we think tov we can maintain againft the infou 
lence of our own janizaries, If 1 am the man, as 
I have reafon to believe, who am fecmingly court= 
ed, and fecretly undermined; I think I hall be 
able to defend mylelf, when I am openly atracked. 
And to fhew befides that the Greek writers only 
gave us the rudiments of a tage which they never 
Guided ; chat many of the wagedics in the formen 
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age amongft us, were without comparifon beyond 
thofe of Sophocles and Euripides. But, at prefent, 
7 have neither the Jeifure nor the means for fuch 
an undertaking, It is ill going to law for an 
eftgte, with him who is in poffeifion of ir, and 
enjoys the prefent profits, to feed hiscaufe. But 
the “ quantum mutatus” may be remembered in 
due time. In the mean while, | leave the world 
to judge, who gave the provocation. 

‘This, my Lord, is, 1 confefs, a long digreffion 
trom Mifcellany Poems to Modern ‘Tragedies: 
but. f have the ordinary excufe of an injured man, 
who will be telling his tale unfeafonably to his 
betters; though, at the fame time, I am certain, 
you are fo good a friend, as to take a concera in 
ail things which belong to one who fo truly ho- 
ours you, And befides, being yourfelf a critic 
‘of the genuine fort, who have read the beft au- 
thors in their own languages, who perfectly diftin~ 
goith of their feveral merits, and in general prefer 
them to the moderns; yet, I know, you judge for 
the Englith tragedies, againft the Greck and La~ 
tin, as well as againft the French, Italian, and 
Spanith, of thefe letter ages. Indeed, there isa 
vatt difference betwixt arguing like Perault in be- 
half of the French poets againft Homer and. Vir- 
gil, and betwixt giving the Englith poets their 


undoubted due of excelling Aichylus, Euripides,’ 


and Sophocles: for if we, or our greater fathers, 
Hire not yet brought the drama to an abfolute 
perfection; yet, at leaft, we have carried it much 
farther than thofe ancient Greeks; who, begin- 
ning from a chorus, could never totally exclude 
it, as we have done; who find it an unprofitable 
incumbrance, without any neceflity of entertain- 
jog it amongft us, and without the poflibility of 
eftablithing it here, unlefs it were fupported by a 
public charge. Neither can we accept of thofc 
Jay-bithops, as fome call them, who, under pre- 
tence of reforming the ftage, would intrude them- 
felves upon us as our {uperiors; being, indeed, 
Incompetent judges of what is manners, what re~ 
ligion, and, leaft of all, what is poetry and goed 
fenfe. 1 can tell them, in behalf of all my fel- 
ows, that, when they come to exercife a jurifdic- 
tion over us, they fhall have the ftage to them- 
felves, as they have the laurcl. As little can f 
grant, that the French dramatic writers excel the 
Englith: our authors as far furpafs them in ge- 
nius, as our foldiers excel theirs in courage: it is 
true, in conduct they furpafs us either way; yet 
that proceeds not fo much from their greater 
knowledge, as from the difference of taftes in the 
two nations, They content themfelves with a 
thin defign, without epifodes, and managed by 
few perfons. Our audience ‘vill not be pleafed 
but with variety of accidents, an underplot, and 
many actors. They follow the ancients too fer- 
vilely, in the mechanic rules; and we affume too 
much licenfe to ourfélves, in keeping them only 
in view, at too great a diftance. But if our aue 
dience had their taites, our poets could more eafi- 
ly comply with them, than the French writers 
could come up to the iublimity of our thoughts, 
or to the difficult variety of our defigns. Flowe- 
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ver it be, I dare eftablith it for a rule of pradice 
on the ftage, that we are bound to pleafe thofe 
whom we pretend to entertain; and that at any 
Price ggeligion and good-manners only excepted : 
and re not much, if I give-this handle to onr 
bad, illiterate poetafters, for the defence of their 
Scriptions, as they callthem. There is a fort of 
merit in delighting the fpectators; which is a 
name more proper for them than that of auditors; 
or elfe Horace is in the’'wrong, when he com- 
mends Lucilius for it. But thefe commonplaces 
I mean to treat at greater leifure; in the mean 
time fubmitcing that little { have faid to your 
Lordfhip’s approbation or your cenfure, and 
choofing rather to entertain you this way, as you 
are a judge of writing, than to opprefs your mo~ 
defty with other commendations; which, though 
they are your due, yet would not be equally re~ 
ceived in this fatiricel and cenforious age. That 
which cannot without injury be denied to you, is 
the eafinefs of your converfation, far from affedta- 
tion or pride; not denying even to enemies their 
jut praifes; and this, if 1 would dwell on any 
theme of this nature, is no vulgar €éommendation 
to your Lordthip. Without flattery, my’Lord, 
you have it in your:nature, to he a patron and, 
encourager of good posta; but your fortune:has 
not yet put into your hands the opportunity of ex- 
prefling it. What you will be hereafter, may be 
more than guefied, by what you are at prefent, 
You maintain the character of a nobleman, with= 
out that haughtinefs which generally attends too 
many of the nobility; and when you converte 
with gentlemen, you forget not that you have 
been of their order. You are married to the 
daughter of a king; who, amongét her other hi; 
pertections, has derived from him.a charming bs- 
haviour, a winning goodnefs, and a majeftic per- 
fon, The Mufes and the Graces are the orna- 
ments of your family: while the Mufe fings, the 
Grace accompanies her voice : even the fervants 
of the Mufes have fometimes had the happinefs to 
hear her, and to receive their infpirations from 
her, 

1 will not give myfelf the liberty of going far- 
ther; for it is fo fweet to wander in a pleafing 
way, that { fhould never arrive at my journey’s 
end. To keep myfelf from being belated in my 
letter, and tiring your attention, I muft return to 
the place where 1 was fetting out. I humbly de- 
dicate to your Lordfhip my own labours in this 
Mifcellany ; at the fame time not arrogating to 
mylelf the privilege of inferibing to you the 
works of others who are joined with me in this 
undertaking, over which I can pretend no right. 
Your lady and you have done me the favour to 
hear me read my tranflations of Ovid; and you 
both feemed not to be difpleafed with them. 
Whether it be the partiality of an old man to his 
youngeft child, I know not; but they appear to 
me the beft of all my endeavours in this kind. 
Perhaps this poet is more eafy to be tranflated 
than fome others whom I have lately attempted 
perhaps toa, he was more according to my genius. 


THe is certainly more palatable to the reader thaa 
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agay of the Romao wits; though fome of them are 
more lofty, fome more inftrudtive, and others 
‘more correét. He: had learning enough to make 
him equal to the beft: but as:his verfe cagpe eafi- 
ly, he wanted the toil of application to amend it. 
‘He is often hexuriant, both in his fancy and ex- 
preflions; and, as it has lately been obferved, not 
always natural, If wit be pleatantry, he has it to 
‘excefs; but if it be prepriety, Lucretius, Horace, 
and above all, Virgil, are his {uperiors. I have 
faid fo much of him already, in my preface to his 
Heroical Epifties; that there remains litele to be 
added in this place. For my own part, | have en- 
deavoured to copy his character what I could in 
this tranflation, even perhaps farther than I fhauld 
have done, to his very faults. Mr. Chapman, in 
his traaflation of Homer, profeffes to have done it 
fomewhat paraphraftically, and that on fet pur- 
pole ; his opinion being, that a good poct is to be 
tranflated in that manner. 1 remember not the 
raafon which he gives for it; but I fuppofe it is, 
for fear of omitting any of his excellencics. Sure 
1 am, that, if it be a fault, it is much more par- 
-dorable than“that of thofe who run into the other 
extreme of a literal and clofe tranflation, where 
othe is confined fo ftreightly to his author’s 
-words, ‘that. he wants clbow-room to exprefs his 
elegancict, He leaves him obfcure; he leaves 
‘him profe, where he found him verfe: and no 
better thaw thus has Ovid been ferved by the fo 
much admired Sandys. ‘This is at leait the idea 
-which I have reraaining of his tranilation; for 1 
never read him fince | wasa boy. They who 
take him upon content, from the praifes which 
their fathers gave him, may inform their judg- 
ment by reading him again; and fce (if they un- 
elerftand the original) what is become of Ovid’s 
poetry, in his verfion; whether it be not all, or 
the gteateft part of it, evaporated: but this pro- 
caeded from the wrong judgment of the age in 
which he lived. They neither knew good verfe, 
nor loved it. They were fcholare, it is true; but 
“they were pedants. And for a juft reward of 
their pedantic pains, alt their tranflations want to 
be tranflated into Englith. 

If Matter not mytelf, or if my friends have not 
Aiattered me, I have givcn my author’s fenfe, for 
the mofl¥ part, truly: for to miftake fometimes, 
is incident to all men: and not to follow the 
Dutch commentators always, may be forgiven to 
2 man who thinks them, in the gencral, heavy, 
grofs-witted Fellows, fit only to ginfs on their own 
dull ‘poets, But I leave a farther fatire on their 
wit, till 1 have a better opportunity to fhew how 
nich I love and honour them, -1 have likewife 
attempted to reftore Ovid to his native fweetnefs, 
eafinels, and fmoothnels; and to give my poetry 
a kind of cadence, and, as we call it,.a run of 
verte, as like the original, as the Englith can come 
up to the Latin, As he feldom ules any Synale~ 
Phas; fo I have endeavoured to avoid them as of- 
ten asI could, 1 have likewife given him hisown 
turns, both on the words and on the thought, 
which I cannot fay are inimitable, becaufe I have 
topied them; and fo may others, if they ufe the 
. 5 
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fame diligence: but certainly they are wonders 
fully graceful in this poet. Since I have named 
the Synalepha, which is cucting off one vowel ime 
mediately before another, [ will give an example 
of it from Chapman's Homer, which lies before 
me, for the benefit of thof2 who underftand aor 
the Latin Profodia. It is in the fir(t line of the 
argument to the firft Iliad, iS 


Apollo’s pricft to th’ Argive fleetdoth bring, dc. 


There we fee he makes it not the Argive, but th” 
Argive, to hun the fhocir of the two vowels, inte 
mediately following each other; but, in his few 
cond argument, in the fame page, he gives a bad 
example of the quite contrary kind : 


Alpha the prayer of Chryfes fings; 
The army’s plague, the ftrite of kiags. 


In thefe words the army's, the ending with a vowel, 
aud army's begiuning with another vowel, with. 
out cutting off the firft, which by it had been #8” 
ermy’s, there remains a moft horrible ill founding 
gap betwixt thofe words. 
have every way obferved the rule of the Syna~ 
lepha in my tranflation ; but wherefoever I have 
not, it isa fault in the found: the French and 
the Italians have made it an inviolable precept in 
their verfification ; therein following the fevete 
example of the Latin poet. .Our countrymen have 
not yet reformed their poetry fo far, but coptetit, 
themfelves with following the licentious praaica 
of the Greeks ; who, though they fometimes ufe 
Synalephas, yet make no difficulty, very often, to 
found one vowel upon another, as Homer docs, in 
the very fir line of Alpha. Miu sid: Oae 
Unaniidsw "Aides. Ut is true, indeed, that in the 
fecond line, in thefe words, eu) “Ayaiis, and 
aay udnuse, the Synaelpha in revenge is twice.ob= 
ferved, But ic becomes us, for the fake of Eu. 
phony, rather “ Mufas colere feveriores," with 
the Romans, than to give into the loofenefs of the 
Grecians, 

Thave tired myfelf, and have -heen fummonad 
by the prefs to fend away this Dedication, others 
wife I had expofed fome other faults, which. ate 
daily committed by our Englifh poets; which, 
with care and obfervation, might be amended. 
For, after ali, our language is both copious, figni« 
ficant, and majeftical, and might be reduced inte 
a more harmonious found, But, for want.of 


| Public encouragement, in this iron age, we are fo 


far from making any progrefs in the improve- 
ment of our tongue, that in a few years we fhall 
fpeak and write as barbaroufly ‘2s our neighs 
bours. 

Notwithftanding my hafte, TY cannot forbear to 
tell your Lordthip, that there are two fragments 
of Homer tranilated in this Mifcellany, one by 
Mr. Congreve (whom I cannot mention without 
the honour which is due to his excellent parts, 
and that entire affeGtion which I bear him) and. 
the other by myfelf. Both the fubje@s are patheti- 
cal, audIam fure my friend has added to the 


I cannot fay that-f *° 
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tendernefs which he found in the original, and, 
without flattery, furpaffed his author. Yet [ mult 
needs fay this in reference to Homer, that he is 
yauch more capable of exciting the manly paffions 
than thofe of gricfand pity: To caufe admira- 
tion, is indeed the proper and adequate defign of 
an epic pocm : and im that he has excelled even 
Virgil; yet, without prefuming to arraign our 
matter, | may venture to affirm, that he is fomz- 
what too talkative, and More than fomewhat too 
digreflive. This is fo manifelt, that ic cannot be 
denied in that lite parcel which I have tranflat- 
ed, perhaps too literally: there Andromache, in 
» ahe mid@ of ber concernment, and fright ft 

Medor, runs off her biafs, to tell him a forge 
her pedigree, and of the lamentable death of her 
father, her mother, and her feven brothers. ‘The 
devil was in Heétor if he knew not all this mat- 
ter, as well as fhe who told ic him; for fhe had 
been his bedfellow for many years together; and 
#f “e knew it, then it mutt be confeffed, that Ho. 
mer, in this long digreffion, has rather given her 
this own character, than that of the fair lady 
swhoro he paints, His dear friends the commen-~ 
tators, who never fail him at a pinch, will needs 
excufe him, by making the prefent forrow of An- 
deomache, to occafion the remembrance of all the 
pat; but others think fhe had enough to do with 
that grief which now oppreffed her, without 
_wurning for affiftance to her family. Virgil, Fam 
eonfident, would have omitted fuch a work of fu- 

ererogation. But Virgil had the gitt of expre{- 

ing much in little, and fometimes in filence ; for 
though he yielded much to Homer in invention, 
she more excelled him in his admirable judgment. 
Ke drew the paffion of Dido for /Encas, in the 
snott lively and moft natural colours imaginable : 
Homer was ambitious enough of moving pity ; 
for he has attempted twice on the fame fubje@ of 
-Hedtor’s death: firft, when Priam and Heeuba 
beheld his corpfe, which was dragged after the 
chariot of Achilles; and then in the lamentation 
which was made over him, when his body was 
redeemed by Priam ; and the fame perfons again 
bewailed his death, with a chorus of others to 
help the cry. But if this laft excite compaftion in 
.you, as I doubt not but it will, you are more 
obliged to the tranflator than the poet: for Ho- 
mer, as I obferved before, can move rage better 
than he can pity: he ftirs up the irafcible appe- 
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és 
tite, as our philofophers call it; he provokes ¢@) 
murder, and the deftru€tion of God's images; he 
forms and equips thofe ungedlyman-killers, whom 
we poets, when we flatter them, call heroes; a 
sace of men who can never enjoy quiet in them- 
felves, till they have taken it from all the world. 
This is Homer’s commendation ; and fuch as it is, 
the lovers of peace, or at leaft of more moderate 
heroifm, will never envy him. But let Homer 
and Virgil contend for the prize of honour be- 
twixt themiclves; fam fatisfied they wilk never 
have a third concurrent. J with Mr. Congreve 
had the lcifere to tranflate him, and the world the 


.| good-nature and juftice te encourage him in thagy’ 


noble defign, of which he is more capable than 
any man I know. The Earl of Mulgrave and 
Mr. Waller, two the beft judges uf our age, have 
affured me, that they could never read over the 
tranflation of Chapman, without incredible plea- 
fure and extreme traniport. This admiration of 
theirs maft necds proceed from the author him- 
felf; for the tranflator has thrown him down as 
low, as harfh numbers, improper Englifh, and a 
monftrous length of verfe, could carry him. What 
then would he appear in the harmonious verfion 
of one of the beit writers, living in 2 much bet- 
ter age than was the laft? I mean for verfifica~ 
tion, and the art of numbers: for in the drama 
we have not arrived to the pitch of Shakfpeare 
and Ben Jonfon, But here, ‘my Lord, 1 am for~ 
ced to break off abruptly, without endeavouring at 
a compliment in the clofe. ‘This Mifcellany is, 
without difpute, one of the heft of the kiod, 
which has hitherto been extant in our tonguc. 
At leaft, as Sir Samuel Tuke has faid before me, 
a modeft man may praife what is not his own, 
My fellows have no need of any protection: but 
IY humbly recommend my part of it, 4s much ae 
it deferves, to your patronage and acceptance, 
and aii the reft to your forgiveneds. 


lam, 
My Lord, 
Your Lordship’s moft 
Obedient Servant, 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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OVID’S METAMORPHOSES: 


‘ : : Pg 
Or bodies chang’d to various forms I fing : : 
¥e Gods, from whence thefe miracles did fring, 
Ynfpire my numbera with celeftial heat, 
‘Ti 1 my long laborious work complete ; 
And add perpetual tenor to my rhymes, 
Deduc'd from nature’s birth, to Czfar’s times, 
Before the feas, and this terreftrial ball, 
And heaven’s high eanopy, that covers all, 
One was the face of nature, if a face; 
Rather a rude and indigefted mats: 
A lifelefs lump, unfafhion’d, and unfram'd, 
Of jarring feeds, and juitly Chaos nam’d. 
No fun was lighted up the world to view ; 
No moon did yet her blunted horns renew : 
Nor yet was earth fufpendéd in the fy ; 
Nor, pois’d, did on her own foundations lie 
Nor feas about the thores their arms had thrown ; 
But earth, and air, and water, were in one. 
‘Thus air was void of light, and earth unftable, 
And water's dark abyfs unnavigable, 
No certain form on any was impreft; 
All were confus'd, and each difturb’d the ref, 
For hot and cold were in one body fixe, 
And foft with hard, and light with heavy mixt. 

But God, or Nature, while they thus contend, 
To thele inteftine difcords put an end. 
‘Then earth from air, and feas from easth were 

driven, 
And groffer air funk from athereal heave 
You VI 
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Thus diferabroil’d, they take their proper place’ 
The next of kin contiguoufly embrace; 
And foes are funder’d by a larger fpace. 
The force of fire afcended firtt on high, 
And took its dwelling in the vaulted ky. . 
Then air fucceeds, in likenefs next to fires’ 
Whofe atoms from unadive earth retire. , 5 ae 
Earth finks beneath, and draws a numerous th - 
OF ponderous, thick, unwieldy feeds along. 
Adsut her coafts unruly waters roar, 
And, rifing on a ridge, infult the fhore. +. = 
Thus when the God, whatever God was he, wis 
Had form’d the whole, and made the parts agtiey 
‘That no unequal portions might be found, 
He moulded earth into. a {pacious round : ae, 
Then, with a breath, he gave the winds to blows’ 
And bade the congregated waters flow. : 
He adds the running {prings, and landing lakeay’ 
And bounding banks for winding rivers makes, 
Some part in carth are fwallow’d up, the moi 
In ample oceans, difembogued, are loft. . - 
He fhades the woods, the vallics he reflrains 
With rocky mountains, and extends the plains. 

And as five zones th’ ztherial regions bind, 
Five, correfpondént, are to earth alfign’d : 
‘The fun with rays, dire®ly darting down, 
Fires all beneath, and fries the middle zone : 
The two beneath the diftant poles complains 
and perpetual rain, 

: : 
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Betwixt th’ extremes, twochappier climates hold 

‘Fhe temper that partakes of hot and cold, 

“Che fields of liquid air, inclofing all, 

Surround the compafs of this earthly ball ; 

‘Phe lighter parts lie next the fires above ; 

‘Fhe groffer near the watery furface move: 

‘Vhick clouds are Spread, and ftorms engender 
,, , there, x {fear, 

And thunder's voice, which wretched mortals 

And winds that on their wings cold winter 

bear, 

Nor were thofe bluftering brethren left at large;. 

On feas ard fhores their fury to difcharge : 

Bound as they are, and circumfcrib’d in place, 

They rend the werld, refiftlefs, where they pal 

And mighty marks of mifchief leave behind ; 

Such is the rage cf their tempefuous kind, 

Firft Eurus to the rifing morn is fent, 

(The regions of the balmy continent) 

And Eaftern realms, where early Perfians run, 

To grect the bleft appearance of the fun. 

Weitward the wanton Zephyr wings his flight, 

Pleas'd with the remnants of departing light: 

Fierce Boreas with his offspring iffues forth, 

‘'T” invade the frozen waggon ef the North. 


‘While frowning Aufter fecks the fouthern {phere, 
And rots, with endlefs gain, th’ unwholfome 


ear, 


. ¥ 
High o'er the clouds, and empty realms. of 


wind, 
‘The God a clearer Space for heaven defign’d 5 
Where fields of light and liquid ather fow, 


Purg’d from the ponderous dregs of earth be- 


Tow. 


Scarce had the powes diftinguith’d thefe, when 


¥ ftraighe 
The ttars, no longer overlaid with weighty 
¥xert their heads from underneath the maf, 
And upward thoot, and kindle as they pafs, 
And with diffufive fight adorn the heavenly 
lace. 
Then, hry void of nature to firpply, 
‘With forms of Gods he fills the vacant tky: 
New herds of beafts he fende, the plaine to 
fare; 
New colonies of birds, to people airs 
Aud to their cozy beds the finny fit repair. 
a\ creature of a more exalted kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was man defign’d : ~ 
Confcious of thought, of more capacious breaft, 
For empire form’d, and fit te rule the reft : 
Whether with particles of heavenly fire 
‘The God of nature did his foul infpire; 
Or earth, but now divided from the tky, 
-And pliant ftill, retain’d th’ atherial-energy 
Which wife Prometheus temper’d into patte, 


And, mixt with living ftreams, the godlike image 


Catt, 7 
‘Thus, while the mute creation downward bend 
Their fight, and to their earthly mother tend, 
Man lvoks aloft, and with eredted eyes 
Behoids his own hereditary tkics. 

From fuch rude principles our form. began}... 
And carth wae metamorphos'd into man. 





bid 





THE GOLDEN AGE. 


The golden age was firft; when man, yet 
new, 

No rule but uncorrupted reafon knew; 
And, with a native bent, did good purfue.- 
Unfore’d by punifhment, unaw’d by fear, 
His words were fimp}e, and his foul fincere:+ 
Necdlefs was written law, where none oppreft; 
The law of man was written in his breaft : 
No fuppliant crowds before the judge appear’a; 
Nor court erected yet, nor caufe was heard ; 
But all was fafe, for confcience was their at 


_| The mountain trees io diftant profpect pleafe, 


E'er yet the pine defcended to the feaa; 


And happy mortals, unconcern’d for more, 


ler fails were {pread new oceans to explore ; 
. Confin’d their withes to their native fhore, 


No walls were yet, nor fence, nor mote, nor - 
mound; : 
Nor drum was heard, nor trumper’s angry founds 
Nor fwords' were forg’d; but, void of caré and 
The foft creation flept away their time. [ceime,, 
The teeming earth, yet guiltlefs of the plough, 
And unprovok’d, did fruitful ftores allow : 3 
Content with food, which nature freely bred, 
On wildings and on ftrawberries they fed; 
Cornels and bramble-berries gave the reft, 
And falling acorns furnifh’d out a feaft, 
‘The flowers unfown in fields and meadows reign’ds 
And weltern winds immortal Spring maintain’d. 
In following years the bearded corn enfu'd ‘ 
From earth unafk’d, nor was that earth renew'd. 
From veins of vallies milk and near broke ; 
And honey fweating from the porcs of oaks 


‘ 
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But when good Saturn, banith'd from above,. 
Was driven to hell, the world was under Joves °.: 
Succeeding times a filver age behold, . 
Excelling brafs, but more excell’d by gold. 

Then Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear 5 
And Spring was but a feafon of the ycar. 

The fun his annual courfe obliquely made, 

Good days contracted, and enlarg’d the bad. 
Then air with fultry heats began to glow, 

The wings of winds were clogg’d with ice and 
And fhivering mostais, into houfes driven, [fnow ;. 
Sought thelter from th’ inclemency of heaver. 
Thofe houfes, then, were caves, or homely. theds,. 
With twining oziers fenc’d, and mofs their beds. 
Then ploughs, for feed, the fruitful furrows broke,. 
And oxca labuus’d Grit beneath the yoke, 


THE BRAZER act. 


Pe eae oe % 
‘To this next came in courfe the brazen age, 
A wazlike offspring, prompt to bloody rage, < 
Not impious yet——— Z 2 


TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. agt 

Fae 1R0N AcE. Which, when the tkies ate cleat. is feen below, 
And mortals by the name of milky Know. 
The ground-work is of ftars; thtough which the 
Lies open to the thunderer’s abode, [road 
The Gods of greater nations dwell afound, 
And on the right and left the palace bound 5 3 
The commons where they can; the nobler fort, 
With winding doors wide open, front the court, 
This place, as far as earth with heaven may vie, 
I dare to call the Louvre of tHe fy. 
When all were plac'd. in feats diftin@ly known, 
And he their father had affum’d the throne, 
Upon his ivory fceptre firft he leant; 
Then fhook his head, that fhook the firmament : 
Air, earth, and feas, obcy’d th’ almighty tiod ; 
And, with a general fear, confefs’d the God. 
At length with indignation, thus hé broke 
His awful filence; and the powers befpoke + 

I was not more concern’d in that debate 
Of empire, when our univerfal ftate 
Was put to hazard, and the giant race 
Our captive ikies were ready to eiiibrded : 
For, though the foe was fierce, the feeas of all 
Rebellion fprung from one original: 
Now wherefoever ambient waters glide, 
All are corrupt, and all muft be deitroy’d; 
Let me this holy proteftation make: * 
By hell and heli’s inviolable lake, 5 
1 try’ whatever in the Godhead lay, t 


7 -—Hard fteel fucceeded then; 

» Aitd ftubborn as the metal were the men. , 
Truth, Modefty, and Shame, the world forfook+ 
Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their places took. 
‘Then fails were fpread to every wind that blew; 
Raw were the failors; and the depths were new : 
‘Trees rudely hollow’d, did the waves fuftain : 
Ever thips in triumph plow’d the watery plain. 

- Then land-miarks limited to each his right: 
For all before was common as the light. . 
Nor was the ground alone requir'd to bear 
Her annual income to the crooked hare; 

But greedy mortals, rummaging her ftore; 
Digg'd from her entrails firft the precious ote; 

‘Which next to hell the prudent God had laid 

And that alluring ill to fight difplay’d; 

‘Thus curfed tteel, and more accurfed puld, 
yave mifchief birth, and made that milchief bold: 

1d double death did wretched man invade, 

By ftcel affaulted, and by gold betray'd. 

Now (brandifh’d weapons glittering in their 

: hands) 

Mankind is-broken loofe from moral banda; 

Nor rights of hofpitality remain : 

The gueft, by him who harbour'd him, is ain : 

Thé fon-in-law purfues the father’s life : 

‘The wife her hufband murders, he the wife. 

‘The ftep-dame poifon for the fon prepates; 

‘The fon inquires into his father’s years, 

Faith flies, and Piety in exile mourns ; 

And Jufticé; here oppreft, to heaven returns; 








But gangren’d metnbers mutt be opt away; 

Before the nobler parts are tainted to decay, 

There dwells below atace of demi-gods, : 

Of nymphs in waters, and of fawns in woods: 
Who, though not worthy yet in heaven to live, 4 
Let-them at Jeaft enjoy that earth we give. , °” * 
Can thefe be thought fecurely lodg’d below, 

When I myielf, who no fuperior know, 

i, who have heaven arid earth at my commatid, 
Have been attempted by Lycaon’s hand ? 

At this a murmur through the fynod went, 
And with one voice they vote his punifhment, 
Thus, when confpiring traitoys dar’d to doom 
The fall of Cxfar, and in him of Rome, 
The nations trembled with a pious fear ; 
All anxious for their earthly thonderer : 
Nor was their care, O Czfar; lefs efteem't 
By thee, than that of heaven for Jove was 

deen;’d : : 

Who with his hand; and voice, did firft refrain 
Their murmurs, then refum'd his fpeech again, 
‘The. Gods to filence were corpos'd, and iate 
. With reverence due to his fuperior fate. 

Cancel your pious cares; already he. . 
Haas paid hie debt to juftice, and to me, 
Yet what his crimes, and what my judgments were, 
Remains for me thus briefly to declare. 
The clamours of this vile degenerate age, 
‘Phe cries of orphans, and th’ oppreffor's rage, 
Had reach’d the flarss f will defeend, faid 1, 
In hope to prove this loud complaint a lie. 
Difguis’d in human fhape, I travel'd round 
The world, and more than what I heard, I found, 
Over Manalus I teok my fteeny way, 
By caverns infamous for beatts of prey = 
2 z Ti 


TRE GIANTS WAR, 


Now wete the Gods themfelves more fafe 

‘ above: - 
Againft beleagier'd heaven the giants move. 
Hills pi’d on hilis; on mountains mountains lie; 
‘To make their mad approaches to the ky. 
‘Till Jove, no longer patient, took his time 
T’ avenge with thunder their audacious crime: 
Red lightning play’d along the firmament, 
nd their demolifh’d works to pieces rent, 
Sing’d wich theflemes, and with the bolts tramsfix’d, 
With native earth their blood the monfteré mix’d; 
‘The blood, indued with animating heat, 
Did in th’ impregnate carth new fons beget : 
‘They, like the feed from which they {prung, ac= 
Againit the Gods immortal hatred nurit : {eurft, 
An impious, arrogant, and cruel brood ; 
Exprefling theit original from blood. 
Which when the king of Gods beheld from high 
(Withal revolying in his memory; 
What he himfelf had found on earth of Tate; 
Lycaen’s guilt, and his inhuman treat) 

* He figh'd, nor longer with his pity frove s 
But kindled to a wrath becoming Jove; s 
‘Then cali’d a general council of the Gades 
Who, fammon'd, iffue from their blet abodes, 
Aud fill th’ affembly with a fhining train, 
A wey there is,-in heaven's expended plain, 





a9 
‘Then crofs‘d Cyllene, and the piny fhade, 
More infamous by curft Lycaon made : 
Dark night had cover’d heaven and earth, before 
I enter’d his unhofpitable door. 
Juk at my entrance, I difplay'd the fign 
"That forzewhat was approaching of divine. 
‘The proftrate people pray, the tyrant grins; 
And, adding prophanation to his fins, 
Vil try, faid he, and if a God appear, 
To prove his deity {hall coft him dear. 
* fwas late; the gracelefswretch my death prepares, 
‘When I thould foundly fleep, oppreft with cares : 
This dire experiment he chofe, to prove 
Uf 1 were mortal, or undoubted Jove : 
But firlt he had refulv’d to tafte my power : 
Not long before, buc in a lucklefs hour, 
Some legates fent from the Moloflian ftate, 
Were on a peaceful errand come to treat: 
Of thefe he murders one, he boils the fefh, 
And lays the mangled morfels jn a difh: 
Some part he roafts, and ferves it up fo dreft, 
And bids me welcome to this human feait, 
Mov'd with difdain, the table I o’erturn’d; 
And with avenging flames the palace burn'’d. 
‘The tyrant in a fright, fer thelter gains 
‘Theneighbouriug fields,and{cours along the plains. 
Howling he fled, and fain he would have {poke, 
But human voice his brutal tongue forfook, 
About his lips the gather'd foam he churns, 
And, breathing flaughter, Mill with rage nd 
Gut on the bleating flock his fury turns.j burns, 
Tis mantle, now his hide, with ragged hairs 
Cleayes to his back ; a famifh’d face he bears ; 
His arms defeend, his fhoulders fink away, 
- {fo multiply his legs for chace of prey. 
“ Hie-grows a wolf, his boarinefs remains, 
a the fame rage in other members reigus. 
ayes {till Sparkle ina narrower fpace, 
Hibs jaws retain the grin and violence of his face. 
This was a fingle ruin, but not one 
Veferves fo jut a punishment alone. 
Mankind ’s a moniter, and th’ ungodly times, 
€onfederate into guilt, or {worn co crimes: 
All are alike involv’d in ill, and all 
Mutt by the fame relentlefs fury fall. 
Thus ended he; the greater Gods affent, 
By clamours urging his fevere intent ; : 
“Te fefs fill up the cry for punifhment. 
‘Yer (till with piry they remember man ; 
And mourn as much as heavenly fpirits can. 
"Phey afc, when thofe were loft of human birth, 
‘What he would do with all his wafte of earth? 
VE his difpeopled world he would reign 
"Fo beafts, a mute, and more ignoble line? 
Neglected altars muft no longer fmoke, 
none were left to worfhip and invoke. 
‘To whom the father of the Gods reply’d : 
Lay that unneceffury fear afide : ‘ 
Mite be the care new people to provide. 
¥ will from wondrous principles ordain 
A race unlike the frit, and try my {kill again, 
Already had he tofe’d the flaming brand, 
And roll’d the thunder in his {pacious hand ; ‘ 
Bicpaung, to difcharge ou deasund land + 
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But ftopt, for fear thus violently driven, é 
The fparks fhould catch the axle-tree of hervem. 
Remembering, in the Fates,a time when fire 
Should to the battlementsof heaten afpire, 
And ail his blazing worlds above fhould burn, 
And all th’ infcrior globe to cinders turn. 
His dire artillery thus difmifs'd, he bent 
His thoughts to fome fecurer panifhment : 
Concludes to pour a watery deluge down ; 
And, what he durft not burn, refolves to drown. 
‘The northern breath, that freezes floods, he 
binds; 
With all che race of cloud-difpelling winds : 
‘The South he Joos’d, who night and horror brings; 
And fogs are thaken from his flaggy wings. 
From his divided beard two ftreams he pours; 
His kead and rheumy eyes diftil in fhowers. 
With rain his robe and heavy mantle flow : 
And lazy mifts are lowering on his brow, 
Still as he wept along, wich his clench'd fift, 
He f{queez’d the clouds; th’ imprifon'd clouds 
refift : 
The fkies, from pole to pole, with peals refound ; 
And {bowers enlarg’d come pouring on the ground. 
Then clad in colours of a various dye, . 
Junonian Iris breeds a new fupply, 
‘To feed the clouds impetuous rain defcends ; 
The bearded corn beneath the burthen bends + 
Defranded clowns deplore their perith'd grain; 
And the long Jabours of the year are vain. 
Nor from his patrimonial heaven alone 
Is Jove content to pour his vengeance down t 
Aid from his brother of the feas he craves, 
To help him with auxiliary waves. 
The yvatery tyrant calls his brooks and floods, 
Who roll from moffy caves, their moift abodes ; 
And with perpetual urns his palace fill : 
‘fo whom in brief he thus imparts his will : 
Small exhortation needs; your powers employ ; 
And this bad world (fo Jove requires) deftrey. 
Let loofe the reins to all your watery ftore: 
Bear down the dams, and open every door. 
‘The floods, by natare enemies to land, 
And proudly fwelling with their new command, 
Remove the living ftones that ftopp’d their way, 
And, gufhing from their fource, augment the fea 
‘Then, with his mace, their monarch firuck the 
ground 
With inwardtrembling earth receiv’dthe wound; 
And rifing freams a ready paflage found. 
‘Th’ expanded waters gather on the plain, 
They float the fields, and evertop the grain + 
‘Then, rufhing onwards, with a fweepy tway, 
Bear flocks, and folds, and labouring hinds away. 
Nor fafe their dwellings were; for, fap’d by floods, 
Their houfts fell upon their houfehold Gods. 
The folid piles, too ftrongly built to fall, 
High o'er their heads behold a watery wall, 
Now feas and earth were in confufion loft ; 
A world of waters, and without a coat. 
One climbs a cliff; one iu his boat is borne, 
And ploughs above, where Jate he fow'd his eorm 
Others o’er the chimney tops and turrets row, 
And drop their anchoze on the megads below : 
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‘Or, downward driven, they bruife the tender vine; 
Dr, tof’daloft, are knock'd againft a pine. 
And where of late the kids had cropp’d the grafs, 
‘The montters of the deep now take their place. 
Jafulting Nereids on the cities ride, 
And wondering dolphins o’er the palace glide. 
On leaves, and matts of mighty oaks, they brouze; 
And their broad fins entangle in the boughs. 
The frighted wolf now fwims among the sheep ; 
“The yellow lfon wanders in the deep : 
His rapid force no longer helps the boar : 
The flag fwims fafter than he ran before. 
The fowls, long beating on their wings in vain, 
Defpair of land, and drop into the main. 
Now hills and vales no more diftinétion know, 
And level’d nature lies opprefs’d below. 
‘Lhe moft of mortals perifh in the flood, 
The finall remainder dies for want of food. 

A mountain of ftupendous height there ftands 
Betwixt th’ Athenian and Beeotian lands. 
The bound of fruitful fields, while fields they 

‘were, 

But then a field of waters did appear : 
Parnaffus in its nature, whofe forky rife {iIkies. 
Mounts through the clouds, and mates the jofty 
High on the fummit of this dubious cliff, 
Deucafion wafting moor’d his little {kiff. 
He with his wife were only left behind 
OF perifh’d man; they two were humanikind, 
‘The mountain nymphs and Themis they adore, 
And from her ovacke relief implore. 
‘The moft upright of mortal men was he; 
The nioft fincere and holy woman fhe. 

When Jupiter, ferveying earth from high, 
Beheld it in a lake of water lie, 
‘That, where fo many millions lately liv’d, 
But two, the beft of cither fex, furviv’d, 
He loos’d the northern wind ; fierce Borcas flies 
‘To puff away the clouds, and purge the Skies : 
Serenely, while he blows, the vapours driven 
Difcover heaven to earth, and earth to heaven, 
‘The billows full, while Neptune lays his mace 
On the rough fea, and fmooths its tarrow’d face. 
Already Triton, at his call, appears, 
Above the waves: a Tyrian robe he wears; 
And in his hand a crooked trumpet bears. 
‘The fovereign bids him peaceful founds infpire, 
And give the waves the fignal to retire. 
His writhen fhell he takes, whofe narrow vent 
Grows by degrees into a large extent ; [found, 
Then gives it ‘breath; the blaft, with doubling 
Runs the wide circuit of the world around. 
‘The fun firit heard it, in his earthly Eaft, 
And met the rattling echoes in the Weft. 
The waters, liftening to the trumpet’s roar, 
Obey the funsmons, and forfake the thore. 

thin circumference*of land appears; 

And earth, but not at once, her vifage rears, 
And peeps upon the feas from upper grounds: 
The ftreams, but juft contain’d within their bounds, 
By flow degrees into theig channels crawl; 
And earth increafes as the waters fall. 
in longer time the tops of grees appear, 
Which mud on their dithonour'd branches bear. 


| And to Cephifus’ brock their way purfue: 


2p. 
At length the world was all reftor'd to view, ‘ 

But defoiate, and of a fickly hue: 

Nature beheld herfelf, and ft-od aghaft, 

A difmal defert, and a filent waite. 

Which when Deucalion, with a pitcous look, 

Beheld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrha fpoke 

Oh wife, oh fitter, oh of al! thy kind 

‘Yhe beft, and only creature left behind, 

By kindred, love, and now by dangers join’ ; 

Of multitudes, who breath’d the common air, 

We two remain ; a {pecies in a pair : ‘ 

The reft the feas have fwallow’d; nor have we 

Ev’n of this wretched life a certainty. g 

The clouds are ftill above; and, while ¥ fpeak, 

A feeond deluge o’er ont heeds may break. = 

Should I be fnatch'd from hence, and thou re- 

main, ] 

Without relief, or partner of thy pain, 

How could’{t thou fuch a wretched life fuftain ? 

Should I be left, and thou be loft, the fea 

‘That bury’d her ! lov'd, fhould bury me. 

Qh could our father his cld arts infpire, 

And make me heir of his informing fire, 

That fo 1 might abolith’d man retrieve, 

And perifh’d people in new fouls might live ! 

But Heaven is pleas'd, nor ought we to complain, 

That we th’ examples of mankind, remain. 

He faid: the careful couple join their tears, 

And then invoke the Gods with pious prayers. 

‘Thus in devotion having eas’d their grief, 

From facred oracles they feek relief: ° 












The ftreasa was troubled, but the ford theg fi 

With living waters in the fountain bred, | 

They fprinkle firft their garments ‘and. their f. 
head, ‘i 

Then took the way which to the temple led. 

The roofs were all defil’d with mofs and mire, 

‘The defert altars void of folemn fire. 

Before the gradual proftrate they ador’d, 

The pavement ki(s'd, and thus the faint implor 

O righteous Themis, if the powers above 

By prayers are bent to pity, and to love ; 

if human miferies can move their mind ; 

If yet they can forgive, and yet be kind; 

Tel! how we may rettare, by fecond birth, 

Mankind, and people defoluted earth. as 

Then thus the gracious Go-ldefs, nodding, fafdy.* 

Depart, and with your vetments veil your head ¢ 

And Rooping lowly down, with loofen’d zones, 

Throw each behind your backs your mighty mow: 
ther’s bones. : 

Amaz'd the pair, and mute with wonder ftand, 

‘Till Pyrrha firft refus’d the dire command. 

Forbid it heaven, faid fhe, that I fhould tear 

‘Thofe holy relics from the fepulchre. 

‘They ponder’d the myfterious words again, 

For foe new fenfe; and long they fought in va 

At length Deucalion ctear’d his cloudy brow , 

And faid, The dark anigma will allow 

A meaning; which if well I underfland, 

From facrilege will free the God’s command 

This earth our mighty mother is, the tons 

In her capacious body are her bones; 


Fi 





“dy 





she THE WORKS 
'Thele we muft caf behind. With hope, and fear, 
‘Che woman did the new folution hear: : 
‘The man diffides in his own augury, 

And doybts the Gods; yet both refolve to try. 
Defcending from the mount, they firft unbind 
‘Their velks, aud veii'd they caft the ftones behind : 
‘The ftenes (a miracle to mortal view, 

But long tradition makes it pafs for rrue) 

Did firtt the rigour of their kind expel, 

And fuppled into foftuels as they fell : 

hen {well'd, and {welling bydegrees grew warm; 
And took the rudiments of human form; 
Imperfect fhapes, in marble fuch are feen, 

“When the rude chiffel does the man begin ; 
‘While yet the roughnefs of the ftone remains, 
‘Without the rifing mulcles of the veins. 

‘The fappy parts, and next refembling juice, 
‘Were turn'd to moifture, for the body's ufe : 
Bupplying humours, blood, acd nourithment : 
The reft, tvo folid to receive a bent, 

Converts to bones; and what was once a vein, 
te former name and nature did retain. 

By help of power divine, in little {pace, i 





What the man threw aflum'd a manly face; 
And what the wife, renew’d a female race. 
Hence we derive our nature, born to bear 
Laborious life, and harden’d into care. 

The reft of animals, from teeming earth 
Produc'd, in varicus forms receiv’d their birth, 
‘The native moiftyre, in its clofe retreat, 
DigeQed by the fun's etherial heat, 

As in a kindly womb, began to breed: 
Lhew Gweil’d, and quicken’d by the vital feed. 
And fofne in lefs, and fone in longer {pace, 
tipen'd into form, and took a feveral face, 
Thus when the Nile from Pharian fields is fled, 
$p feck with ebbing tides his ancient bed, 
¢ fat manure with heavenly fire is warm’d; 
And crufted creatures, as in wombs, are form’d: 
‘Thefe, when they turn the glebe, the peafants 
find: 
Some rude, and yet unfinifh’d in their kind ; 
Short of their limbs, a lame imperfect birch ; 
One half alive, and one of lifelefs earth. 
* For heat and moifture when in bodies join’d, 
The temper that refults from either kind 
‘onception makes; and, fighting till they mix, 
heir mingled atoms in each other fix. 
‘Thus nature's hand the genial bed prepares 
With friendly difcord, and with fruitful wars. 
From hence the furface of the ground with 
mud 7 . 
And dime befmear'd (the faces of the flood) 
Receiv'd the rays of heaven; and, fucking in 
The feeds of heat, new creatures did begin : 
Some were of feveral forts produc’d before; 
But of new monfters earth created more, 
‘Unwillingly, but yet the brought to light 
‘Thee, Python too, the wondering world to 
7 fright,’ tes 
And the’ ncw rations, with fo dize a fight. 
So monitrous was his bulk, fo large a {pace 
Did his vat body and léng train embrace,: 
Whom Phobus batking on a bank cfpy’d, 
Ba now the God his arrgws had not try'd, 
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But on the trembling deer, or mountain goat 

At this new quarry be prepares to fhoot. a 

Though every fhaft took place, he {pent the 
ftore 

Of his full quiver; and ’twas long before 

Th’ expiring ferpent wallow’d in his gore. 

‘Then, to preferve the fame of fuch a deed, 

For Python flain, he Pythien games decreed, 

Where noble youths for mafterfhip thould ftrive, 

To quoit, to run, and feeds and charivts drive. 

The prize was fame, in witnefs of renown, 

An oaken garland did the victor crown. 

‘The laurel was not yet for triumphs born ; 

Bat every green alike for Phoebus worn, 

Did, with promifcuous grace, his flowing locks 
adorn. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF DAPHNE INTQ 
A LAUREL. 


The firft and faireft of his loves was fhe, 
Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire decree‘ 
Of angry Cupid. forc'd him to defire : 
Daphne her name; and Peneus was her fire. 
Sweli'd with the pride that new fuccels attends, 
He {ees the ftripling, while his bow he bends, 
And thus infults him: Thou lafcivious boy, 
Are arms like thefe for children to employ ? 
Know, {uch atchicvements are my proper claim, 
Due to my vigour and unerring aim: 
Refiftlefs are my fhafts; and Python late, 
In fuch a feather’d death, has found his fate. 
Take up thy torch, and lay my weapons by ; 
With that the feeble fouls of lovers I. 
‘To whom the fon of Venus thus reply’d : 
Phoebus, thy fhafts are fure on all befide s 
But mine on Phoebus: mine‘the fame fhall be 
Of all thy conquefts, when I conquer thee. 

He ids and, foaring, fwiftly wing’d hig 

ight; ~ 

Nor ftopt, but on Parnaffus’ airy height. 
‘Two different fhafts he from his quiver draws ; 
One to repel defire, and one to caufe. 
One thaft is pointed with refulgent gold, 
To bribe the love, and make the lover bold ; 
One blunt, and tipt with lead, whofe bafe allay 
Provokes difdain, and driyes defire away. 
The blunted bolt againft the nymph he dreft 5 
But with the tharp transfix’d Apollo’s breaft, 

‘Th’ enamour’d Deity purfves the chace ; 
The fcornful damfel fhuns his loath’d embrace, 
In huvting beatts of prey her youth employs, 
And Phebe rivals in het rural joys : 

With naked neck fhe goes, and Shoulders bare, 
And with a fillet binds her flowing hair : 

By many fuitors fought, the mocks their paingy 
And ftilh her vow’d virginity maintains: 
Impatient of a yoke, the name of bride 

She fhuns, and hates the joys fhe never try’d: 

On wilds and wood fhe fixes her defire, 

Nor knows what yout and kindly love infpire. 
Her father chides her oft: Thou ow’ft, fay3, 


he, 
A hufband to thyfelf, a fon to me, 
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She, like a crime, abhors the nuptial bed; 

She glows with bluthes, and fhe hangs her head : 

‘Then, cafting round his neck her tender arms, 

Soothes him with blandifhments and filial charms: 

Give me, my lord, the faid, to lie and die 

A fpotlefs maid, without the marriage tie. 

*Tis but a fmall requet : 1 beg no more 

‘Than what Diana’s father gave before. 

‘The good old fire was foften’d to confent 5 

But faid, her with would prove her punifhment : 

For fo much youth, and fe much beauty jom’d, 

Oppos’d the ftate which her defires defigu’d. 
The God of light, afpiring to her bed, 

Hopes what: he {ceks, with flattering fancies 

fed, 

And is by his own oracles mifled. 

‘And as in empty fields the ttubble burns, 

Or nightly travellers, when day returns, 

‘Their ufelefs torches on dry hedges throw, 

‘That catch the flames, and kindle all the row ; 

So burns the God, confuming in defire, 

And feeding in his breaft the fruitlefs fire. 

Her well-turn'd neck he view’d (her neck was 


- bare). 
And on her fhoulders her dithevel’d hair + 
‘Oh, were it comb’d, faid he, with what a grace 
‘Would every waving curl become her face! 
He view'd her eyes, like heavenly lamps that 
fhoue ; 
He view'd her lips, too {weet to view alone, 
Her taper fingers, and her panting breaft. 
He praifes all he fees; and, for the reft, ‘ 
Belicves the beauties yet unfeen are beft. 
Swift as the wind, the damfet fed away, 
Nor did for thefe alluring fpeeches ftay. 
Stay, nymph, he cry'd, T follow, not a foe. 
‘Thus from the lion trips the trembling doe ; 
Thus from che walf the frighten’d lamb re- 
moves, 
And from purfuing falcons fearful doves, 
Vhou fhunn’ft a God, and thunn’{t a Ged that 
loves. 
Ah, leit fome thorn fhonld pierce thy tender foot, 
Or thou should’ fall, in flying my purfuit, 
‘Yo fharp, uneven ways thy fteps decline ; 
Abate thy fpeed, and 1 will bate of mine. 
Yer think from whom thoa doft fo rafily fly: 
Nor bafely born, nor fhepherd’s fwain am 1. 
Perhaps thou know’ft not my fuperivr ftate ; 
And from that ignorance proceeds thy hate. 
Me Claros, Delphos, Tenedos, obey ; 
‘Thefe hands the Patareian fceptre fway. 5 
‘The King of Gods begot me: what fhall be, 
Or is, or ever was, in fate, I fee. 
Mine is th’ invention of the charming lyre ; 
Swect notes and heavenly numbers { infpire. 
Sure is my bow, uncrring is my dart; 
But, ah! more deadly his, who pierc’d my heart. 
Medicine ig,mine: what herbs and fimples grow 
In fields and forefts, all their powers I know; { 
And am the great phyfician call'd below. 
Alas, that fields and forefts can afford 
No remedies to heal their love-fick lord! 
To cure the pains of love, no plant avails; 
And his own phyfic the phyficiar fails. 





She heard not half, fo furioufly fhe flies 
And on her ear th’ ing rfect accent dies. 
Fear gave her wings; and, as fhe fied, the wind, 
Increafing, fpread her flowing hair behind, * 
And left her legs and thighs expes'd to view, 
Which made the God more eager to purfue. 
The God was young, and was too hotly. bent 
To lofe his time in empty compliment; 
But, led by love, and fir’d by fuch a fight, 
Impetuoufly purfued his near delight. 

As whca th’ impatient greyhound, flipt fromd: 
far, 5 
Bounds o’er the glebe, to courfe the fearful hare, 

She in her {peed does all her fafety lay ; 

And he with double fpeed purfues the prey, 

O’ereruns her at the fitting turn, and licks 

His chaps in vain, and blows upon the flix : 

She “feapes, and for the neighbouring covert: 
ftrives, . 

And, gaining fhelter, doubts if yet the lives: 

If little things with great we may compare, 

Such.was the God, and fuch the lying fair: 

She, urg'd by tear, her feet did fwiftly move ; 

But he more {wiftly, who was urg’d by love. 

He gathers ground upen her in the chace ; 

Now breathes upon her hair, with nearer pace; 

And jaf is faftening on the with’d embrace, 

The nymph grew pate, and in a mortal fright, 

Spent with the labour of fo long a flights 

And now defpairing, caft a mournful Jook 

Upon the ftreams of her paternal brook : 

Oh, help, the cry'd,-in this extremeft need, 

If Water-Gods are Deities indeed : 

Gape, earth, and this unhappy wretch intenib’s” 

Or change my form, whence all ‘my forrows 
come. etna 

Scarce had fhe finith’d, when her feet the found. 

Benumb’d with cold, and faften’d to the ground’: 

A filmy rind about her body grows; fe 

Her hair to leaves; her arms extend to houghs + 

‘The nymph is all into a Jaurel gone: : 

The fmoothnefs of her fkin remains alone, 

Yet Phoebus loves her ftill; and, cafting round 

Hr bele his arms, fome little warmth he founds 

‘Vhe tree ftill panted in th’ unfinith’d parr, 

Not wholly vegetive, and heav’d her heart. 

He fix’d his lips upon the trembling rind : 

It fwerv’d afide, and his embrace declin’d. 

To whom the God: Becaufe thou cant not be 

My miftrefs, 1 efpoufe thee for my tree: 

Be thou the prize of honour and renown; 

‘Yhe deathjefs poet, and the poem, crown, 

‘Thou fhait the Roman feftivals adorn; 

And, after poets, be by victors worn, 

‘Thou thalt returning Czfar’s triumph grace, 

When p-mps fhall in a long proceflion pafs ; 

Wreath'd on the paft, before his palace waic, 

And be the facred guardian of the gate : 

Secure from thurder, and unharm’d by Jove, 

Unfadiag as th’ immortal powers above : 

And as the locks of Phoebus are unfhorn, 

So fhall perpetual green thy boughs adorn. 

‘The grateful tree was pleas'd with what he faidy 

And fhock the fhady honours of her head, : 
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THE TRANSYOUMATION OF 10 INTO 
AN HESgéR, 


An ancient foreft in Theffalia grows, 

Which Tempe’s pleafant valley does inclofe : 

‘Through this the rapid Peneus takes his courfe, 

From Pindus rolling with impetuous force : 

SMifts from the river's mighty fall arife, 

‘And deadly damos inclole the cloudy fkies; 

- Perpetual fogs are hanging o’er the wood, 
‘And founds of waters deaf the neighbourhood : 
Deep, in a rocky cave, he makes abode : 

«A manfion, proper for a mourning God. 

Here he gives audience ; iffuing out decrees 

To rivers, his dependent Deities, 

‘On this occafion, hither they refort, 

‘To pay their homage, and to make their court; 

All doubtful, whether to congratulate 

His daughter’s honour, or Jament her fate. 

Sperchzus, crown’d with poplar, firft appears ; 

“Then old Apidanus came crown’d with years; 

Enipeus, turbulent; Amphryfos, tame ; 

* And Bas laft, with lagging waters, came. 
"Then of his kindred brooks a numerms throng 
Condole his lofs, and bring their urns along. 
‘Not one was wanting of the watery train, 
‘That fill’d his flood, or mingled with the main, 
But Inachus, who, in his cave alone, 

“Wept not another’s lofics, but his own; 

For his dear Jo, whether ftray’d or dead, 

"To him uncertain, doubtful tears he fhed. 

Fie fought her through the world, but fought in 

‘vain; 

And, no. where finding, rather fear’d her flain. 
’ Her, juft returning from her father’s brook, 
» “Jove had beheld, with a defiring look ; 

» wand, oh, fair daughter of the flood, he faid, 
‘Worthy alone of Jove’s imperial bed, 

Hiuppy whoever thall thofe charms poffefs! 

_ he King of Gods (nor is thy lover lefs) 
Tnvites thee to yon cooler fhades, to fhun 
The fcorching rays of the meridian fun. 

: Nor fhalt thou tempt the dangers of the grove 
Alone, without a guide; thy guide is Jove, 
No puny power; but he, whefe high command 
4s unconfin'd, who rules the feas and land, ‘ 

>, Aind tempers thunder in his awful hand. 

“Qh, fly not (for the fled from his entbrace 
4Ofer Lerna’s paftures) : he purfued the chace 
Along the fhades of the L yrczean plain : 

At length the God who never afks iu vain, 

Involv'd with vapours, imitating uight, 

Both air and earth; and then fupprefs'’dther 

flight ; (delight. 

And, mingling force with love, enjoy’d the full 

‘Meantime the jealous Juno, fron on high, 

Survey’d the fruitfal ficlds of Arcady ; 

And wonder'd, that the mift fhould over-run 

‘The face of day-light, and obfcure the fun. 

No natural caufe fhe found, from brooks or bogs, 

Or marfhy lowlands, to produce the fogs : 

‘Then round the fkics fhe fought for Jupiter, 

Her faithlefs hufband ; but no Jove was there. 

Sulpeding now the work, Or'l, fie Laid, 

Ah much miftaken, or am much betray ‘d. 
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With fury fhe precipitates her flicht, 

Difpels the thadows of diffembled night, 

And to the day reftores his native light. 

Th’ almighty leacher, careful to prevent 

‘The confequence, forefeeing her defcent, 

Transforms his miftrefs in a trice: and now, 

In Io’s place appears a lovely cow. 

So fleck her tkin, fo faultlefs was her make, 

Ev'n Juvo did unwilling pleafute take, 

To fee fo fair a rival of her love: 

And what the was, and whence, inquir’d of Jove: 

Of what fair herd, and from what pedigree ? 

The God, half-caught, was forc’d upon a lie; 

And faid, the {prung from earth, She took the 
word, 

And begg’d the beauteayps heifer of her lord. 

What fhould he do? "twas equal thame to Jove, 
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Or to relinquifh, or betray his love : 

Yet to refule fo flight a gift, would be 

But more t’ increafe his confort’s jealoufy. 
‘Thus fear and love by turns his heart affail’d ; 
And ftronger love had fure at length prevail'd ; 
But fome faint hope remain’d, his jealous queen 
Had not the miftrefs through the heifer feen. 
The cautious Goddefs, of her gift poffelt, 

Yet harbour’d anxious thoughts within her breafts 
As the who knew the falfehood of her Jove, 
And juftly fear’d fome new relapfe of love ; 
Which to prevent, and to fecure her care, 

To trufty Argus fhe commits the fair. 

The head of Argus (as with ftars the fkies) 
Was compafs’d round, and wore an hundred eyes. 
But two, by turns, their lids in flumber fteep ; 
The reit on duty ftill their ftation keep 5 i 
Nor could the tetal conftellation fleep. 

‘Thus, ever prefent to his eyes and mind, 

His charge was ftill before him, though behind. 

In fields he fuffer'd her to feed by day; 

But, when the fetting fun to night gave way, 

The captive cow he fummon’d with a call, 

Ard drove her back, and ty’d her to the ftall, 

On leaves of trees, and bitter herbs, the féd : 

Heaven was her canopy, bare earth her béd : 

So hardly lodg'd: and, to digett-ber food, 

She drank from troubled -ftreams, defil’d with 
mud. 5 

Her woeful ftory fain the would have told, 

With hands upheld, ‘but had no hands to hold + 

Her head to her ungentle keeper bow'd : 

She ftrove to fpeak: fhe {poke not, but the 
low'd. 

Affrighted with the noife, the look'd around, 

And feem’d t” inquire the author of the found, 

Once on the banks where often fhe had play’d 
(Her father’s banks) the came, and there furvey’d 
Her altcr’d vifage, and her branching head ; 
And, farting from herfelf, fhe would have fled. 
‘Her fellow-nymphs, familiar to ber eyes, 

Beheld, but knew her not in this difguife. 

Ev'n Inachus himfelf was ignorant; 

And, in his daughter, did his daughter want. 

She fellow’d where her fellows went, as fhe 
Were ftill a partner of the company: 
‘They ftrokc her neck : the gentle heifer ftands, 


And her neck effets tp their Qrckivg hands, 
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‘And lick'd his palms, and caft a piteous look ; 
‘And, in the language of her eyes, the {poke. 
She would have told her name, and atk’d relief; 
But, wanting words, in tears fhe tells her grief; 


Her father gave her grafst the grafs the xt 


Which, with her foot, the makes him underftand, 


And prints the name of fo in the fand. 

‘Ah, wretched me ! her mournful father ery’d: 
She, with a figh, to wretched me reply'd. 

About her milk-white neck his arms he threw, 
And wept; and then thefe tender words enfue : 
And art thou the, whom F have fought around 
"The world, and have at length fo fadly found ? 


So found, is worfe than loft: with mutual words 
"Shou anfwer'{t not; nv voice thy tongue affords; 


But fighs are deeply drawn from out thy breaft; 
‘And fpeech deny'd, by lowing is exprela'd. 
Unknowing, ¥ prepar'd thy bridal bed, 

With empty hopes of happy iffue fed : 

But now the hufband of a herd muft be 

"Thy mate, and bellowing fons thy progeny. 
Oh, were I mortal, death might bring relief! 
But now my God-head but extends my grief ; 
Prolentgs my woes, of which no end } fee; 
And makes me curfe my immortality. 

More had he faid; but, fearful of her ftay, 
‘The ftarry guardian drove his charge away 
To fome freth pafture ; on a hilly height 

He fate himlelf, and kept her ftill in fight. 


‘TNE EYES OF ARGUS TRANSFORMED INTO A 
PEACOCK’S TRAIN. 


Now Jove no longer could her fufferings bear ; 


Put call’d in hafte his airy meflenger, 

‘The fon of Maia, with fevere decree 

"To kill the keeper, avd to fet her free. 

With all his harnefs, foon the God was fped; 

His flying hat was faften'd on his head; 

‘Wings on his heels were hung ; and in his hand 

He holds the virtue of the fnaky wand: 

The liquid air his moving pinians wound ; 

And, in the moment, fhoot him on the ground. 

Before he came in fight, the crafty God 

His wings difmife’d, but fill retain’d his rod: 

"That fleep-procuring wand wife Hermes took, 

But made it feem te fight a fhepherd’s hook. 

‘With this he did a herd of goats control; 

Which by the way he met, and flily ftole. 

Clad like a country fwain, he pip’d and furg, 

And, playing, drove his jolly troop along. 
With pleafure Argus the mufician heeds, 

But wonders much at thofe new vocal reeds; 

And whofoe’er thou art, my friend, faid he, 

Up hither drive thy goats, and play by me: 

This hill has brouze for them, and fhade for 

thee. 

The God, who was with eafe induc’d to climb, 

Began difcourfe, to pafs away the time ; 

And fill betwixt his tuneful pipe he plies; 

And watch’d his hour, to clofe the keeper's eyes. 

‘With much ado, he partly kept awake, 

Not (uffering all his eyes repefe to take 
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‘And afk’d the ftranger, who did reeds invent, 
And whence became fo rare an inftrument. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF S¥RINX INTO 
REEDS. 


Then Hermes thus: a nymph of late there 
was, i‘ 
Whole heavenly form her fellows did farpafs : 
The pride and joy of fair Arcadia’s plains 
Belov'd by Deities, ador’d by {wains : 
Syrinx her name, by Sylvans oft purfu'd 5 
As oft the did the luftfal Gods delude ; 
The rural and the wood-land powers difdain'd 5 
With Cynthia hunted, and her rites maintain’d 
Like Phorbe clad, ev’n Pheebe’s felf the feems, 
So tall, fo ftraight, fuch welleproportioned limbs: 
The niceft eye did no diftin@ion know, 
But that the Goddels bere a golden bow: 
Diftinguifh'd thus, the fight fhe cheated too. 
Defcending from Lycaus, Pan admires 
The matchlefs nymph, and burns with new de« 
fires. 
A crown of pine upon his head he wore; 
And thus began her pity to implore. 
But, ere he thus began, fhe took her flight, 
So fwift, fhe was already out of fight ; 
Nor ftay’d to hear the courtfhip of the God, 
But beat her courfe to Ladon’s gentle flood = 
‘There by the river ftopt, and tir’d before, 
Relief from water-nymphs her prayers implore. 
Now while the luftful God, with {peedy  ; 
ace, i 
Ju ‘aught to ftrain her in a ftrict embrace, 
He fills his arms with reeds, new rifing on the 
place: 
And while he fighs his ill fuccefs to find, 
‘The tender canes were fhaken by the wind; 
And breath’d a mournful air, unheard before 5 
That, much furprifing Pan, yet pleas’d him more 
Admiring this new: mufic, Thou, he faid, 
Who canft not be the partner of my bed, 
At leaft fhall be the confort of my mind, 
And often, often, to my lips be join’d. 
He form’d the reeds, proportion’d as they ares 
Unequal in their length, and wax'd with care, 
They ftill retain the name of his ungrateful € 
fair. 
While Hermes pip'd, and fung, and told hia 
tale, 
The keeper's winking eyes began to fail, 
And drowfy flumber on the lids to creep 5 
Till all the watchman was at length aflecp. 
Then foon the God his voice and fong fuppreft, 
And with his powerful red confirm’d his reft; 
Without delay his crooked falchion drew, 
And at one fatal diroke the keeper flew. 
Down from the rock fell the diffever’d head, 
Opening its eyes in death; and, falling, bled; 
Ang mark’d the paffage with a crimfon trail, 
Thus Argus lies in pieces, cold and pale ; 
And all his hundred cyes, with all their light, 
Are clos’d at once, in enc perpetual night. 
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Thefe Juno takes, that they no more may fail; 
And fpreads them in her peacock’s gaudy tail. 
Impatient td revenge her injur’d bed, 
She wreaks her anger on her rival’s head, 
‘With furies frights her from her native home, 
And drives her gadding round the world to 
ream: 
Nor ceas’d her madnefs and her fight, before 
She touch’d the limits of the Pharian fhore. 
At length, arriving on the banks of Nile, 
‘Wearied with length of ways, and worn with 
toil, 
She laid her down; and, leaning on her knees, 
Invok’d the caufe of all her miferies ; 
And caft her languifhing regards above, 
For help from heaven, and her ungrateful Jove. 
She figh’d, the wept, fhe low'd; ‘twas all the 
could; 
And with unkindnefs feem’d to tax the God. 
Lait, with an humble prayer, the begg'd repofe, 
Or death at leaft, to finith all her woes. 
Jove heard her vows; and, with a flattering look, 
dn her behalf to jealous Juno fpoke. 
He caft his arms about her neck, and faid, 
Dame, reft fecure ; no more thy nuptial bed 
‘This nymph fhall violate; by Styx I fwear, 
And every oath that binds the Thunderer. 
‘The Goddefs was appeas'd; and at the word 
‘Was Io to her former fhape reftor’d. 
‘The rugged hair began to fall away ; 
“the fweetnefs of her eyes did only ftay, 
Though not fo large; her crooked horns de- 
creafe; 
The widenefs of her jaws and noftrils ceafe ; 
Her hoofs to hands return, in little {pace ; 
‘The five long taper fingers take their place 5 
And nothing of the heifer now is feen, 
Befide the native whitenefs of her fkin. 
Etedted on her feet, the walks again; 
And two the duty of the four fuftain. 
She tries her tongue, her filence foftly breaks, 
And fears her former lowings when fhe fpeaks. 
A Goddefs now through all tht Egyptian flate ; 
-And ferv'd by priefts, who in white linen wait. 
Her fon was Epaphus, at length beliew’d 
‘The fon of Jove, aud as a God receiv'd : 
With facrifice ador’d, and public prayers, 
‘He common temples with his mother fhares. 
Equal in years, and rival in renown 
. With Epaphus, the youthful Phaéton é 
Like honour claisns, and boatts his fire the fun. 5 
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His haughty looks, and his affuming air, 

The fon of Ifis could no longer bear : e 

Thou tak’ft thy mother’s word too far, faid he, 

And haft ufurp'd thy boafted pedigree : 

Go, bafe pretender to a borrow’d name! 

Thus tax’d, he blufh’d with anger and with 
fhame: 

But fhame reprefe'd his rage. The daunted youth 

Soon feeks his mother, and inquires the truth. 

Mother, faid he, this infamy was thrown 

By Epaphus on you, and me, your fon, 

He {poke in public, told it to my face; 

Nor durft I vindicate the dire difgrace : 

Ev'n I, the bold, the fenfible of wrong, 

Reftrain'd by fhame, was forc'd to 
tongue. 

‘To hear an open flander, is a curfe; 

But not to find an anfwer, is a worfe. 

If Fam heaven-begot, affert your fon 

By fome fure Ggn; and make my father 
known, 

To right my honour, and redeem your own. 

He faid; and, faying, caft his arms about 

Her neck, and beygg'd her to refolve the doubt. 

*Tis hard to judge, if Clymene were mov'd 

More by his prayer, whom fhe fo dearly lov'd ; 

Or more with fury fir'd, to find her name 

Traduc’d, and made the {port of common fame. 

She firetch’d her arms to heaven, and fix’d hee 
eyes 

On that hit planct that adorns the fkies : 

Now by thofe beams, faid the, whofe holy fires 

Confume my breaft, and kindle my defires; 

By him who fees us both, and cheers our fights 

By him, the public minifter of light, 

I {wear, that Sun begot thee: if I lie, 

Let him his cheerful influence deny ; 

Let him no more this perjur’s creature fee, 

And fhine on all the world, bur only me. 

If fill you doubr my mother’s innocence, 

His eaftern manfion is not far from hence ; 

With little pains you to his levee go, 

And from himfelf your parentage may keow. 

With joy th’ ambitious youth his mother heard ; 

And, eager for the journey, foon prepar’d. 

He longs the world beneath hiin to furvey, 

‘To guide the chariot, and to give the day : 

From Meroé's burning fands he bends his courfe, 

Nor lefs in India feels his father’s force ; 

His travel urging, till he came in fight, 

And faw the palace by the purple Jight, 
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MELEAGER AND ATALANTA. 


OUT OF THE EIGHTH BOOK OF 


OVID’s METAMORPHOSES, 








Conne&tion to the former Story. 


Ovid, having told how Thefeus had freed Athens from the tribute of childrev, which was impofed 
king of Creta, by killing the Minotaur, here makes a digreffion to the 
which is one of the moft inartificial connedtions in all the Me+ 
that Thefeus obtained fuch honour from that combat, that all 


on them by Minos, 
ftory of Meleager and Atalanta, 
tamorphofes: for he enly fays, 


Greece had recourfe to him in their neceffities; and, amongft others, Calydon ; 


though the hera_ 


of that country, prince Meleager, was then living. 


Frost him the Caledonians fought relief, 

"Though valiant Meleagrus was their chief: 

The caufe, a boar, who ravag’d far and near; 

0! Cynthia’s wrath, th’ avenging minifter : 

For Oeneus, with autumnal plenty blefs'd, 

In gifts to heaven his gratitude exprefs'd ; 

Cull'd theaves to Ceres; to Lyxus, wine 5 

To Pan, and Pales, offir’d fhecp and kine ; i 

And fat of olives, to Minerva’s fhrine. 

Beginning from the rural Geds, his hand 

Was liberal to the powers of high command ¢ 

Each Deity, in every kind, was blele'd; 

"Fill at Diana’s.fane ch’ invidious honour ceas’d. 

Wrath touches ev'n the Gods: the queen of 
night, 

Fir'd with difdain, and jealous of her right, 

Unhonour’d though Lam, at leaf, f d the, 

Not unreveng’d that impious 22 





Swift as the word, fhe fped the hoar away, 

With charge on thofe devoted fields to prey: 

No larger bulls th’ Egyptian paftures feed, 

‘And none fo large Sicilian meadows breed : 

His cye-balls glare with fire, fuffus’d with 
blood; . 

His neck fhoots up a thickfet, thorny wood; 

His briftled back a trench impal’d appears, 

And ftands ereéted, like a field of {pears: 

Froth fills his chaps; he fends a grunting found; 

And part he churns, and part befoams the 
ground : : 

For tuiks, with Indian Elephants he ftrove; 

And Jove’s own thunder from his mouth he 
drove. 

He burss the leaves: 
vaces 

The tender corn, and fhrivels up the blades; 





the feorching blaft ine 
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‘Or, fuffering aat their yellow beards to rear, 
‘He tramples down the fpikes, and intercepts the | 
year. 
In vain the barns expect their promis’d load ; 
Nor barns at home, nor recks are heap’d abroad: 
In vain the hinds the thrething-floor preparc, 
And exercife their flails in empty air. 
‘With olives, ever green, the ground is ftrew’d; 
And grapes, ungather’d, thed their generous 
blood. 
Amid the fold he rages, nor the theep 
Their thepherds, nor the groome their bulls can 
keep. 

From fields to walls the frighted rabble run, 
Nor think themfelves fecure within the town: 
‘Till Meleagrus, and his chofen crew, 

Contemn the danger, and the praife purfue, 
Fair Leda's twins, (in time to ftars decreed) 
One fought on foot, one curb'd the fiery teed ; 
‘Then iffu'd forch fam’d Jafon after thefe, 
‘Who mann’d the foremott thip that fail’d the feas; 
“Then Thefeus join’d with bold Pirithous came : 
vA Gagle concord in a double name ; 
‘The Theftian fons, Idas who fwiftly ran, 
And Cencus, once a woman, now a nzan. 
Lynceus, with cagle’s eyes and lion’s heart ; 
Leucippus, with his never-crring dart; 
Acaitus, Phileas, Phenix, ‘I'elamon, 
Echion, Lelex, znd Eurytion, ‘ 
Dryas the fierce, and Hippafas the ftrong ; 
With twice old Tolas, and Neftor then but young. 
Qaertes active, and Ancaus bold 5 
Mopfus the fage, who future things foretold ; ; 
A thouwfand others of immortal fame ; 
Among the reft fair Atalanta came, 
Grace of the woods; a diamond buckle bound 
Ber veft behind, that clfe had How'd upon the 
And ‘fhew’d her bufkin’d legs; her head was bare, 
But 'for her native ornament of hair; 
‘Which in a fimple knot was ty'd above, 
Sweet negligence, unheeded bait of love ! 
One hand a dart, aud one a bow fupply'd. 
Such was hor face, as in a nymph difplay’d 
A fair fierce boy, or in a boy betray’d 
‘The blufhing beauties of 3 modeit maid. f 
‘Beheld, at once his heart receiv’d the fame, 
With heavens averfe. O happy youth, he cry’d5 
For whom thy fates referve fo fair a bride ! 
He figh’d, and had no leifure more te fay : 
And forc’d him to purfue the now negle&ed 

, prey. 

There ftood a foreft on the mountain’s brow, 
‘Which over-look’d the thaded plains below, 
Coeval with the world, a venerable fight. 

‘The heroes there arriv a, fome fpread arornd 
‘The toils, fome fearch the footiteps on the 
ground, 


Achilles’ father, and great Phocus’ fon; 

And t’ other feer yet by his wife unfold. 
ground, 

Her founding quiver on her fhoulder ty’d, 

The Caledonian chief at once the dame 

‘His honour call’d his eyes another way, 

Wo founding ax prefum’d thofe trees to bite ; 

Some fram the chairs the fithful dogs unbound. 
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! Of action eager, and intent on thought, 
The chiefs their honourable danger fought ¢ ae tS 
A valley flood below; the common drain 
Of waters from above, and failing rain: 
The bottom was a moift and marfhy ground, 
Whoie edges were with bending offers crown’d ; 
The keotty bulruth next in order flood, 
And al) within of reeds a trembling wood. 
From hence the boar was rous’d, and fprung 
amain, 
Like lightning fudden on the warrior train ; 
Beats down the trees before him, thakes the’ 
ground, 
The foreft echoes to the crackling found : 
Shout the fierce youth,and clamours ring around. 
All ftood with their protended fpcars prepar’d, 
With broad fteel heads the brandifh’d weapone 
glar’d. 
The beaft impetuous with his tufks afide 
Deals glancing wounds the fearful dogs divides 
All fpend their mouth aloft, but none abide. 
Echion threw the firft, but mife’d his mark, 
And ftuck his boar-fpear on a maple’s bark. 
Then Jafon ; and his javelin feem’d to take, 
But fail’d with over-ferce, and whizz’d above his 
back. 
Mopfus was next ; but ere he threw, addrefe'd 
To Phebus thus: O patron, help thy pric, 
If f adore, and ever have ador'd 
Thy power divine, thy prefent aid afford ; 
‘That I may reach the beaft. The God allow’d 
His prayer, and, fmiling, gave him what he could¢ 
He reach’d the favage, but no blood he drew, 
Dian unarm’'d the javelin as it flew. 
Yhis chaff ’d the boar, his noftrils flames expire, 
And his red eye-balls roll with living fire. 
Whirl'd from a fling, or from an engine thrown, 
Amidit the foes, fo flies a mighty ftone, 
As flew the beaft ; the Jeft wing put to flight, 
‘The chiefs 0’ "erborn, he rufhes on the right. 
Empalamos and Pelagon he laid 7 
In deft, and next to death, but for their fellows aid. 
Onefimus far’d worfe, prepar’d to fly ; 
The fatal fang drove deep within his thigh, 
And cut the nerves; the nerves no more fuftain 
The bulk; the bulk unprop’d falls headlong on 
the plain. 
Neftor had fail’d the fall of Troy to fee, 
But, leaning on his lance, he vaulted ona tree; 
Then, gathering up his feet, look’d down with 
fear, 
And thonght his monftrous foe was {till too near. 
Againtt a hump his tufk the monfter grinds, 
And in the fharpen’d edge new vigour finds; 
Then, trufting to his arms, young Othrys found, 
And ranch’d his hips with one continu’d wound,| 
Now Leda’s twins, the future ftars, appear : 
White were their habits, white their horfes were; 
Confpicuous both, and both in aét to throw, 
Their trembling lances brandifh’d at the foe : 
Nor hed they :nifs’d; but he to thickets fled, 
Concea!’d from aiming fpears, not pervious to the 
feed. 
But Telunton rush'd in, and happ'd to meet 
A ring root, that held his faften’d feet ; 
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So down he fell, whom, {prawling on the gfound, 
His brother from the wooden gyves unbound. 
Meantime the virgin-huntrefs was not flow 
T’ expel the fhaft trom her contraded bow : 
Beneath his ear the faften'd arrow ftood, 
Aad from the wound appear'd the trickling blood. 
She blufh’d for joy : But Mcleagrus rais’d 
His voice with loud applaufe, and the fair archer 
prais'd. 
He was the firft to fee, and firft to fhow 
His friends the marks of the fuccefsful blow. 
Nor fhall thy valour want the praifes due, 
He faid; a virtuous envy feiz’d the crew. 
They fhout; the fhouting animates their hearts, 
And all at once employ their chronging darts; 
But, out of order thrown, in air they join; 
And multitude makes fruftrate the defign. 
With both his hands the proud Ancaus takes, 
And flourifhes his double-biting ax : 
‘Then, forward to his fate, he took a ftride 
Before the reft, and to his fellows ery’d, 
Give place, and mark tho difference, if you can, 
Between a woman-warrior and a man; 
‘The boar is doom’d; nor, though Diana lend 
Her aid, Diana can her beaft defend. 
‘Thus boafted he; then ftretch’d, on tiptoe ftood, 
Secure to make his empty promife good. 
But the more wary beat prevents the blow, 
And upward rips the groin of his audacious foe. 
Anczus falls; his bowels from the wound 
Ruth out, and clotted blood diftains the ground. 
Pirithoug, no {mall portion of the war, 
Prefs'd on, and fhook his Jance: to whom from 
far, 
‘Thus Thefeus cry’d : O Ray, my better part, 
My more than mittrefs ; of my heart, the heart. 
The ftrong may fight aloof: Ancaus try’d 
His force too near, aod by prefuming dy’d + 
He faid, and while he {pake, his javelin threw 5 
Hifling in air th’ unerring weapon flew; 
But on an arm of oak, that ftood betwixt 
‘The markfman and the mark, his lance he fixt. 
Once more bold Jafoa threw, but fail’d to 
wound 
The boar, and flew an undeferving hound ; | 
And through the dog the dart was nail’d to 
ground. 
‘Two {pears from Mcleager’s hand were fent, 
‘With cqual force, but various in th’ event: 
‘The firit was fix’d in earth, the fecond ftood 
Os the boar’s briftled back, and deeply drank his 
blood. 
Now while the tortur’d favage turns around, 
And flingsabout his foam, impatifnt of the wound, 
‘The wound’s great author clofe at hand pro- 
vokes 
His rage, and plies him with redoubled ftrokes ; 
‘Wheels as he wheels; and with his pointed dart 
Explores the neareft paffage to his heart. 
Quick and more quick he {pins in giddy gires, 
‘Then falls, and in much foam his foul expires. 
This a@ with fhouts heaven high the friendly 
band, 
Applaud, aad Rreia ip theirs the victor’s hand. 


a4: 

‘Then all approach the flain with vaft furpriteg. 

Admire on what a breadth of earth he lies; 

And, fcarce fecure, reach out their {pears afar, 

And blood their points, to prove their partnerfhip: 
of war. 

But he, the conquering chief, his foot imprefa’d 
On-the ftrong neck of that defrudtive beaft ; 
And, gazing on the nymph with ardent eyes, 
Accept, faid he, fair Nonacrine, my prize, 

And, though inferior, fuffer me to join - 

My labours, and my part of praife, with thine: 

At this prefents her with the tufky head 

And chine, with rifing briftles roughly fpreads: 

Glad, fhe receiv’d the gift; and feem’d to take 

With double pleafure, for the giver’s fake, 

The rett were feiz’d with fullen difcontent, 

And a deaf murmur through the fquadron went > 

All envy'd; but the Theftyan brethren fhow'd 

‘The leaft refpeét, and thus they vent their fplrem 
aloud : 

Lay down thofe honour'd fpoils, nor think to fharey, 

Weak woman as thou art, the prize of war: 

Ours is the title, thine a foreign claim, 

Since Meleagrus from our lincage came. 

Truft not thy beauty ; but reftore the prize, 

Which he, befotted on that face and eyes, 

Would rend from us. At this, inflam’d with fpite,. 

From her they fnatch’d the gift, from him the 
giver’s right. 

But foon th’ impatient prince his fanchion drew, 
And ery’d, Ye robbers of another’s due, 

Now learn the difference, at your proper cof, 

Betwixt truc valour, and av empty boaft. 

At this advane’d, and fudden as the word, 

In proud Plexippus? bofom plung’d the fword's 

‘Toxeus amaz’d, and with amazement flow, 

Or to revenge, or ward the coming blow, 

Stood doubting; and, while doubting thus he 
ftood, . 

Receiv’d the fteel bath’d in his brother's blood. 

Pleas’d with the firft, unknown the fecond 

news, 
Althwa to the temples pays their dues 
For her fon's conqueft ; when at length appear 
Her grifly brethren ftrerch’d upon the bier $ 
Pale, at the fudden fight, fie chang’d her 
cheer, Z 
And with her cheer her robes; but hearing tell 
The caufe, the manner, and by whom they fell, - 
’ Twas grief no more, or grief and rage were one’ 
Within her foul; at laft ’twas rage alone ; - 
Which burning upwards in fucceflion dries 
The tears that ftood confidering in her eyes. 

There lay a log unlighted on the earth + 
When fhe was labouring in the throes of birth; 
For th’ unborn chief the fatal fitters came, 

And rais’d it up, and tofs’d it on the flame $ 

Then on the rock a {canty meafure place 

OF vital flax, and turn’d the hecl apace; 

And turning fung, To this red brand and thee, 

O new-born babe, we give an equal deftiny : 

So vanith’d out of view. The trighted dame 

Sprung hafty from her bed, and quench’d the 
flame : : 
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Tig ks in fecret loch'd, the kepe with care, 

thas, while thus preferv'd, preferv'd her heir, 

‘This brand the cow produc’d; and firtt the frows 

‘The hearth with heaps of chips, and after blows; 

‘Thrice heav'd her hand, and, heav'd, the thrice * 
reprefy'd : 

‘The fitter and the mother long conteft, 

Two doubtful titles in one tender beeatt; 

And now her eyes and checks with fary glow, 

Now her cheeks, her eyes with pity flow ; 

Now lowering leoks prefage og ftorms, 

And now iling love her face refonme : 

Refolv’d, the doubts egsin; the tears, the dry’d. 

‘With blufiing rage, are by ncw tears fuppls’d : 

And as a thip, which winds and waves aflai, 

Now with the current drives, now with the 


Both e, and neither long prevail. 
Ske a double force, by turns obeys 
‘Th’ imperious temp: ft, and th’ impetaous feas : 


Bo fares bp gete mind ; firft the retente 
‘With pi chat pity then repeots : 
Bidler boa mother Long the foals divide, 


"Bue the beam nodded on the Bifter’s Ode. 


Bometimes the foftty igh'd, then Toar’d aloud ; 
But fighs were fiified in the cries of blood. 
The pious impious wretch at th decreed, 
Te pleafe her ’s gholts, fox thould 
bleed; 


. Aad when the faneral ames began to rife, 


Receive, the faid, a fifter’s faccifice : 

A mother’s bowels burn : high in her hand, 
‘Thus while fhe fpoke, fhe the fatal brand ; 
Then thrice before the kindled pile the bow'd, 


"And the three Furies thrice invok’d aloud ; 


Come, come, revenging fifters, come and view 
A fiftcr peying a dead due: 

1 , and a crime commit ; 
blood, and death for death, is fit: 
moft be with greater crimes repaid, 
fecond fonerals on the former tail. 
whole houfhold in one ruin fail, 
may Diana’s curfe o’ercake us all! 


. Shall fate co happy Ocneus fill allow 


Que fon, while Theftius ftands depriv'd of two F 
Better three loft, than one anponith’d ge, 
‘Take then, dear ghofts, (while yct admitted new 
Ao hell you wait my duty) take your duc: 
A caftly offering on your tomb is laid, 
‘When with my the price of yours is paid, 
Abf whether am I hurry’d? Ab: forgive, 
Ye thades, and let your fifter’s iffue live : 
A mother cannot give hio: death ; though he 
Deferves it, he diterves it not from me. 
‘Then feall th’ anpunith’d wretch infule the 
fain, 
‘Triumphant live, not only live, but reign? 
While you thin shades, the fort of winds, are toft 
O’er dreary plains, or tread the burning coat. 
I cannot, canoot bear; ’tis paft, ‘tis done ; 
Perith this impious, this detefted fon; 
Perith his fire, and perith 1 withal ; 
And let Ae houfe’s heir, and the hop’d kingdom 
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Where is the mother fled, her pious iove, > 

And where the pains which with cen montis 1 

firove! 

Ah ! had’@ thou dy’d, my fon, in infant years, 

Thy little herfe had been bedew’d with tears, 
Thou liv’ by me; to me thy breath refign 3 
ine is the merit, the demenit chine. 

Thy life by double title | require; 

Once given at birth, and once preferv'd from fire: 

One murder pey, or add one murder more, 

And me to them who fell by thee reftore. 

1 would, but cannot : my fou's image ftands 
Before my fight ; and now their angry bards 
My brothers hold, and vengeance thefe exact, 
This pleads com;aflion, and repents the ta@. 

He plead- in vain, and I wunce his dvom ¢ 
My brothers, though unjuftly, hall o’ercome, 
But, having pay‘d theit injur’d ghofts their due, 
My fon requires my deazh, and orine hall hie 

jue. 


At this for the laft time the lifts her hand, 
Averte her eyes, and half unwilhng drops the 


The brand, smid the faming fue} thrown, 

Or drew, or foern’d to draw, a dying groan; 

The fires themfelves but faintly lich’d their prey, 
Then loath’d their impious foed, and would have 


fhrook away. 

Jott chen the hero caft 2 doleful ery, 
And in thofe abfent ames bepsn to fry; 
The blind contagion rag’d within his veins; 
But he with mauly parience bore his pains: 
He fear'd not face, bat only griev'd to die 
Without an hone wouml, and by a death fo dry. 
Happy Ancsos, thrice aloud he cry'd, 
With what becoming fate in arms he dy’d! 
Then call’d his brechcrs, fifters, fire; around, 
And her to whom his cuptial vows were bound; 
Perhaps his mother ; a long Foh he drew, 
And, his voice failing, conk hi» laft adieu: . 
For as che flames augment, and ns they flay 
At their full height, then languith to decay, 
They rife, nd fink by fits; at bait they foar ~ 
In one bright blaze, and then defcend no more; 
Jok fo his inward heate, at height, impair, 








Till the Saft burning breath out the fout 
in air. 
Now iofty Calydon in ruins lice; 
All ages, all degrees, unfluice reyes; 


And heaven and earth refyund with murmurs, 
groans, and crics, 

Matrons and n:aidens beat their breafts, and car 

Their habits, and root uP their feutter’d hair. | 

The wretched father, father now no more, 

With forrow funk, lies ¢ on the floor, 

Deforms his hoary locks with duft obfcene, 

And curfes age, and oaths a life prolong’d with 

 « 


By fteel her ftubborn foul bis mother freed, 
And punith’d on herfelf her impious deed. 
HaJd | an hundred ce; & wit fo large 
As could their hi offices difcharge 5 
Had Fheebus all his licticon beftow’.', 

In all the Crcams infpiring ait the God 
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‘Thofe tongues, that wit, thofe ftreams, that God, 
in vain 

Would offer to defcribe his fifters’ pain : 

They beat their breafts with many a bruifing blow, 

Till they turn livid, and corrupt the fhow. 

"The corpfe they cherifh, while the corpfe remains, 

And exercife and rub with fruitlefs pains ; 

‘And when to funeral flames tis borne away, 

"They kifé the bed on which the body lay: 

‘And when thofe funeral flames no longer burn 
AThe duft compos’d within a pious urn), 

Fyv'n in that urn their brother they confefs, 


His tomb is rais’d; then, Mretch’d along the 
ground, 

Thofe living monuments his tomb furround : 
Ev'’n to his name, inferib’d, their tears they pay, 
‘Till tears and kiffes wear his name away. 

But Cynthia now had all her fury fpent, 
Wot with lefs ruin, than a race, content: 
Excepting Gorgé, perifh’d ali the feed, 
‘And her whom heaven for Hercules decreed. 
Satiate at laft, no longer fhe purfu’d 
The weeping fifters; but, with wings endu’d, 
And horny beaks, and fent to flit in air; 


wAnd hug it in their arme, and to their bofoms | Who yearly round the tomb in feather'd Socks 


prefs, 


sepair. 


d : 


BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 


OUT OF THE EIGHTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES." 


ge 


The author, purfuing the deeds of Thefeus, relates how he, with his friend Pirithous, were invited 
by Achelous, the River God, to ftay with him, till his waters were abated. Achelous entertains 
them with a relation of his own love to Perimele, who was changed into an ifland by Neptune, 
at his requeft. Pirithous, being an Atheift, derides the legend, and denies the power of the 
Gods to work that miracle. Lelex, another companion of Thefeus, to confirm the ftory of 
Achelous, relates another metamorphofis of Baucis and Philemon into trees: of whjch he was 


partly an eyc-witnefs, 


Tavs Achelous ends: his audience hear 

‘With admiration, and admiring fear 

The powers of heaven; except Ixion’s fon, 

‘Who laugh’d at all the Gods, believ’d in none; 

He shook his impious head, and thus replies, 

‘Thefe legends are no more than pions lies : 

You attribute too much to heavenly fway, 

"To think they give us forms, and take away. 
The reft, of better minds, their fenfe declar’d 

Againk this do@rine, and with horror heard, 
‘Then Lelex rofe, an old experienc’d man, 

And thus with fober gravity began : 

Heaven’s power is infinite ; earth, air, and fea, 

‘The manufacture mafs, the making power obey : 

By proof to clear your doubt ; in Phrygian ground 

‘Two neighbouring trees, with walls encompafs'd 

round, 

Stand on a moderate rife, with wonder fhown, 

One a hard oak, a fofter linden one : 

¥ faw the place and them, by Pittheus fent 

‘To Phrygian realms, my grandfize’s government, 

3 


Not far from thence is feen a lake, the haunt 

OF coots, and of the fithing cormorant : 

Here Jove with Hermes came ; but in difguife 

Of mortal men conceal’d their Deities : 

One laid afide his thunder, one his rod; 

And many toilfome fteps together trod ; 

For harbour at 2 thoufand doors they knock'd, 

Not one of all the thoufand but was lock’d, 

At laft an hofpitable houfe they found, 

A homely thed; the roof, not far from ground, 

Was thatch’d with reeds and ftraw together 
bound. 

‘There Baucis and Philemon liv’d, and there 

Had liv’d long married, and a happy pair : 

Now old in love; though littlewas their ftore, 7 

Inur'd to want, their poverty they bore, g 

Nor aim’d at wealth, profefling to be poor. 

For mafter or for fervant here to call, 

Was ail alike, where only two were all. 

Command was none where equal love was paid, 

Or rather both commanded, both obey’d. 
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From lofty roofs the Gods repuls’d before, 
Now ftooping, enter’d through the little door 5 
‘Te man (their hearty welcome firlt expre!s’d) 
«+ common fettle drew for cither gueft, 

Inviting each his weary limbs to reft. 

But ¢’er they fat, offictous Baucis lays - 

‘Two, cufhions ftuff'd with ftraw, the feat to raife; 

Coarfe, but the beft the had; then takes the load 

Of afhes from the hearth, and fpreads abroud 

‘The living coals, and left they fhould expire, 

With leaves and barks fhe feeds her infant-fire : 

It {mokes, and then with trembling breath the 
: blows, 

/Till in a cheerful blaze the flames arofe. 

With brufh-wood and with chips fhe ftrengthens 

thefe, 

And adds at laft the boughs of rotten trees. 

The fire thus form’d, fhe {cts the kettle on, 

(Like burnifh’d gold the little feether shone) 

Next took the coleworts which her hufband got 

From his own ground (a fmal! well-water'd fpot) ; 

She ftripp’d the ftalks of all their leaves; the beft 

She coll’d, and then with handy care fhe drefs'd. 

High o'er the hearth a chine of bacon hung; 

Good old Phitemon feiz'd it with a prong, 

And from the footy rafter drew it down, 

Then cut a flice, but fearce enough for one : 

Yet a large portion of a litle ftore, 

Which for their fakes alone he with’d were more. 

‘This in the pot he plung’d without delay, 

‘So tame the flefh, and drain the falt away. 

The time between, before the fire they far, 

And therten’d the delay by pleafing chat. 

A beam there was, on which a beechen pail 
Hung by the handle, on a driven nail ; 

‘This fil?'d with water, gently warm’d, they fet 

Before paid guefts; in this they bath’d their 
eet, 

And after with clean towels dry’d their fweat + 

This done, the hoft produc’d the genial bed, 

Sallow the foot, the borders, and the ited, ‘ 

‘Which with no coftly coverlet they fpread ; 

But coarfe old garments, yet fuch robes as thefe 

"They laid alone, at feafts, on holydays. 

‘The good old houtewife, tucking up her gown, 

"The tables fet ; th’ invited Gods lie down. 

The trivet-table of a foot was lame, 

A blot which prudent Baucis overcame, 

Who thruft, beneath the limping leg, a fherd, 

So was the mended board exatly rear’d: 

Then rubb’d it o’er with newly-gather'd mint, 

A wholefome herb, that breath’d a grateful feent. 

Pallas began the feaft, where firft was feen 

‘The party-colour’d olive, black and green : 

Autumnal cornels next in order ferv'd, 

In lees of wine well pickled and preferv’d: 

A garden fallad was the third fupply, 

Of endive, ralifhes, and faccory : 

‘Then curds and cream, the flower of country 
fare, 

And new-laid eggs, which Baucis’ bufy care 

‘Turn’d by a gentle fire, atid roafted rare. 

All thefe in earthen ware weze ferv’d to hoard; 

And next in place, an earthen pitcher ftor’d 

‘With liquor of the beft the cottage could afford. 
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This was the table’s ornament and pride, 
With figures wrought : like pages at his fide ~ 
Stood beechen bowls; and thefe were thining 
clean, ¥ 
Varnifh’d with wax without, and lin’d within, 
By this the boiling kettle had prepar’d, 
And to the table fent the fmoking lard ; 
On which with eager appetite they dine, - 
A favory bit, that ferv’d to relith wine: 
‘The wine itfelf was fuiting to the reft, 
Still working in the muff, and lately prefe’d. 
‘The fecond courfe fucceeds like that before, 
Plums, apples, nuts, and, of their wintery ftore, 
Dry figs and grapes, and wrinkled dates, were fet . 
In cannifters, t’ inlarge the little treat : 
All thefe a milk-white honey-comb furround, 
Which in the midi the country banquet crown’da 
But the kind hofts their entertainment grace 
With hearty welcome, and an open face : 
In all they did, you might difcern with cafe ~ 
A willing mind, and a defire to pleafe. [Rit 
Meantime the beechen bowls went round, and 
Though often empty’d, were obferv'd to fill, 
Fill’d without hands, and of their own accord 
Ran without feet, and danc’d about the board. 
Devotion feiz'd the pair, to fee the feat 
With wine, and of no common grare, increas'd : 
And up they held their hands, and feil to prayer, 
Excufing, as they could, their country fare. 
One goofe they had (‘twas all they could allow) 
A wakeful centry, and on duty now, 
Whom to the Gods for facrifice they vow : 
Her, with malicious zeal, the coupie view’ds 
She ran for life, and limping they purfu’d: 
Full well the fowl percciv’d their bad intent, 
And would not make her mafter’s compliment 5 
But perfecuted, to the powers the flies, 
And clofe between the legs of Jove the lies, 
He with a gracious ear the fuppliant heard, 
And fay'd her life; then what he was declar’d, 
And own’d the God, The neighbourhood, faid he, 
Shall juitly perith for impiety : 
You ftand alone exempted ; but obey 
With fpeed, and follow where we lead the way: 
Leave thefe accurs’d; and to the mountain's 
height 
Afcend; nor once Jook backward in your fight. 
They hafte; and what their tardy feet deny’d, 
The trufty {taff (their better leg) fupply’d. 
An arrow’s flight they wanted to the top, 
And there fecure, but fpent with travel, ftop; 
Then turn their now no more forbidden eyes ; 
@oft in a lake the floated level lies : 
A watety defert covers al@he plains, 
Their cot alone, as io an if, remains : 
Wondering with peeping eyes, while they deplore 
Their neighbours fate, and country now no more, 
Their little fhed {caree large enough for two, 
Seems, from the ground increas’d, in height and 
bulk to grow, 
A ftately temple fhoots within the fkies : 
The crotchets of their cot in columns rife + 
‘The pavement polifh’d marble they behold, 
The gates with feulpture grac’d, the fpires and 
tiles of gold. 
U 


yod 
Then thus the fire of Gods, with looks ferene, 
Speak thy defire, thou only juft of men; 
And thou, O woman, only worthy found 
“To be with fuch a man in marriage bound. 
Awhile they whifper ; then, to Jove addrefs’d, 
Philemon thus prefers their joint requett. 
“We crave to ferve before your facred fhrine, 
And offer at your altars rites divine: 
And fince not any action of our life 
Has been polluted with domeftic ttrife, 
‘We beg one hour of death; that neither the 
‘With widow's tears may live to bury me, 
Nor weeping I, with wither’d arms, may bear 
My breathle!s Baucis to the fepulchre, 
‘The Godheads fign their fuig, They run their 
sface 
"4m the fame tenor-all th" appointed fpace 4” 
‘Then, when their hour was come, while they relate 
” Thefe pat adventures at the temple-gate, 
id Baucis is by old Philemon feen 
prouting with fudden leaves of {ptightly green : 
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Old Bancis look’d where old Philemon ftood, - 

And faw his kngthen’d arms a [prouting wood} 

New roots their faften’d feet begin to bind, 

Their bodies fliffen ina rifing rind :, 

‘Then, e’er the bark above their fhoulders grew, 

They give and take at once their Jaft adicu; 

At once, farewell, O faithful fpoufe, they faid ; 

At once th’ encroaching rinds their clofing ‘ips 
invade. 

Ev'n yet, an ancient Tyanan fhows 

A fpreading oak, that near a linden grows; 

The neighbourhood confirm the prodigy, 

Grave men, not vain of tongue, or like to lic. 

I faw myfelf the garlands on their boughs, 

And tablets hung for gifts of granted vows; 

And offering frefher up, with pious prayer, 

‘The good, faid {, are God’s peculiar care, 

And fuch as honour heaven, fhall heavenly ho- 
nour fhare, 








THE FABLE OF 


. ITHIS AND IANTHE, 


FROM THE NINTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 





Tour fame of this, perhaps, through Crete had 
flown 5 

But Crete had newer ‘wonders of her own, 
Yn Iphis chang'd ; for near the Gnoffian bounds, 
(As loud report the miracle refounds) 
At Phattus dwelc a man of honeft blood, 
But meanly bor, and not fo rich as good ; { 
Efteem’d and lov’d by all the neighbourhood ; 
Who to his wife, before the tine affign'’d 
For child-birth came, thus bluntly fpoke his mind. 
If heaven, faid Lyydns, will vouchfile to hear, 2 
1 have but two petitions to prefer ; 
Short pains for thee, for me a fon and heir, 5 
Girls coft as many throes in bringing forch 5 
Befide, when born, the tits are little worth; 
‘Weak puling things, unable to fuftain 
‘Their fhare of labour, and their bread to gain. 
li, therefore, thou a creature (halt produce, 
Of fo great charges, and fo little ufc, 
(Bear witnefs, heaven, with what reluctancy) 
Her haplefe innocence { doom to die. 
He faid, and tears the common griet difplay, 
Of him who bade, and her who matt obey. 

Yet Telethula Mill perfits, to find 
Fit arguments to move a father’s mind 5 
'T’ extend his wifhes to a larger feope, 
And in one'veilel not ccufine bis hope, 














.s acu continues hard: her time drew near, 
And fhe her heavy load could fearcely bear 5 
When flumbering, in the latter thades of night, 


| Before th” approaches of returning light, 


She faw, or thought fhe faw, before her bed, 
A glorious train, and His at their head: 
Her moony horns were on her forehead plac’d, 
And yellow fheaves her shining temples grac’d :. 
A mitre, for a crown, fhe wore on igh 5 . 
The dog and dappled bull were waiting by 5 
Ofir fought along the banks of Nile; 
‘The filent God the facred Crocodiles, 

And, laft a tong proceffion moving on, 
With timbrels, chat aft the labouring moon. — 
Her flumbers feem’d difpeti’d, and, broad awake, 
She heard a voice, that thus diftindly fpake. 
votery, thy babe from death defend, 
Nor icar to fave whate’er the Gods wiil fend. 
Delude with art thy hufband’s dire decree : 
When danger calls, repofe thy truft on me; 
Ard know thou hait not ferv'd a thanklefs 













made, with night the Goddef 


woman wakes, and leaves her bed; 
her fpotiefs bands on high, 

= powers their gift to ratify. 
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Now grinding pains proceed to béaring throes, 
Fill ite own weight the burden did difclofe. 
»T was of the beauteous kind, and brought to light 
‘With fecrecy, to fhun the father’s fight. 
‘Th’ indulgent mother did her care employ, 
‘And pafs'd it on her hufband for a boy. 
. "Fhe nurfe was confcious of the fa@ alone; 
‘The father paid his vows as for a fon; 
And call’d him Iphis, by a common name, 
‘Which either fex with equal right may claim. 
Iphis his grandlire was; the wife was pleas'd, 
Of half the fraud by Fortune's favour eas’d : 
‘The doubtful name was us’d without deceit, 
And truth was cover’d with a pious cheat. 
‘The habit fhew'd a boy, the beauteons face 
With manly fiercenefs mingled female grace. 
* Now thirteen years of age were fwiftly run, 
‘When the fond father though: the time drew vag 
{Of fettling in the world his only fon. 
Janthe was his choice ; fo wondrous fair, 
Her form alene with Iphis could compare ; 
A neighbour's daughter of his own degree, [he. 
“Aid not mors bleis'd with Fortune’s goods than 
They foon efpons’d: for they with eafe were 
join’d, 
‘Who were before contracted in the mind. 
{Their age the fame, their inclinations too; 
‘And bred together in one fchool they grew. 
Thus, fatally difpos'd to mutual fires, 
‘They felt, before they knew, the fame defires, 
Equal their flame, unequal was their care; 
One lov'd with hope, one languifh’d in defpair. 
‘The maid accus’d the lingering days atone : 
For whom fhe thought a mun, the thought her 
own. 
But Iphis ‘bends beneath a greater grief + 
As fiercely burns, but hopes for no rpliel, 
Ev'n her defpair adds fuel to her fire; 
A maid with madnefs does a maid defire. 
And, fcarce refraining tears, Alas, faid the, 
‘What iffue of my love remains for me ! 
How wild a paflion works within my breaft! 
With what prodigious flames am I poffett | 
Could I the care of Providetce deferve, 
Heaven mutt deftroy me, if it would preferve. 
And that’s my fare, or fure it would have feut 
Some ufual evil for my punifhment : 
Not this unkindly curfe; to rage and burn, 
«Where Nature thews no profpc@ of return. 
Nor cows for cows confume with fruitleds fire ; 
Nor mares, when hot, their fellow mares defire : 
The father of the fold fuppli 8 EWES S 
The flag through fecret woods his hind purfues; 
And birds for mates the males of their own 
fpecies cheofe. 
Her females nature guards from ¢ flame, 
Aand joins two fexes in preferve the game : f 
Wonld I were nothing, or vot what Tam! 
Crete, fam d for monters, wanted gt her ftore, 
Vill my new love produc’d one moniter more. 
‘The danghter of the fun a 
And yet ev'n the: 
er potion was extravagantly new : 
ut mine is much the madder of the two, 
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To things impoffible fhe was not bent, 
But found the means to compats her intent. 
To cheat his cyes, fhe took a different thape ; 
Yet fll the gain’d a lover, and a leap. 
Should all the wit of all the world confpire, 
Should Deedalus affift my wild defire, 
What art can make me able to enjoy, 
Or what can change Ianthe to a hoy? 
Extinguith then thy pafficn, hopeleta maid, 
And recolle& thy reafon for thy aid. 
Know what thon art, and love as maidens ough 
And drive thefe golden wifhes from thy though. 
‘Thou castt not hope thy fond defires to gain; 
Where hope is wanting, wifhes are in vain. 
And yet no guards againtt our joys confpire ; 
No jealous hutband hinders our defire ; 
My parents arc propitious to my with, . 
And the herfelf confenting to the blifs. 
All things concur to profper onr defign ; 
All things to profper any love but mine, 
Ani yet T never can enjoy the fair ; 
*Tis paft the power of heaven to grant my 
prayer. 
Heaven has been kind, as far as heaven can be; 
Oor parents with our own defires agree ; 
But Nature, ftronger than the Gods above, 
Refufes her affitance to my love; 
She fets the bar that caufes all my pain : 
One gift refus’d makes all their bounty vain. 
And now the happy day is juft at hand, 
To bind our hearts in Hymen’s holy band : 
Our hearts, but not our bodies: Thus aceurs'd, 
fo midft of water I complain of thirft. 
Why com’tt thon, Juno, to thefe harren rites, 
To blefs a bed defrauded of delights? 
And why fhould Hymen lift his torch on high,” 
To fee two brides in cold embraces lie ? 
Thus love-fick Iphis her vain paffion mourns ; 
With equal ardor fair [anthe burns, 
Invoking Hymen’s name, and Juno's power, 
To fpeed the work, and hafte the happy hour, 
She hopes, while Telethufa fears the day, 
And ftrives to interpofe fome new delay : 
Now feigns a ficknefs, now is in a fright 
For this bad onien, or thit boding fight. 
But, having done whate'er the could devife, 
And empty'd all her magazine of lies, 
‘The time approach’d; the next enfuing day 
The fatal fecret muft to light betray. 
Then ‘Telethufa had recourfe to prayer, 
She and her danghter with difhevel'd hairs 
Trembling with fear, great His they ador’d, 
Embrac’d her altar, and her aié implor’d. 
Fair queen, who doit on fruitful Egypt ae: 


|| Who {way’ft the fceptre of the Pharian ifle, 


And feven fold falls of difemboguing Nile; 
Relieve, in this our lait diftrefs, the faid, 

A fuppliant mother, and a mournful maid. 
Thou, Goddets, thou were prefent to my fight; 
Reveal’d I faw thee by thy own fair light: 

1 faw thee in my dream, ae now I fee, 

With all thy marks of awful majeity : 

The glorious train that compafs'd thee around; 
And heard the hollow timbrel's holy found, 














TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


‘Thy words I noted ; which I till retain ; 

Let not thy facred oracles be vain 

‘That Iphis lives, that I myfelf am free 

From fhame, and punifiment, I owe to thee. 

On thy protection all our hopes depend: 

"Thy counfel fav'd us, let thy power defend, 
Her tears purfu’d her words; and while fhe 

{poke 

The Goddefs nodded, and her altar fhaok : 

"The temple doors, as with a blaft of wind, 

Were heard to clap; the lunar horns that bind 

The brows of Ifis caft a bfaze around ; 

‘The trembling timbrel made a murmuring found. 
Some hopes thefe happy omens did impart ; 

Forth went the mother with a beating heart, 

Not much in fear, nor fully fatisfy’d ; 

But Iphis follow’d with a larger flride : 

‘The whitenefs of her fkin fortuok her face ; 

Mer looks embolden’d with an awful grace ; 
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Her features and her flrength together grew, 
And her long hair to curling locks withdrew. 
Her fparkling eyes with manly vigour fhone ; 
Big was her voice, audacious was her tone. 
‘The latent parts, at length reveal'd, began " 
‘To thoot, and fpread, and burnifh into man, 
The maid becogies a youth; no more delay 
Your vows, but‘look, and confidently pay. 
‘Their gifts the parents to the temple bear : 
The votive tables this infcription wear : 
Iphis, the man, has to the Goddefs paid 
The vows, that Iphis offer’d when a maid, 
Now when the ftar of day had thewn his face, 
Venus and Juno with their prefence grace 
‘The nuptial rites, and Hymen from above 
Defcended to complete their happy love; 
The Gods of marriage lend their mutual aid ; 
And the warm youth enjoys the lovely maid. 


3 ai 








PYGMALION AND THE STATUE. 


FROM THE TENTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 





The Propztidcs, for their impudent behaviour, being turned into ftone by Venus, Pygmalion, 
prince of Cyprus, detefted all women for their fake, and refolved never to marry. He falls in 
love with a ftatue of his own making; which is changed into a maid, whom he marries, One 
of his defcendants is Cinyras, the father of Myrrha. The daughter inceftuoufly loves her own 
father ; for which fhe is changed into a tree, which bears her name, Thefe two {tories imme 
diately follow each other, and arc admirably well connected. 


The fleth, or what { feems, he touches oft, 

Which feels fo Smooth, that he believes it foft, 

Fir'd with this thought, at once he ftrain’d the 

breatt, 

And on the lips a burning kifs imprefs'd. 

°Tis tree, the harden'd breaft refiils the gripe, 

return a kifs unripe 

ing back, ke look’d azain, 

ry was a thonghkt too mean; 

So would believe fhe kiis’'d, and courting more, 
i c’d het naked bady o'er; * 

x hard the flatue, was afraid 


Promazion, loathing their lafcivious life, 
Abhorr’d all womankind, but moft a wife: 
So fingle chofe to live, and fhunn’d to wed, 
‘Well pleas’d to want a confort of his bed: 
Yet, fearing idlencfs, the nurfe of ill, 
In feulpture exercis’d his happy S&ill ; 
‘And carv’d in ivory fuch a maid, fo fair 

* Asnature could not with hisart comparc, 
‘Were fhe to work; but, in her own defence, 
Mutt take her pattern here, and copy hence. 
Pleas’d with his idol, he commends, admires, 
Adores; and laft, the thing ador’d defires. 
A very virgin in her face was feen, 






















And, had fhe mov’d, a living maid had been; 
One would have thought fhe could have ftirr 
but ftrove 

‘With modefty, and was afham’d ro move. 

> Arf, hid with art, fo well perform’d the cheat, 
It caught the carver with his own deceit ; 
He knows 'tis madaefs, yet he ninft adore, 
And flill the more he knows it, loves the more 









Explor’d her, limb by limb, and fear’d to find 
ea gripe had left a livid mark behind : 
now he f2eks her mind to move, 
ow with gifts, the powerful bribes of love: 
He furnithes her clofet firft; and filis 

The crowded shelves with rarities of fhells; 

Adds orient pea hich from the conchs he drew, 
And all the fparkling ftunes of varicus hue: 
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And parrots, imitating human tongue, 
And finging birds in filver cages hung ; 
“And every fragrant flower, and odorous green, 
Were forted well, with lumps of amber laid be- 
tween: 
(Rich, fafhionable robes her perfon deck, 
"Pendents her ears, and pearls adorn her neck : 
Her taper’d fingers too with rings are grac’d, 
And an embroider’d zone furrounds her flender 
wate, , 
"Thus like a queen array’d, fo richly drefs’d, 
Beautceus the fhew’d, but naked thew’d the beft, 
‘Then from the floor he rais’d a reyal bed, 
With coveriigs of Sidonian purple fpread : 
The folemn rites perform’d, he calls her bride, 
With biandifhments invites ber to his fide, 
And as the were with vita! fenfe poffets'd, 
Her head did on a plumy pillow reft. 
‘The feaft of Venus came, a folemn day, 
To which the Cypriots due devotion pay ; 
With gilded horns the milk-whire heifers led, 
Slaughter’d before the facred altars, bled + 
Pygmalion offering, firft approach’d the fhrine, 
And then with prayers implor’d the powers di- 
vine: 
Almighty Gods, if all we mortals want, 
Jf all we can require, be yours to grant ; 
Make this fair ftatue mine, he would have faid, 
But chang’d his words for fhame, and only 
pray'd, 
Give me the likenefs of my ivery maid. 
The golden Goddefs, prefenr at the prayer, 
Well knew he meanz th’ inanimaied fair, 


Ri 
And gave the fign of granting his defire; 
For thrice in cheerful flames afcends the fire: _ 
The youth, returning to his miftrefs, hies, 
And impudent in hope, with ardent eyes, 
And beating breaft, by the dear ftatue lies, 
He kiffes her white lips, renews the blifs, 
And jaoks and thinks they redden at the kifs: 
He thought theni warm’d before ; nor longer ftays, 
But siext his hand on her hard bofom lays: . 
Hard as it was, beginning to reient, 
It feem’d the breaft beneath his fingers bent ; 
He felt again, his fingers made a print, [dint, 
’T was fleth, but flefh fo firm, it rofe againit the 
he pleafing tafk he fails not to renew} ' 
Soft, and more foft at every touch it grew: 
Like pliant wax, when chafing hands reduce 
‘The former mafs to form, and frame to ufe, > 
He wontd believe, but yet is {till in pain, 
And trics his argument of funfe again, 
Preffes the pulfe, and feels the leaping vein, 
Convine’d, o’erjoy'd, his ftudied thanks and praifg 
To her who made the mirage, he pays: 
Then lips to lips he joiti’d; now freed from feary. 
He found the favour of the kils fincere : 
At this the waken’d image op’d her eyes, 
And view'd at once the light and Jover, with furs 

rize. 
The Goddefs, prefent at the match fhe made; - 
So blefs’d the bed, fuch fruicfulnefs convey’d, 
‘That cer ten moons had tharpen'd either horn, - 
To crown their blifs, a lovely boy was born ; 
Paphos his name, who, grown to manhood, wall 
The city Paphos, from the founder cali'd, fie 
U ii 








CINY RAS AND MYRRHA. 


OUT OF THE TENTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES, - 





‘There needs no connection of this ftory with the former : for the beginning of this immediately 
follows the end of the laft: the reader is only to take notice, that Orpheus, who relates both, 
was by birth a Thracian; and his country far diftant from Cyprus where Myrtha was born, 
and from Arabia whither fhe fled. You will fee the reafon of this note, foon after the firft lines 


of this fable. - 


Nor him alone produc’d the fruitful queen ; 
, Bur Cinyras, who like his fire had been 
* A happy prince, had he not been a fire. 
Daughters and fathers, from my fong retire: 
¥ fing of horror ; and, could-I prevail, 
You fhould not hear, or nat believe, my tale. 
Yee if the pleafure of my fong be fuch, 
|, That you will hear, and credit me too much, 
* Attentive liften to the laft event, 
And with the fin believe the punifhment ; 
Since nature could behold fo dire a crime, 
I gratulate at leaft my native clime, 
That fuch a land, which fuch a monfter bore, 
So far is diftant from our Thracian fhore. 
Let Araby extol her happy coaft, 
Her cinnamon and fweet Amomum boaft, 
ier fragrant Mowers, her trees with precious 
tears, 
Her fecond harvefts, and her double years; 
"How can the Jand be eall’d fo blefs'd that 
Myrrha bears? 
Not all her odorous tears can cleanfe her crime, 
er plant alone deforms the happy clime ; 


' 
| 
i 
' 





Cupid denics to have inflam’d thy heart, 
Difowns thy love, and vindicates his dart; 
Some fury gave thee thofe infernal pains, 

And fhot her venom’d vipers in thy veins. 

To hate thy fire, had merited a curfe : 

But fuch an impious love deferv’d a worfe. 
The neighbouring monarchs, by thy beauty led, 
Contend in crowds, ambitious of thy bed : 
‘The world is at thy choice, except but one, 
Fxcept but him, thou canft not choofe, alone. 
She knew it too, the miferable maid, 

Ere impious love her better thoughts betray’d, ¢ 
And thus within her fecret foul fhe faid: 

Ah Myrrha! whither would thy wifhes rend ? 
Ye Gods, ye facred laws, my foul defend 

From fuch a crime as all mankind detett, 

And never lodg’d before in human breaft ! 
But is it fin ? Or makes my mind alone 

TH’ imagin’d fin? For nature makes it none. 
What tyrant then thefe envious laws began, 
Made not for any other heaft but man ! 

The father-bull his daughter may beftride, 
The horfz may make his mother-mare a bride; 
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‘What piety forbids the lufty ram, 

Or more falacious goat, to rut their dam ? 

‘Tife hen is free to wed the chick the bore, 

And make a hufband, whom she hatch’d before. 


Whom nor ill-natnr’d laws from pleafure bind 

Nor thoughts of fin difturb their peace of mind. 

But man a flave of his own making lives; 

‘The fool denies himfelf what nature gives ! 

Too buly fenates, with an over-care 

'To make us better ‘than our kind can bear, 

Blave dafh’d a {pice of epvy in the laws, 

And, ftraining up too high, have fpoil’d the caufe. 

Yet fome wife nations break their cruel chains, 

And own no laws, but thofe which love ordains: 

Where happy daughters with their fires are join’d, 

And piety is doubly paid in kind. 

O that I had been born in fuch a clime, 

Not here, where ’tis the country makes the crime ! 

But whither would my imyious fancy ftray? 

Hence hopes, and ye forbidden thoughts away ! 

His worth deferves to kindle my defires, 

But with che love that daughrers bear to fires. 

"hen, had not Cinyras my father been, 

What hinder’d Myrrha’s hopes to be his queen ? 

But the perverfenefs of my fate is fuch, 

‘That he’s not mine, becaufe he’s mine too much: 

Our Kindred blood debars a better tie; 

He might be nearer, were he not fo nigh, 

Eyes and their objects never mutt unite, 

Some diftance is requir’d to help the fight : 

Fain would I travel to fome foreign thore, 

Never to fee my native country morc, 

So might I to myfclf myfelf reftore; 

30 might my mind thefe impious thoughts re- 
move, 

And, ceafing to behold, might ceafe to love. 

But ftay I muff, to feed my famifh’d fight, 

‘To talk, to kifs; and more, if more I might : 

More, impious maid! What more canft thou 
defigo, 

To make a monftrous mixture in thy line, 

And break all ftatutes human and divine ? 

Canft thou be call'd (to fave thy wretched life) 

‘Thy mother’s rival, and thy father’s wife ? 

Confound fo many facred names in one, 

Thy brother’s mother ! fifter to thy fon! 

And fear’ft thou not to fee th’ infernal bands, 

Their heads with {nakes, with torches arm’d their 
hands, 

Full at thy face, th’ avenging brands to hear, 

And hake the ferpents from their hifling hair? 

But thou in time th’ increafing ill controul, 

Nor firft debauch the body by the foul ; 

Secure the facred quiet of thy mind, 

And keep the fanétions nature has defign’ d, 

Suppofe J fhould attempt, th’ attempt were vain ; 

No thoughts like mine his finlefs foul profane : 

Obfervant of the right; and O, that he 

Could cure my madnels, or be imad like me! 

‘Thus fhe ; but Cinyras, who daily fees, 

A crowd of noble fuitors at his knees, 

Among fo many, knew not whom to choofe, 

Trrefolute to grant, or to refute, 


All creatures elfe are of a happier kind, 4 § 
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But, haviag told their names, ingnir’d of her, 
Who pleas'd her beft, and whom fhe would pre~ 
fer? 
The blufhing maid ftood filent with furprife, 
And on her father fix’d her ardent eyes, 
And looking figh’d : and as the figh’d began 
Round tears to fhed, and fcalded as they ran, 
The tender fire; who faw her bluth and cry, 
Afcrib’d it all to maiden modefty ; 
‘And dry’d the falling drops, and, yet more kind, 
He ftrok’d her cheeks, and holy kiffes join'd : 
She felt a fecret venom fire her blood, 
And found more pleafure than a daughter fhould; 
And, afk’d again, what lover of the crew 
She lik’d the beft ; fhe anfwer’d, One like you. 
Miftaking what the meant, her pious will 
He prais’d, and bade her fo continue ftill: 
The word of pious heard, fhe bluth'd with fhame 
OF fecret guilt, and could not bear the name. 
"Twas now the mid of night, when flumbera 
clofe 
Our eyes, and footh our cares with foft repofe ; 
But norepofe could wretched Myrtha find, 
Her body rolling, as fhe roll’d ber mind : 
Mad with defire, fhe ruminates her fin, 
And wifhes all her wifhes o'er again. 
Now the defpairs, and now refulves to try ; 
boas not, and would again, fhe knows not why; 
ps, and returns, makes and retrads the vow ; 
Fain would begin, but uoderftands not how ; 
As when a pine is hewn upon the plains, 
And the laft mortal ftroke alone remains, 
Labouring in pangs of death, and threatening all, 
This way and that fhe uods, confidering whenp 
ta fall: 
So Myrrha’s mind, impell’d on either de, 
Takes every bent, but cannot long abide : 
Irre(ulute on which fhe fhould rely, 
At laft, unfix'd in all, is only fix’d to die; 
On that fad thought fhe refts; refolv’d on death, 
She rifes, and prepares to choke her breath : 
Then while about the beam her zone fhe ties, 
Dear Cinyras, farewel, the foftly cries; 
For thee J die, and only with to be 
Not hated, when thou know’ft I die for thee : 
Pardon the crime, in pity to the caufe ; 
This faid, about her neck the noole the draws; 
‘The nurfe, who lay without, her faithful guard, 
Though not in words, the murmurs overheard, 
And fighs and hollow founds: furpris’d with 
fright, 
She ftarts, 2 and leaves her bed, and fprings a light: | 
Unlocks the door, and entering out of breath, 
The dying faw, aud inftruments of death : 
She fhricks, fhe cuts the zone with trembling 
hatte, 
And in her arms her fainting charge embrac’d : 
Next (for fhe now had Jeifure for her tears) 
She weeping aik’d, in thefe her blooming years, 
What unforefeen misfurtune caus’d her care, 
To lothe her life, and languifh in defpaic ! 
The maid with down-caft eyes, and mute vritis 
grief, 
Tor death unfinith'd, and ill-tim’d relief, 


fullen ‘0 her fuie : the heldame prefe’d 
more to keow, and bar'd her wither’d breaft, 
*d her, by the kindly food the drew 
thefe dry founte. her fecret ill to thew. 
Myrrha Ggh’d, and tura’d her eyes afide : 
The nurfe fill urg'd, and would not be deny'd: 
Nor only promie’d fecrefy 5 but pray'd 
She might have leave to give ber offer’d aid. 
Good will, the faid, my want of ftrength fupplies, 
* And diligence thall give what age denies, 
If flrong defires thy mind to fury move, 
‘With charms and medicines I can cure thy love: 
If envious eyes their hurtful rays have caft, 
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More powerful verfc thall free thee from the bist : + 


If heaven offended fends thee this difeafe, 
Offended heaven with prayers we can appesle. 
‘What then remain, that can thefe cares procure ? 
‘Thy hovfe is flourithing, thy fortune fare: 
‘Thy careful mother yet in health furvives, 
‘And, to thy comfort, thy kind father lives, 
The virgin ftarted at her father’s name, 
‘And ghd profoundly, confcious of the fhame 
Nor yet the ngrfe her impious love divin'd : 
But yet furmig’d, that love difturb'd her minds 
Thes thinking, fhe purfucd her point, and hid 
‘And lull’d within ber lap the mourning maid 
Thea foltly footh'd her thus, } guefs your gricl: 
‘You love, my child; your love fhall find relief. 
‘My long experienc’d age thall be your guide; - 
Rely on that, and fay diflruft afide: 
Ne breath of sir-fhall on the fecrct blow, 
Nor shall (wbat moft you fear) your father know. 
Struck once again, as with a thunder-clap, 
The guilty virgin bounded from her lap, 
‘And threw her body proftrate on the bed, 
Aad, to conceal her blufhes, hid her head : 
"There (ileot lay, and warn’d her with her hand 
To go: but the recciv'd not the command ; 
Remaining Gill importanate to know : 
Then Myztha thus; Or afk no more, oF £0 ¢ 
1 pr’ythee go, or faying {pare my fhame; 
‘What thou would’ft hear, is impious cv’r: to name, 
At this, on high the beluame holds her hands, 
And, trembling both with rage and terror, ftancs, 
Adjores, and falling at her fect intreats, 
Booths her with blandifamencs, and frights with 
threats, 
"To tell the crime intended, or difctofe 
‘Whe of ic fhe knew, it fhe no further knows: 
And laft, if confcious to her c-unfel made, 
Confirms anew the prowile of her aid. 
Now Myre Fain'd her head; but foon, op- 
refed 
With hame, rectin’d it on her nurfe’s break; 
Bath'd it with tcare, and ttrove to have cone 
fets'd: 
"price the began, and flopp’d ; again the try’d; 
The faltering tongue ite office (33 deny’d + 
At laft her veil befure her face the fpread, 
And drew a long prelnding figh, and faid, 
© happy mother, in thy marriage bed! 
Then groan’d, and ceas'd ; che geod of) woman 
fhook, 
Buff were her eyes, and ghuttly was her bok ¢ 
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Her hoary hair epright with hotror food, 
Made (to her griel) more knowing than foe 


would: 

Mach fhe reproach’d, and many things the faid, 
To cure the madvefs of th’ cohappy maid: 
In vain; for Mytrha ftood convié of itl; 
Her reafon vangutth’d, but exchang’d hee will : 
Perverfe of mind, unable t» reply, 
She ftood refolv’d of to poffels or die. 
At length the fondnefs of a nurfe prevail’d 
Againtt her better fenfe, and virvuc fail’d : 
Enjoy, my child, Gace Fach is thy defire, 
Thy love, the faid: the durft not fay thy fire. 
Live, though unhappy, live cn any terms : 
Then with a fecond oath her faith confirms, 

‘The folemn feaft of Ceres dow was near, 
When long white linen ftoles the matrons wears 
Rark’d in proceffon walk the pious train, 
Offering Girl fruits, and fpikes of ycllow grains 
For nine long nights the nuptial bed chey fhun, 
And, fanQifying hareef, lic alone. 
Mix'd with the crowd, the queen furfook her lord, 
And Ceres’ power with fecret rites ador’d 
“The royal couch, now vacant for a time, 
The crafty crone, officious in her crime, 
The curit occafion took, the king the found 
Ealy with wine, and deep in pleafure drown'd, 
Prepar'd for love: the heldame blew the Aame, 
Confcf'd the paffion, but conceal’d the name. 
Her form fhe prais’d; the monarch afk’d her 


years, 

And the reply'd, the fame thar Myrrha bears. 
Wine and commended beauty fir’d his thought; 
Impatieut, he commands her to be broughe, 
Pheae'd with her charge perform'd, the hics hee 





home, 

And gratulutes the nymph, the tatk was overcome, 
Myrrha was joy’d the welcome news to hear; 
Bur. clogg'd wich guilt, the joy was infincere + 
So varius, fo dilcordant ix the mind, 

{ That in our will a different will we find, 
14 the prefeg’d, and yet purfu'd her lutts 
Kor guilty pleafures g:ve a double guft. 

ylax had driven 





"Twas dey th of night : Arctoph; 

His !azy wain half round the northern h: 

‘When Myrrha haften'd to the crime defir'd ; 

‘The moon beheld ber firk, and firlt recie’d ; 

The flare amas’d ran backward from the fight, 

And, thronk within their fockets, loft their light, 

Icarius firt withdraws his boly flame = 

The virgin See, in heaven the fecond name, 

Sides down the belt, and from er ftarion flies, 

And right with fable clouds involves the fhics. 

Bold Myrrha Rtill purfues her bisck intent : 

She fumbled thrice, {an omen cf th’ event 3) 

Thrice thriek’d the funeral owl, yet on fhe 
wens, 

Seenre of fhame, becau’e fccure of fizhts 

Ev’n hahtul fins are impudent by wight. 

Link’d hand in hand, th’ ascompiice and the 
dame, 

Their way exploring, to the chamber came : 

“rhe door was ope, they blindiy grope their way, 

Whois datz i: bed th’ expedting monarch hy 5 








| 


TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


‘Thus far her courage held, but here forfakes ; 

Her faint knees knock at eVery ftep fhe makes, 

The nearer to her crime, the more within 

She feels remorfe, and horror of her fin; 

Repents too late her criminal defire, 

And withes, that uuknown fhe could retire. 

Her lingering thus, the nurfe (who fear'd delay 

‘The fatal fecret might at length betray) 

Pull'd forward, to.complete the work begun, 

And faid to Cinyras, Reccive thy own + 

‘Thus faying, the dcliver'd kind to kind, 

Accurs'd, and their devoted bodies join’d. 

‘The fire unknowing of the crime. admits 

His bowels, and profanes the hallow’d fheets 

He found the trembled, but believ’d the ftrove 

With maiden modefty, again{t her love ; 

And fought with flattering words vain fancies 
to remove. 

Pechaps he faid, My daughter, ccafe thy fears, 

(Becaufe the title fuited with her years; 

And, Father, the might whifper him again, 

‘That names might not be wanting to the fin. 

Full of her fire, the left th’ inceluons bed, 

And carried in her womb the crime the bred: 

Another, and another night the came ; 

For frequent fin had left no fenfe of thame : 

‘Till Cinyras defir’d to fee her face, 

‘Whote body he had held in clofe embrace. 

And brought a taper; the revealer, light, 

Expos'd both crime and criminal to fizht : 

Grief, rage, amazement, could uo Speech afford, 

But from the fheath he drew th’ avenging fword; 

The guilty fled: the benefit of night, 

‘That favour'd firft the fin, fecur’d the flight, 

Long wandering through the fpacious ficlds, the 
bent 

Her voyage ta th’ Arabian continent ; 

‘Then pafs'd the regions which Panchzea join’d, 

And flying left the balmy plains behind, 

Niue times the moon had mew’d her horns; at 
length 

With travel weary, unfupply’d with Qrength, 

And with the burden of her womb opprefs'd ; 

Sabzan fields afford her needful ref ; 

‘There, tvathing life, and yet of death afraid, 

In anguith of her fpirit, thus fhe pray’d : 

Ye powers, if any fo propitious are 

‘T” accept my penitence, and hear my prayer; 

Your judgments, t confefs, are juftly fent; 

Great fins deferve as great a punifhment : 

Yer fince my life the living will profane, 

And fince my death the happy dead will Raia, 

A middle fate your mercy may beitow, 

Betwixt the realms above, and thofe below + 

Some other form to wretched Myrrha give, 

Nor let her wholly die, nor wholly live. 

‘The prayers of penitents are never vain ; 

At leaft, he did her laft requeft obtain; 








oy 


as 
For, while the Spoke, the ground began to rife, 
And gather'd round her fect, her legs, and thighss 
Her tocs in roots defcend, and, fpreading wide, 


| A firm foundation for the trunk provide : 


Her (olid bones convert to folid wood, 

To pith her marrow, and to fap her blood: 

Her arms are boughs, her fingers change theie 
kind, 


| Eler tender thin is harden’d into rind. 


And now the rifing tree her womb invefts, 

Now, thooting upwards ftill, invades the breatts, 

And fhades the neck; and, weary with delay, 

She funk her head within, and met it half the 
way. 

And though with outward fhape the loft her fenfe, 

With bitter tears the wept her lat offence ; 

And {till the weeps, nor theds her tears in vain: 

For fill the precious drops her name retain. 

Meantime the mifbegotten infant grows, 

And, ripe for birth, diftends with deadly throes 

The fwelling rind, with unavailing ftrife, 

To leave the wooden womb, and pufhes into lite. 

The mother-tree, as if oppreis’d with pain, 

Writhes here and there, to break the bark, ia 
vain: 

And, like a labouring woman, would have pray’d, 

But wants a voice to call Lucina’s aid: 

‘The bending bole fends cut a hollow found, 

And trickling tears fall thicker on the ground. 

‘Lhe mild Lucina came uncall’d, and ftood 

Befide the ftruggling boughs,and heard the groan» 
ing wood : 

Thenreach’dher midwife-hand,to fpeed the throes, * 

And {poke the powerful fpells that babes to bigh 
difclofe. ee 

The bark divides, the living load to free, © 

And fafe delivers the convalfive tree. 

The ready nymphs receive the crying child, 

And wah him in the tears the parent plant diftill’d. 

They fwath'd him with their fearfs; beneath him 
fpread z 

Fhe ground with herbs; with rofes rais’d his head. 

The lovely babe was born with every grace: 

Ev’n envy niuft have prais'd fo fair a face: 

Such was his form, as painters, when they dhew 

Their utmoft art, on naked Love's beftow + 4, 

And that their arms no difference might betrayy * 

Give him a bow, or his from Cupid take away. 2" 

Time glides along, with undifcover’d hatte, al 

The future but a length behind the paft: % 

So fwift arc years: the babe, whom juft before 

His grandfire got, and whom his fifter bore ; 

The drop the thing which late the tree inclos’d, 

And late the yawning bark to life expos’d; 

A babe, a boy, a beauteous youth appears 3 

And loveiier than himfelf at riper years. 

Now to the queen of love he gave defircs, 

And, with her pains, reveng’d his mother’s fires, 








CEYX AND ALCYONE. 


' OUT OF THE TENTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 





“ , Conneéion of this Fable with the former. 


@cyx, the fon of Lucifer (the morning ftar), and the king of Trachin in Theffaly, was married to 
Alcyone daughter to Molus god of the winds, Both the hufband and the wife loved each other 
with an entire affe@tion, Daedalion, the elder brother of Ceyx, whom he fuccceded, having been 
turned into falcon by Apollo, and Chione, Dadalion’s daughter, flain by Diana, Ceyx prepared 

~. a thip to fail to Claros, there to cunfult the oracle of Apollo, and (as Ovid fcems to intimate) to 
inquire how the anger of the Gods might be atoned. 


Turse prodigies affect the pious prince, 

But more perplex’d with thofe that happen’d fince, 
He purpofes to feek the Clarian God, 
Avoiding Delphos, his more fam’d abode ; 
Since Phlegian robbers made unfafe the road. 
Yet could not he, from her he lov’d fo well, 
The fatal voyage, he refolv’d, conceal : 

But when fhe faw her lord prepar'd to part, 
A ‘deadly cold ran fhivering to her heart’: 

Her faded cheeks are chang'd to boxen hue, 
And in her eyes the tears are ever new : 

She thrice effay’d to fpeak ; her accents hung, 
And faltering dy’d unfinith’d on her tongue, 
@r vanith'd into fighs; with long delay 


Can Ceyx then fuftain to leave his wife, 

And unconcern’d forfake the fweets.of life ? 
What can thy mind to this long journey move, 
Or need’f thou abfence to renew thy love ? 
Yet, if thou goett by land, though grief poffefs 
My foul ev'n then, my fears will be the lefs. 
But ah! be warn’d to fhun the watery way, 
The face is frightful of the ftormy fea, 

For late I faw a-drift disjointed planks, 

And empty tombs ere@ed on the banks. 

Nor let falfe hopes to truft betray thy mind, 
Becaufe my fire in caves conftraims the wind, 
Can with 4 breath in clamorous rage appeafe, 
‘They fear his whiftle, and forfake the feas; 


Her voice return’d; and found the wonted way. 
Tell me, my lord, the faid, what fault unknown 
‘Thy cuce belov'd Alcyone has done ? 

‘Whither, ah whither is thy kindnefs gone? 


Not fo, for once, induig’d, they {weep the main : 
Deaf to the call, or hearing hear in vain 5 

But bent on mifchief bear the waves before, 
And, net cogtent with feas, infult the fhore: 


TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


When ocean, air, and earth, ar once engage, 

And rooted forefts fly before their rage : 

At once the clafhing clouds to battle move, 

And lightnings run acrofs the fields above : 
iknow them well, and mark’d their rude com- 


ort, 
whife ae a child, within my father’s court : 
In times of tempeft they command alone, 

And he but fits precarious on the throne : 

‘The more I know, the more my fears augment, 
And fears are oft prophetic of th’ event. 

Bat, if not fears or reafons will prevail, 

If fate has fix’d thee cbftinate to fail, 

Go not without thy wife, but let me bear 

My part of danger with an equal fhare, 

And prefent fuffer what I only fear; 

‘Then o'er the bounding billows fhali we fly, 
Secure to live together, or to die. 

Thefe reafons mov'd her farlike hufband’s heart, 
But flill he held his purpofe to depart : 

For, as he lov’d her equal to his life, 

He would nat to the feas expofe his wife ; 

Nor could be wrought his voyage to refrain, 
But fought by arguments to footh her pain; 
Nor thefe avail’d; at length he lights on one, 
With which fo difficult a caufe he won: 

My love, fo fhort an abfence ceafe to fear, 
For, by my father’s holy flame, I {wear, 
Before two moons their orb with light adorn, 
lf heaven allow me life, I will return. 

This promife of fo hort a ftay prevails ; 

He foon equips the fhip, fupplies the fails, 

And gives the word to launch; fhe trembling 
views 

This pomp of death, and parting tears renews: 

Laft, with a kifs, the took a long farewel, 

Sigh’d, with a fad prefage, and fwooning fell; 

While Ceyx feeks delays, the lufty crew, 

Rais'd on their banks, their oars in order arew 
‘Yo their broad breafts, the ship with fury flew. 
‘The queen recover’d rears her humid eyes, 

And firft her hufband on the poop efpies 
Shaking his hand at diftance on the main ; 
She took the fign ; and fhook her hand again. 
Still as the ground recedes, retracts her view 
With fharpen'd fight, till fhe no fonger knew 
The much lov'd face; that comfort lott fupplies 
‘With lefs, and with the galley feeds her eyes; 
‘The galley born from view by rifing gales, 
she fellow'd with her fight the flying fails + 
When ev’n the flying fails were feen no more, 
Forfaken of all fight, the left the fhore. 

‘Then on her bridal bed her body throws, 
And fought in fleep her weary’d eyes to clofe : 
Her hufband’s pillow, and the widow'd part 
Which once hg prefs’d, renew’d the former fmatt. 

And now a breeze from fhore began to blow, 
‘The fadors fhip their oars, and ceale te row; 
‘Then hoift their yards a-trip, and all their fails 
Let fall, to ceurt the wind, and catch the gales; 
By this\the veffel half her courfe had run, 

And as much refted till the rifing fun ; 
Both thotes were loft to fight, when at the clofe 
Of day, a ftiffer gale at caft arofe : 


3t7 
‘The fea grew white, the rolling waves from far, 
Like heralds, firft denounce the watery war, 

This feen, the mafter foon began to cry, 

Strike, ftrike the top-fail ;. lct the main-fheet fly, 
And furl your fails: the winds repel the found, 
And in the fpeaker’s mouth the fpeech is drown'd. 
Yet, of their own accord, as danger taught, 

Each in his way, officioully they wrought ; 

Some ftow their oars, or ftop the leaky fides, _ 
Another bolder yet the yard beftrides, 

And folds the fails ; a fourth, with labour, laves 
Th’ intrading feas, and waves ejects on waves. 

Ig this confufion while their work they ply, 
‘The winds augment the winter of the fky, 

And wage intedtine wars; the fuffering feas _ 

Are tofs’d, and mingled as their tyrants pleafe. 

The mafter would command, but, in defpair 

Of fafety, ftands amaz'd with ftupid care, 

Nor what to bid or what forbid he knows, 

‘Th’ ungovern’d tempeft to fuch fury grows; 

Vain ishis force, and vainer is his {kill ; 

With fuch a concourfe comes the flood of ill : 

The cries of men are mit’d with rattling fhrowdes 

Seas dafh on feas, and clouds encounter clouds : 

At once from eaft to weft, frem pole to pole, 

The forky lightnings flafh, the roaring thunders 
roll. 

Now waves on waves afcending feale the fkies, 
And, in the fires above, the water fries ; : 
When yellow fands are fifted from below, 

The glittering billows give a golden fhow; 
And when the fouler bottom fpews the black, 
The Stygian dye the tainted waters take: 


Then frothy white appear the flatted feas, a 
And change their colour, changing their dif. 
cafe. 


Like various fits the Trachin veffel finds, 

And now fublime fhe rides upon the winds; 

As from a lofty {ummit looks.from high, 

And from the clouds beholds the nether fky : 

Now from the depth of hell they lift their fight, 

And at a diftance fee fuperior light, 

The lathing billows make a loud report, 

And beat her fides, as battering-rams a fort; 

Oras a lion, bounding in his way, 

With force augmented, bears againit his prey, 

Sidelong to feize; or, unappall’d with fear, 

Springs on the coils, and rufhes on the {pear :, 

So feas impell’d by winds with added power 

Affault the fides, and o’er the hatches tower. 
The planks, their pitchy coverings wafh'd a- 


way, 

Now yield, and now a yawning breach difplay : 

The roaring waters, with a hoftile tide, 

Ruth through the ruins of her gaping fide. - 

Mean time in fhects of rajn the ficy defcends; 

And ocean, {well’d with waters, upwards tends, 

One'rifing, falling one: the heavens and fea 

Meet at their confines, in the middle way : 

The fails axe drunk with fhewers, and drop with 
rain; a 

Sweet waters mingle with the briny main, 

No ftar appears, to lend his friendly light : 

Darknefs and tempeft make a double night : 


nt THE WORKS 


Bat Rahhing fires difclofe the deep by turns; 

. And, while the lightnings blaze, the water burns. 

Now all the waves their fcutter’d ferce unite, 
And as a foldicr, foremoft in the fight, 

Makes way for others, and an hoft alone 
Still preffes on, and urging gains the town; 
So while ch’ invading billows come a-breatt, 
The hero, tenth advanc'd before the reft, 
Sweeps ali before him with impetuous tway, 
And from the walls defcends upon the prey 5 

‘Part, following, enter} part remain without, 

_ "With envy hear their fellows’ congueting fhout, 
And mount on others’ backs, in hope to fhare 
‘The city, thus become the feat of war. 

An univer{al cry refounds aloud; 

‘The faifors run in heaps; a helplefs crowd ; 

Art fails, and courage falls, no fuccour near ; 

As many waves, as many deaths appear. 

One weeps, and yet defpairs of lare relief; 

Ohe cannot weep, his fears congeal his grief, 

But, ftupid, with dry eyes expects his fate; 

Ong with loud fhricks laments his loft eftate, 

And calls thofe happy whom their funerals 
wait. 

"This wretch with prayers and vows the Gods im- 
plores, 

And ev'n the ikies he cannot fee, adores ; 

"Phat other on his friends his thoughts beftows, 

His careful father, and his faithful fpoufe : 

‘Fhe covetons worldling, in his anxious mind, 
“Phinks only on the wealth he Jeft behind. 

All Ceyx his Alcyone employs; 

For her he grieves, yet in her abfence joys: 

“His wife he withes, and would {till be near 5 
Noeher with him, but wifhes him with her: 
Now with laft looks he fecks his narive fhore, 
Which fate has deftin’d him to fee no more; 

‘He fought ; but, in the dark tempeftuous night, 
He knew not whither to direct his fight. 

So whirl the feas, fuch darknels blinds the fky, 
"That the black night receives a deeper dye. 

The giddy fhip ran round; the tempeft tore 
Her maft, and over-board the rudder hore. 

,Qne hillow mounts; and, with a fornful brow, 
Proud of her conqueft gain'd, infults the waves 

below 5 ‘ 
Nor lighrer fal!s, than if fome giant tore 
Pindas and Athos, with the freight they bore, 

And tofe’d on feas: prefs'd with the pondcrous 

blow, 

Down finks the thip within th’ aby{ below : 
Down with the veilel fiak into the main 
‘The many, never more to rife again: 

Some few on featter’d planks, with fruitlefs care, 
Lay hold, and {wim, but, while they twim, de+ 
fpair. 

Ev'n he who late a {ceptre did command, 
Now grafpsa floating fragment in his hand 5” 
And, while he ftruggfes on the ftormy main, 
lTavokes his father, and his wife, in vain: 

But yet his confort is bis greater care + 

Gleyone he names amidtt his prayer; 

‘ames, as a charm againft the waves and wind; 
Moft in his mouth, and ever in his mind i 


OF DRYDEN. 


Tir’d with his toil, all hopes of fafety paft, 
From prayers to withes he defcends at latt, 
That his dead body, wafted to the fands, 
Might have its burial from her friendly hands. 
As oft as he can catch a gulp of air, 
‘And peep above the feas, he names the fair; , 
And, ev'n when plung’d beneath, on her he raves, 
Mermuring Alcyone below the waves: 
At lat a falling billow ftops his breath, 
Breaks o’cr his head, and whelms him under» 
neath. * 
Bright Lucifer unlike himfelf appears 
‘That night; his heavenly form obfcur’d with 
tears: 
And fince he was forbid to leave the fkies, 
He muffled with a cloud his mournful eyes, 
Mean time Alcyone (his fate unknown) * 
Competes how many nights he had been gone ¥ 
Obferves the waning moon with hourly view, 
Numbers her age, and wifhes for a new; 
‘Againft the promiis'd time provides with care ; 
And haftens in the woof the robes he was to 
wear; 
And for herfclf employs another loom, 
New drefs’d to meet her lord returning home, 
Flattering her heart with joys that never were 
to come. 
She fum’d thetemples with an odorous flame, > © 
And oft before the facred altars came, ‘ 
To pray for him, who was an empty name. 
All Powers implor’d ; but far above the reft, 
To Juno fhe her pious vows addreis’d, 
Her much-lov'd lord from perils to protedt, 
And fafe o’er feus his voyage to direct ; 
Then pray’d that fhe might ftill poffefs his heart, 
And no pretending rival thare a part: 
‘This laft petition heard of ali her prayer ; 
The reft, difpers’d by winds, were loft in air. 
But the, the Goddefs of the nuptial bed, 
'Tir'd with her vain devotions for the dead, 
olv'd the tainted hand fhould be repeil’d, 
"hich incenfe offer’d, and her altar held. 
Iris thus befpoke: hou faithful maid, 
By whom the quecn’s commands are well con+ 
vey'd, 
Hatte to the honfe of fleep, and bid the God 
Who rules the night by vifions with a nod, 
Prepare a dream, in figure and in form 
Refembling kim who perifh’d in the ftorm : 
Vais form before Aicgone prefent, 
To make her certain of the fad event. 
Indu’d with robes of various hues, fhe flies; 
And, flying, draws an arch (a fegment of the 
fkies): [feep 
Then leaves her bending bow, and from the 
Defcends to fearch the filent houfe of fleep. 
Near the Cimmerians, in his dark abode, 
wep in a cavern, dwells the drowfy God; 
Whofe gloomy maufion, nor the rifing fon, 
Ner fetting, vifits, nor the lightfome noon ; 
But iazy vapours round the region fly, 
wilight, and a doub:ful fiky + 
cock does there his wings difplay, 
horny bill provoke the day 3 





















TRANSLATIONS 


Nor watchful dogs, nor the more wakeful gecfe, 
Diftarb with nightly noife the facred peace ; 
Nor beaft of nature, nor the tame are nigh, 
Nor trees with-tempefts rock’d, nor human cry; 
But fafe repofe, without an air of breath, 
Dwells here, and a dumb quict, next to death. 
An arm of Lethe, with a gentle flow 
Arifing upwards from the rock below, 
‘The palace moats, and o'er the pebbles creeps, 
And with foft murmurs calls the coming fleeps : 
Around its entry nodding poppies grow, 
And all cool fimples that fweet reft beftow ; 
Night from the plants their fleepy virtue drains, 
And pafling sheds it on the filent plains : 
No door there was th’ unguarded houfe to keep, 
On creaking hinges turn’d, to break his fleep. 
But in the gloomy court was rais’d a bed, 
Stuff’d with black plumes, and on au ebon ited: 
Black was the covering too, where jay the God, 
And flept fupine, his limbs difplay’d abroad ; 
About his head fantattic vifions fly, 
Which various images of things {upply, 
And mock their forms; the Jeaves on trees not 
more, [hhore, 
Nor bearded ears in fields, nor fands upon the 
The virgin entering bright indulg’d the day 
To the brown cave, and bruth'd the dreams a- 
way. 
The God, difturb’d with his new glare of light 
Caft fadden on his face, unfeul’d his fight, 
And rais’d his tardy head, which funk again, 
And, finking on his bofom, knock’d his chin ; 
At length fhook off himfelf, and afk’d the dame, 
(And afking yawn’d) for what intent fhe come ? 
‘To whom the Goddefs thus: © facred Reft, 
Sweet, pleafing Sleep, of all the powers the beft ! 
O peace of mind, repairer of decay, 
‘Whofe balms renew the limbs to labours of the 
day; fway! 
Care fhuns thy fof approach, and fullen flies a- 
Adorn a dream, expreffing human form, 
‘The hape of him who fuffer’d in the ftorm; 
And fend it flitting to the Trachin court, 
' ‘The wreck of wretched Ceyx to report ; 
Before his queen bid the pale f{pedtre ftand, 
Who begs a vain relief at Juno’s hand. 
She faid, and fearce awake her eyes could keep, 
Unable to fupport the fumes of fleep ; 
But fled, returning by the way the went, 
And {werv'd along her bow with fwift afcent. 
‘The God, uneafy till he flept egain, 
Refolv’d at once to rid himfelf of pain; 
And, though againit his cuftom, call’d aloud, 
Exciting Morpheus from the fleepy crowd : 
Morpheus, of all his numerous train, expreis’d 
The fhape of man, and imirated beft ; 
The walk, the words, the gefture, could fuprly, 
‘The habit mimic, and the mien bely s 
Plays weil, but all his action is corfin'd, 
Extending not beyond our human kind. 
Another birds, and beafts, and dragons, apes, 
And dreadful images, and monfter fnapes : 
‘This demon, Icelos, in heaven’s high hall, 
‘Phe Gods have nam’d, but men Phobeter call. 
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A third is Phantafus, whofe ations roll 
On meaner thoughts, and things devoid of foul ; 
Earth, fruits, and flowers, he reprefents in dreams, 
And folid rocks unmov'd, and running ftreams. 
Thefe three to kings and chiefs their fcenes difs 
plays 

‘The reft before th’ ignoble commons play. 
Of thefe the chofen Morpheus is difpatch’d : 
Which done, the lazy monareh, over watch'd, 
Down from his propping elbow drops his head, 
Diffolv’d in fleep, and fhrinks within his bed. 

Darkling the diemon glides, for flight prepar'd, 
So foft, that fearce his fanning wings are heard. 
To Trachin, fwift as thought, the flitting fhade 
Through air hismomentary journey made ; 
Then lays afide the ftecrage of his wings, 
Forfakes his proper form, affumes the king’s, 
And pale as death, defpoil’d of his array, 
Into the queen’s apartment takes his way, ‘ 
And ftands before the bed at dawn of day : 
Unmov'd his eyes, and wet his beard uppears, 
And thedding vain, but feeming real tears ; 
The briny water dropping from his hairs : 
Then ftaring on her, with a ghaftly look 
And hollow voice, he thus the’queen befpoke : 
Know'it thou not me? Not yet, unhappy wife? 
Or are my features perifh’d with my life ? 
Look once again, and for thy hufband loft, 

t 
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Lo all that’s left of him, thy hufband’s ghoft? 

‘Thy vows fur my return were all in vain; 

The ftormy fouth o’ertook us on the main; 

And never shalt thou fee thy living lord again, 

Bear witnefs, heaven, I caii’d on thee in death, 

And while I call’d, a billow ftopp’d my breath 23 

‘Think not that flying fame reports my fate; ~ 

I prefent, } appear, and my own wreck relate, 

Rife, wretched widow, rife, nor undeplor’d 

Permit niy ghoft co pafs the Stygian ford ; 

But rife, prepar'd, in black, to mourn thy pe- 
rith’d lord. 

Thus faid the player god ; and, adding art 

Of voice and gefture, fo perform’d his part, 

She thought (fo like her love the fhade appears) * 

‘That Ceyx Spake the words, and Ceyx thed the: 
tears, ey 

She groan’d, her inward foul with grief oppré fwd. 

She figh'd, fhe wept, and fleeping beat her - 
breaft ; 

Then ftretch’d her arms t’ embrace his body 
bare; 

Her clafping arms inclofe but empty air =. 

At this not yet awake, fhe cry’d, Oh flay; 

One is our fate, and common is our way ! 

5o dreadful was the dream, fo lond the fpoke, 

‘That, ftarting’ fudden up, the flaumber broke; 

‘Then caft her eyes around, in hope to view 

Her vanith'd lord, and find the vifion true: 

For now the maids, who waited her commands, 

Ran in with lighted tapers in their hands. 

Tir’d with the fearch, not finding what fhe {ecka, 

With cruel blows fhe pounds her blubber’d 
cheeks ; 

Then from her beaten breaft the linen tare, 

And cut the golden caul that bound her hair. 
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Heer nurfe demands the caufe. With louder cries 
She profecutes her griefs, and thus replies: 
No mere Alcyone, fhe fuffer’d death 
With her lov’d lord, when Ceyx loft his breath : 
No flattery, no falfe comfort, give me none, 
My thipwreck'd Ceyx is for ever gone ; 
T faw, I faw him manifeft in view, 
His voice, his/figure, and his geftures knew; 
His luftre loft, and every living grace, 
Yet tretain’d the features of his face ; 
Though with pale cheeks, wet beard, and drop- 
ping hair, 
None but my Ceyx could appear fo fair : 
T would have ftrain’d him with a ftrid& embrace ; 
But through my arms he flipt, and vanifh’d from 
/ the place. 
‘There, ev’n juft there he ftood: and as fhe {poke, 
‘Where lait the fpectre was fhe caft her look ; 
Fain would the hope, and gaz’d upon the ground, 
If any printed footiteps might be found, — - 
Then figh’d,' and faid, This I too well fore- 
knew, 
And my prophetic fear prefag’d teo true. 
*Pwas what | begg’d, when with a bleeding heart 
J took my leave, and fuffer’d thee to part, 
Or I to go along, or thou to ftay, 
Never, ah never to divide our way ! 
Happier for me, that all our hours affign'd 
Together we had liv'd; ev’n not in death dif- 
join’d! 
So had my Ceyx ftill been living here, 
Or with my Ceyx 1 had perith’d there: 
Now 1 die abfent in the vaft profound ; 
And me without myfelf the feas have drown’d : 
‘The ftorme were not fo cruel; fhould [ ftrive 
‘To lengthen life, and fuch a grief farvive ; 
But neither will I ftrive, nor wretched thee 
In death forfake, but kecp thee company. 
YF net one common fepulchre contains 
. Our bodies, or one urn our laft remains; 
Yet Ceyx and Alcyone thal join, 
Their names remember'd in one common line, 
No farther voice her-mighty grief affords, 
For fighs come suthing in betwixt her words, 
And ftopt her tongue ; hut whai her tongue de~ 
ny'd, - (ply’d. 
Soft tears and groans, and dumb complaints, fup- 
*Twas morning. To the port fhe takes her 


way, 

And ands upon the margin of the fea : 

That place, that very fpot of ground the fought, 

Or thither by her deftiny was brought, 

‘Where laft he ftood : and while fhe fadly faid, 

*Twas here he left me, lingering here delay’d ; 

His parting kife; and there his anchors weigh’d; 

‘Thus Speaking, while her thoughts paft ations 
trace, 

And call to mind, admonith’d by the place, 
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Sharp at her utmoft ken fhe caft her eyes, 

And fomewhat floating from afar deferies : 

It feem’d a corpfe adrift to diftant fight ; 

But at a diftance who could judge aright? 

It wafted nearer yet; and then fhe knew, 

‘That what before fhe but furmis’d, was true: 

A corpfe it was, but whofe it was unknown ; 

Yet mov’d, howe’er, fhe made the cafe her own, 

Took the bad omen of a thipwreck’d man, 

As for a ftranger wepr, and thus began: 

Poor wretch, on ftormy {cas to lofe thy life ; 

Unhappy thou, but more thy widow’d wife! 

At this fhe paus’d; for now the flowing tide 

Had brought the body nearer to the fide, 

‘The more fhe looks, the more her fears increafe, 

At nearer fight; and he’s herfelf the lefs, 

Now driven afhore, and at her feet it lies, 

She knows too much, in knowing whom fhe 
fees, 7 

Her hufband’s corpfe : at this the loudly fhrieks : 

Tis he, ’tis he, fhe erics, and tears her cheeks, 

Her hair, her velt; and, ftooping to the fands, 

About his neck fhe caft her trembling hands. 

And is it thus, O dearer than my life ; 

Thus, thus return’ft thou to thy longing wife ! 

She faid; and to the neighbouring mole fhe 
ftrode 

(Rais’d there to break th’ incurfions of the flood); 

Headlong from hence to plunge herfelf the 
fprings, ' 

But thoots along, fupported on her wings. 

A bird new-made, about the banks the plies, 

Nor far from hore, and fhort excurfions tries ; 

Nor feeks in air her humble flight to raife, 

Content to fkim the furface of the feas. 

Her bill, though flender, tends a creaking noife, 

And imitates a lamentable voice. 

Now lighting where the bloodlefs body lies, 

She with a funeral note renews her cries; 

At all her ftretch her little wings the fpread, 

And with her feather’d arms embrac’d the 
dead ; 

Then flickering to his pallid lips, the ftrove 

‘To print a kifs, the laft effay of love. 

Whether the vital touch reviv’d the dead, 

Or that the moving waters rais’d his head 

To meet the kifs, the vulgar doubt alone; 

For fure a prefent miracle was fhown. 

The Gods their thapes to winter-birds trapflate, 

But hoth obnoxious to their former fate. 

‘Their conjugal affe@ion Rill is ty'd ; 

And ftill the mournful race is multiply'd : 

They bill, they tread: Alcyone comprefs’d 

Seven days fits brooding on her floating neft : 

A wintery queen: her fire at length is kind, 

Calms every ft.rm, and hudhes every wind; 

Prepares his empire for his daughter's eafe, 

And for his hatching nephews fmoothes the feas 


“ 











LES ACUS transformed into a CORMORANT.. 


FROM THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES, 





Tuese fome old man fees wanton in the air, 

And praifes the unhappy conftant pair; 

"Phen to his friend the long-neck’d cormorant 

fhows, 

‘The former tale reviving others woes: 

"That fable bird, he cries, which cuts the flood 

With flender legs, was once of roya} blood; 

His anceftors from mighty Tros proceed, 

‘The brave Laomedon, and Ganymede 

(Whofe beauty tempted Jove to fteal the boy), 

And Priam, haplefs prince! who fell with Troy : 

Himfelf was Hedtor’s brother, and (had fate 

But given this hopeful youth a longer date) 

Perhaps had rival’d warlike Hector’s worth, 

‘Though on the mother’s fide of meaner birth; 

Fair Alyxothoé, a country maid, 

Bare A&facus by ftealth in Ida’s thade. 

He fled the noify town and pompous court, 

Lov’d the lone hills, and fimple rural fport, ¢ 

And feldom to the city would refort : 

Yet he no ruftic clowstfhnels profeft ; 

Nor was foft Jove a ftranger. to his breaft: 

‘The youth had Jong the nymph Hefperia wao'd, 

Oft through the thicket or the mead purfu’d : 

Her haply on her father's bank he fpy’d, 

While fearlefs the her filver treffes dry’d : 

Away fhe fled: not flags with half fuch fpeed, 

Before the prowling wolf, fcud o’er the mead; 

Not ducks, when they the fafer flood forfake, 

Purfu'd by hawks, fo fwift regain the lake. 
Vou. VA 





As faft he follow’d in the hot career : 

Defire the lover wing’d, the virgin fear. 

A fnake unfeen now pierc’d her heedlefs foot : 

Quick through the veins the venom'd juices 
fh 


She fell, and "f{cap’d by death his fierce purfuit., 
Her lifelefs body, frighted, he embrac’d; 

And cry’d, Not this I dreaded, but thy hafte. . < 
O had my love been lefs, or lefs thy fear! 

‘The vi@ory thus bought is far too dear. 

Accurfed {nake ! yet I more ctirs’d than he! 

He gave the wound; the caufe was given by 


me. 

Yet none fhall fay, that unreveng’d yow dy’d. 

He fpoke; then climb’d 2 cliff’s o’er-hanging 
fide, 

And, refolute, leap’d on the foaming tide. 

Tethys receiv'd him gently on the wave, 

The death he fought deny’d, and feathers gave. 

Debarr’d the fureft remedy of grief, 

And fore’d to live,-he curs’d th’ onafk’d relief. 

Then on his airy pinions upward flics, i 


And at a fecond fall fuccefslels tries : 

The downy plume a quick defcent denies. 
Enrag’d, he often‘dives beneath the wave, 
And there in vain expects to find a grave. 
His ceafelefs forrow for th’ unhappy maid 
Meagred his look, and on his {pirits prey’d, 
Still near the founding deep he lives: his name, 
From frequent diving and emerging came... + 

x’ 


ne 
THE TWELFTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 
WHOLLY TRANSLATED. 


ne ee 


Conncétion ta the end of the Eleventh Book. 


Efacus, the fon of Priam, loving a country life, forfakes the court: living obfcurely, he falls iis 
» Jove with a nymph; who, flying from him, was killed by a ferpent ; for grief of this, he would 
have drowned himfelf; but, by the pity of the Gods, is turned into a cormorant. Priam, not 
hearing of Afacus, believes him to be dead, and raifes a tomb to preferve his memory. By this 
tranfition, which is one of the fineft in all Ovid, the poct naturally falls into the ftory of the 
Trojan war, which is fumed up, in the prefent book, but fo very briefly, in many places, that 
Ovid feems more fhort than Virgil, contrary to his afual ftyle, Yet the Haufe of Fame, which 

is here defcribed, is one of the moit beautiful picces in the whole Metamorphofes. The fight of 
Achilles and Cygnué, and the fray betwixt the Lapithe and Centaurs, yield to no other part of 


this poet: 
Centaur, are wonderfully moving. 





1am, to whom the fory was unknown, 
s dead, deplor’d his metamorphos'd fon : 
A-cenotaph his name and title kept ; 
, And-Hedtor round the tomb, with all his bro- 
thers wept. 
o"Phis piotis office Pasis did not thare; 
Abjfent alone, and auther of the war; 
>Which, for the Spartan queen, the Grecians 
drew, 
T’ avenge the rape, and Afia to fubdue. 
A thoufand thips were mann'd, to fail the} 
fea; 
Nor had their juft refentments found delay, 
SAlad not the winds and waves cppos'd their 
way. 


and particularly the loves and deagh of Cyllorus and a Hg losomie, the male and female 


At Aulis, with united powers, they meet ; 
But there crofs winds or calms detain’d the 
fleet. 
- Now, while they raife am altar on the fhore, 
And Jove with folemn facrifice adore, 
A boding fign the priefts and people fee : 
A {foake of fize immenfe afcends a tree, 
And in the leafy fummit fpy'd 2 neft, 
Which, o’er her callow young, a {parrow prefs’d. 
Eight were the birds, unfledg’d: their mother 
flew, 
And hover'd round her care; but fill in view: 
rill the fierce reptile firft devour'd the brood ; 
‘Then feiz'd the uttering dam, and drank her 
blood. 
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"This dire oftent the fearful people view 5 
Calchas alone, by Pheebus taught, foreknew 
‘What heaven Vecreed; and with a {miling glance, 
‘Thus gratulates to Greece her happy chance. 
© Argives, we thalt conquer ; Troy is ours ; 
But long delays thall firft afli&t our powers : 
Nine years of labour the nine birds portend 5 
"The tenth thall in the town’s deftruction end. 
‘The ferpent, who his maw obfcene had fill’d, 
The branches in his curl’d embraces hicld : 
But, as in fpires he ftood, he turn'd to ftone 
‘The ftony {nake retain’d the figure fill his own. 
Yet got for this the wind-bound navy weigh’d; 
Slack were their fails; and Neptune difobey'd. 
Some thought him loth the town fhould be de- 
ftroy’d, 
‘Whofe building had his hands divine employ’a : 
Not fo the feer; who knew, and known fore- 
fhow'd, 
The virgin Pharbe with a virgin’s blood 
Mott firft be reconcil’d :_ the common caufe 
Prevail’d; and, pity yielding to the laws, 
Fair Iphigenia, the devoted maid, 
‘Was, by the weeping priefts, in linen robes ar- 
ray'd: 
All mourn her fate; but no relief appear’d : 
‘The royal victim bound, she knife already sear’d: 
When that offended power who caus’d their woe, 
Relenting, ceas’d her wrath, and ftopp’d the 
comirig blow. 
A mitt before the minifters fhe caft ; 
And in the virgin’s room a hind she plac’d. 
"The oblation flain, and Phoebe reconcil’d, : 
"The ftorm was huth’d, and dimpled ocean {mil’d: 
A favourable gale arefe from fhore, 
Which to the port defir'd the Grecian gallies bore. 
Full in the mid& of this created fpace, 
Betwixt heaven, earth, aud fkics, there ftands a 
place 
Confining on all three ; with trible bound ; 
Whence all things, though remote, are view’d 
around, 
And thither bring their undulating found. 
The palace of loud Fame; her feat of power ; 
Plac’d on the fummit of a lofty rower: 
A thoufand winding entries, long ind wide, + 
Receive of freth reports a flowing tide; 
A thoufand crannies in the walls are made; 
Nor gate nor bars exclude the hufy trade. 
Tis built of brafe, the better to diffufe 
The {pteading founds, and multiply the news; 
‘Where echoes i repeated echoes play : 
A mart for ever full, and open night and day. 
Nor filence is within, nar voice exprefs; 
But a deaf noife of founds that never ceale; 
Coufus'd and chiding, like the hollow rour 
Of tides, receding from th’ infulted fhore ; 
Or like the broken thunder, heard from far, 
When Jove to diftance drives the rolling war. 
*The courts are fill’d with a tumultuous din 
Of crouds, of iffuing forth, or entering in: 
A thoroughfare of news ; where fome devile 
“Things never heard, fome mingle truth with lies; 
‘The troubled air with empty founds they beat, 
‘Enterit to hear; and eager to repeat. 
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Frror fits brooding there, with added train 

OF vain credulity, and joys as vain: 

Sufpicion, with fedition join’d, are nears 

And rumors rais'd, and murmurs mix’d, and pas 
nic fear, $ Z a 

Fame fits aloft, and fees the fubje& ground, . 

‘And feas about, and fkies above, enquiring alf 
around. ae 

The Goddefs gives th’ alarm; and foot id 

known : 

The Grecian fleet, defcending on the town. 

Fix’d on defence, the Trojans are not flow 

To guard their thore from au expected foe. 

They meet in fight: by Hedtor's fatal hand 

Protefilaus falls, and bites the ftrand, . 

Which with expence of blood the Greciane won,, 

And prov’d the ftrength unknown of Priam’é 
foa; ; 

And to their cof the Trojan leaders felt . 
The Grecian heroes, aad what deaths they dealte 
From thefe firit onfets, the Sigzean fhore 
Was ftrew’d with carcafes; and ftajn'd witht 

gore: 4 
Neptunian Cygnus troops of Greeks had flain; 
Achilles in his car had {eour’d the plain, 

And clear’d the Trojan ranke: where’er ha 
fought, _ 

Cygnus or Heétor through the fields he fought + 

Cygaus he found; on him his force effay’d 5 

For Heéor was to che tenth year delay’d. 

His white: fteeds; that’ bow’d beneath thd 
yoke, : . ’ 

He cheer’d to courage, with a gentle ftroke 

Then urg'd his ficry chariot on the foes”, 

And rifing fhook his lance, in a& to throw. . - 

But firft he cry’d, O youth, be proud to beat 

Thy death, enabled by Pelides’ fpear. 

The lance purfued the voice without delay ; 

Nor did the whizzing weapon mifa the way; 

But piere’d his cuirafs, with fuch fury fent, 

And fign’d his bofom with a purple dint. , 

At this the feed of Neptune: Goddefs-borny. 

Por ornament, not ufe, tucfe arms are worng 

‘This helm and heavy buckler f can fpare, 

As only decorations of the war: 

Sa Mars is arm’d for glory, not for need. 

"Tis fomewhat more from Neptune to proceeds 

Than from a daughter of the fea to. {pring ¢ 

Thy fire is mortal; thine is Ocean's, king. 

Secure of death, I fhoufd contemn thy dart, 

Though naked, and impaffable depart. F 

He faid, and thtew: the trembling weapon’ 
pafe'd ; (plac’d (, 

Through nize bull-hides; each under other 

Ou his broad fhirld, and ftuck within the af.-” 

Achilles wrench’d it out, and fent again 4 

The hoftile gf: the hoftile gift was vain. 

He try'd a third, a tough, well-chofen {pear : 

‘T'’ inviolable body ftved fincere, Ay 

“Lhongh Cygnus then did no defence provides 

But feornful offer'd his unfiiebled fide. 

Not otherwiie th’ impatient hero far’d, 

‘Than asa bull, encompafyd with « guard, 

Amid the circus roars: provok’d from fat ” 

} By Gght of fearlet; and a fanguine war, 
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‘They quit their ground, his bended horns elude, 
: In vain purfuing, and in vain purfaed. 

Before to farther fight he would advance, 
He ftood confidering, and furvey’d his lance 
Doubts if he wielded not a wooden fpear, 
Mitheut a point: he Jook’d; the point was 


there, 
‘This is my hand, and this my lance, he faid, 
By which fo many thoufand foes are dead : i 
, And Thebes ran red with her own natives blood. 
"Ewice Telephus employ'd their piercing itecl, 
‘Fo wound him firft, and afterward to heal. 
To fome new trial of his force proceeds. 
He chofe Menztes from among the reft ; 
At him he launch’d his {pear, and pierc’d his 
‘The hand or javelin; both are ftill the fame. 
The fame I will employ againft this foc, 
And with but with the fame fuccefs to throw, 
“But back, as from a rock, with fwift rebound 
Harmlefs retura’d : a bloody mark appear'd, 
Which with falfe joy the flatter'd hero cheer'd. 
Andiin clofe fight on foot renews the war ; 
Raging with high difdain, repeats his blows : 
Nor fhield nor armour can their force oppofe : 
‘This vain attenipt the chief no longer bears, 
But round his hollow temples and his cars 
)° His buckler beats: the fon of Neptune, ftunn'’d 
And teeads the fteps the vanguith’d trod hefore ; 
Nor reft nor refpite gives. A fone there lay 
Behind his trembling foe, and ftopp'd his way. 
With both his knees above, his panting breaft ; 
Galac’d his hel: ; about his chin the twit 
He try'd, and foon the itrangled foul difmils’d, 












O whither is their ofual virtue fled ? 
Vhad it once; and the Lyrneffian wall, 
And Tenedos, confefs’d it in their fall, 
Try ftreams, Caicus, roll’d a crimfou flood + 
‘The vigour of this arm was never vain; 
And that my wonted prowefs I retain, 
‘Witnefs thefe heaps of faughter on the plain. 
He faid, and doubtful of his former deeds, 
breatt. 
On the bard earth the Lycian knock'd his head, 
‘And lay fupine; and forth the fpirit fled. 
Then thus the hero: Neither can 1 blame 
So fpoke the chief; and wh _'he {poke he 
threw: 
‘The weapon with unerring fury flew, 
At his left thoulder aim’d ; nor entrance found ; 
‘Wound there was none: the blood that was in 
view, 
‘The lance hefore from flan Menates drew. 
Headlong he leaps from off his lofty car, 
Huge cantlets of his buckler ftrew the ground, 
And no defence in his bor'd arms is found. 
Bat on his fiehh no wound or blead is feen : 
‘The {word itfelf is blunted on the fkin, 
+ With thefc repeated buffets, quits his ground : 
A fickly fweat fucceeds, and thades of night : 
Anverted nature fwims before his fight. 
‘Th’ infulting victor preffes on the more, 
Achilles took the advantage which he found, 
* O'erturn’d, and pufh'd him backward on the 
° ground. 
His buckler held hint under; while he prefs’d, 
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With eager hafte he went to ftrip the dead ¢ 
The vanquith’d body from his arms was fled. 
His fea-god fire, t’ immortalize his fame, 
Had turn’d it ro the bird that bears his name, 
A truce fncceeds the labours of this day, 
And arms fufpended with a long delay. 
While ‘Frojan walls are kept with watch and 
ward, [gua-d. 
The Greeks before their trenches mount the 
The feaft approach’d; when to the blue-cy’d 
maid 
His vows for Cygnus flain the viétor paid, 
and a white heifer on4her altar laid. 
Yhe recking entrails on the fire they threw ; 
And to the Gods the grateful odour flew. 
Heaven had i:s part in facrifice : the reft 
Was broil’d and roafted fur the future feaft. 
The chief invited guefts were fet around; 
And hunger firft affuag’d, the bowls were 
crown'd, [drown’d, 
Which in decp draughts their cares 2nd labours. 
The mellow harp did not their ears employ, 
And mute was all the warlike Symphony 
Difcourfe, the foud-of fouls, was their delight. 
And pleafing chat prolong'd the fummer's nighr, 
The fubje@, deeds of arms, and valour fhown, 
Or on the Trojan fide, or on their own; 
Of dangers undertaken, fame atchiev'd : 
They talked by turns, the talk by turns reliev'd, 
What things but thefe could fierce Achilles tell ; 
Or what could fierce Achilles hear fo well? 
The jai great act perform’d. of Cygnus flain, 
Did moft the martial audicnce entertain ; 
Wondering to find a body, free by fate 
Krom feel, and which could even that fieel rea 
bate: 
Amaz'd, theic admiration they renew 5 
And fearce Pelides could believe it true. 
Then Neftor thus: What once this age has 
known 
In fated Cygnus, and in him alone, 
‘Thefe eyes have feen in Cencus long before, 
Whofe body not a thoufand fwards could bore. 
Czneus, in courage and in ftrength excell’d, 
And ftill his Othrys with his fame is fill’d : 
But what did moft his martial deeds adurn, 
(Though fince he chang’d his fex) a worvan born. 
A novelty fo ftrange, and fall of fate, 
His liftening audience afk’d him to relate. 
Achilles thus commends their commen [uit : 
© father, fir for prudence in repute, 
‘Tell with that eloquence fo much thy own, 
Woat thou haft heard, or what of Cznens knowa. 
t was he, whence his change of fex begun, 
What trophies, join’d in wars with thee, he won? 
Who conquer’d him; and in what fatal flrife 
The youth, without a wound, could lofe his life ? 
Ncleides then: Though tardy aze and time 
Have fhrunk my finews, and decay’d my prime ; 
‘Though much I have forgotten of my ftore ; 
Yet not exhaufted, I remember more. 
Of all that arms atchiev'd, or peace defign'd, 
‘Vhat aGtion ftill is frether in my mind 
Than sught befide. If reverend age can give 
To faith a fa<tion, in my third I live. 








TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


>T was in my fecond century I furvey’d 
Young Czrts, then a fair Theffalian maid = 
Cenis the bright was bern to high command ; 
A princefs, and a native of thy land, 
Divine Achilles: every tongue proclaim’d 
Her beauty, and her cyes all hearts inflam’d. 
Peleus, thy fire, perhaps bad fought her bed, 
Atong the reft; but he had either led 
Thy mother then, or was by promife ty’d; 
But the to him, and all, alike her love deny’d. 
It was her fortune once to take her way 
Along the fandysmargin of the fea : 
‘The power of Ocean view'd her as fhe pafs'd, 
a\nd, lov’d as foon as feen, by force embrac’d. 
So fame reports ler virgin treafure feiz’d, 
‘And his new joys the ravither fo pleas'd, 
‘yhat thus, transported, to the nymph he cry’d, 
‘Afke what thou wilt; no prayer Shall be deny’d. 
"This alfo fame relates. The haughty fair, 
Who not the tape ev’n of a God could bear, 
This anfwer, proud, return’d: ‘Yo mighty 
wrongs 
A mighty recompence of right belongs. 
Give me no more to fuffer fuch a fhame, 
But change the woman for a better name. 
One gift for all. She faid : and while the fpoke, 
A den, majeltic, manly tone the took. 
‘A man the was; and as the Godhead fwore, 
Yo Cxneus turn'd, who Canis was before. 
‘To this the lover adds, without requeft ; 
No force of fteel fhould violate his breaft. 
Glad of the gift, the new-miade warrior goes, 
And arms among the Greeks, and longs for equal 
Now brave Pirithons, bold Ixion’s fon, —_ {foes. 
The love of fair Hippodame had won. 
‘The cloud-begotten race, half men, half beaft, 
Invited, came to grace the nuptial feaft. 
In a cool cave’s recefs the treat was made, 
‘Whofe entrance trees with fpreading boughs o’er- 
fhade. [came, 
They fate; and, fammon'd by the bridegroom, 
‘Tu mix with thofe, the Lapithzan same. 
Nor wanted I. The roofs with joy refound ; 
And Hymen, 16 Hymen, rung around, 
Rais’d altars fhone with holy fires. The bride, 
Lovely herfelf (and lovely by her fide 
‘A bevy of bright nymphs, with fober grace), 
Came glittering like a ftar, and took her place. 
Her heavenly form beheld, ail with'd her joy; 
And little wanted, but in vain, their wifhes all 
employ. 
For one, moft brutal of the hrutal blood, 
Or whether wine or beauty fir’d his blood, 
Or both at once, beheld with lofiful eyes 
The bride; at once refolv’d to make his prize. 
Down went the board; and fattening on her hair, 
He feiz'd with fadden furce the frighted fair. 
*Twas Eurytus began: his beftial kind 
His crime purfued, aud each as pleas’d his mind, 
Or her whom chance prefented took, The feaft 
An image of a taken town exprefs'd. 
‘The cave refounds with female fhricka We 
rife, 
Mad with revenge, to maks a {wift reprife ; 

















335. 
And Thefeus firft: What frenzy has poffefs'd, “*' 
© Eurytus, he ery’d, thy brutal breaft, 

To wrong Pirithous, and not him alone, 

But, while I live, two friends conjoin’d in ong? 

‘To juftify his threat, +he thrutts afide a 
‘The crowd of Centaurs, and redeems.the bride. .- 
The monfter nought reply’d; for words were 

vain 5 + 

And deeds could only deeds unjuft maintains _ 
But anfwers with his hand; and forward prefe'd,. 
With blows redoubled, on his face and breaft,. 
An ample goblet ftood, of antique mold, 
Aud rough with figures of the rifing gold ; 
‘Phe hero fnatch'd it up, and tofs’d in air, 
Fuil at the front of the foul ravifher. 
He falls; and falling, vomits forth a flood = 
Of wine, and foam, and brains, and mingled 

blood. * 
Half roaring and half neighing through the hall, 
Arms, arms, the double-form’d with fory esl, 
‘Yo wreak theie brother’s death. A medley dight 
Of bow!s and jars at firft fupply the fight; |. 7 
Once inftruments of feafts, but now of fate. 
Wine animates their rage, and arms their hate.’, 

Bold Amycus, from the robb’d veftry brings . ° 
The chalices ‘of heaven, and holy things, 3 
Of precious weight. A fconce, that 

high, 
With tapers fill’d, to light the facrifty, 
Torn from the cord, with his unhallow’d hand: « 
He threw amid the Lapithean basd. 
On Celadon the ruin fell, and left 
His face of feature and of form bereft. 
So, when fome brawny facrificer knocks, 
Before an altar Jed, an pffer'd ox, fy 3, et 
His eye-balls rooted out are thrown to grou 
His nofe difmantled in his mouth is found, 
His jaws, cheeks, front, one undiftinguift’d 
wound. 

‘This Belates, th’ avenger, could not brook ; 
But, by the foot, a maple-board he took ; a 
And hurl'd at Amycus, his chin is bent 
Againtt his cheft, and down the Centaur fent; \. 
Whom fputtering bloody teeth, the fecond blow 
Of his drawn fword difpatch'd to thades below, 

Grineus was near; and caft a furious look 


hung of 














‘On the fide altar, cens’d with facred fmoke, |. 


And bright with flaming fires. The Gods, ke 

cry'd, ai 

Have with their holy trade our hands fupply’d 

Why ufe we not their gifts? Then from the 

“ floor 

An altar-ftone he heav’d, with all the load it bore: 

Altar and altar’s freight together flew 

Where thickeft throng’d the Lapithzan crew ; ‘ 

And, at once, Broteas and Oryus flew : 

Oryus’ mother, Mycale, was known s 

Down from her fphere to draw thelabouring moon 
Exadius cry'd, Unpunifh’d fhall not go 

‘This fa@, if arms are found againft the foe. 

He Jook’d about, where on a pine were fpread,, « 

The votive horns of a ftag's branching head :*” 

At Grincus thefe he throws; fo juft they fly, 

"That the fharp antler’s fuck in either eye: 
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Re 
. Brsathtefs and blind he fell, with blood befmear’d, { 
‘His eye-balls beaten out hung dangling on his 

: heard. 
-Fieree Rhztus, from the hearth, a burning brand 
ScleQs, and whirling wavs; till, from his hand 
‘The fire teok flame; then dath’d it from the 
oka right, 
Qn fair Charaxus’ temples, near the fight : 
“The whiflling peft came on, and picrc’d the bone 
‘and capght the yellow hair, that fhrivel’d while 
*, it fhone, > : 
“Panght, like dry ftubble fr°d, or like feerwoods 
‘Yet from the wound enfued no purple flood; 
But look'd a bubbling mafs of frying blood. ‘ 
- His blazing locks {ent forth a crackling found, 
“And hife’d, like red hot ir'n within the fmithy 
“*  " drown’d. ; 
“The wounded warrior fhook his flaming hair, 
<Then (what a teem of horfe could hardly rear) 
“He ‘heaves the threfhold-ftone; bu: could not 
t throw ; 
he weight itfelf forbad the threaten'd blow; 
Which, dropping from his lifted arms, came 
: down 
Full on Cometes’ head, and cruft’d his crown. 
Nor Rhatus then retain'd his joy ; but faid, 
, Bo hy their fellows may our foes be {ped ! ; 
"Then with redoubled ftrokcs he plies his head : 
he burning Iever not deludes his pains; 
Bue drives the batter’d fkull within the brains, 
__ Thus Avih’d, the conqueror, with force renew’d, 
Evagrus, Dryas, Corythus, purfued : 
Ful Coryoe with downy checks, he flew ; 
. Whofe fall when fierce Evagrus had in view, 
He cry’d, What palm is from a Leardieis prey ? 
“Rhetus prevents what more he had to fay ; 
Aed drove within his mouth the fiery death, 
‘Which enter'd hiffing in, and chok’d his breath. 

, At Dryas next he flew; but weary chance 
No longer would the fame fuccefs advance. 

But while he whirl’d in fiery circlesround - 

‘The brand, afharpen’d flake ftrong Dryas fourd { 

And in the fhoulder’s joint inflias the wound. 

‘The weapon ftrack: which roaring out with 
pain 

He drew : rot longer durf the fight maintain, 

But turh’d his back, for fear; and fled amain. 

. With him fled Orncus, with like dread poffefs’d 
‘Thaumas and Medun wounded in the breaft, 
And Mermeros, in the late race renown’d, 

Now lintping ran, and tardy with bis wound, 

Pholus and Meleneus from fight withdrew, 

And Abes maim’d, who bears encountering flew; 
. And Augur Aftylos, whofe art in vain 

From fight diffaded the four-fvored train, 

Now beat the hoof with Neifus on the plains 

But tothis fellow ery’d, be tafe 

‘Phy death deterr'd is due to 

Meantime flrong Dryas urg’d his chance fo well, 

That Lycidas, Areos, Imbrens, fell; 

AU, one by one, and fi; 

siete fied, to fall 

for, fearful while be ke 
Retwist bis nofe and £. 





behind, he bere 
he bluw before. 









THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


Amid the noife and tumult of thé fray, 
Snoring and drunk with wine, Aphidas lay. 
£v'n then the bow] within his hand he kept, 
And on a bear’s rough hide fecurely flepr. 
Him Phorbas with his flying dart transfix'd : 
‘Dake thy next draught with Stygian waters mix’d, 
And fleep thy fill, th’ infaling. vi@og cry’d: 
Surpriz'd with death unfelt, the Centaur dy'd; 
‘The ruddy vomit, ax he breurh'd his foul, 
Repats'd his threat, and fil'd his empty bow]. 
toy'd around 
H sto rout it from the ground. 
‘Ehis way and thet, he wrench’d the fibrous 
bands, . 
The trunk was like a fupling in his hands, 
Aud {till obcy’d the bent: while thus he flood, 
Perithcus’ dart drove on, and natl’d him to the 
wood, . 
Lycus and Chromys fell, by hiny opprefs'd : 
Helops and Dedétys added to the reit 
A nobler patm : Helops, through either ear 
‘Transfix'd, receiv'd the penetrating {pear, 
This Di&ys faw; and, feiz'd with fudden fright, 
leapt headlong from the hill of fteepy height 2 
And crufh’d an afh beneach, that could not bear ( 
“his weight. 
‘The fhatter’d tree receives his fall, and ftrikes, 
Within his full blown paunch, the fharpen’d 
fpikes. 
Strong Aphareus hed heav'd a mighty ftone, 
The fragment of a rock, and would have thrown; 
But Thefcus, with a club of hardeu’d oak, 
The cubit-bone of the bu!d Centaur broke ; ‘ 
And left him maim’d; nor feconded the ftroke. 
Then leapt on tall Bianor’s back (who bore 
No mortal barden but his own, before). 
Prefs’d with his knecs his fides; the double man, 
His fpeed with fpurs increas’d, unwilling ran. 
One hand the hero faiten’d on his locks; 
His other ply’d him with repeated itrokes. 
‘The club hung round his ears and batter’d brows; 
He falls; and Ithing up his heels his rider 
throws... 
The fame Herculean arme Nedymous wound ; 
And lay by him Lycotas on the ground; 
And Hippafus, whofe beard his breaft invades ; 
And Ripheus, haunter of the woodland fhades: 
And Tescus, us'd with mountain-bears to ftrive ; 
And from their dens to draw th’ indignant beatts 
five. 
Demeleon could not bear this hateful fight, 
Or the long fortpne ef th’ Athenian knight: 
But pull’d with all his furce, to difengage 
Frem earth a pine, the product of an age: 
The root fluck faft: the broken trunk he fent 
At Thefeus: Vhefcus fruftrates his intent, 
And leaps afide, by Pallas warn'd, the blow 
‘To thun (for fo he faid; and we believ'd it fo} 
Yet not in vain th’ enormous weight was cait ; 
Which Crantor’s bedy funder’d at the waitt : 
‘Thy father’s {quire, Achilles, and his care; 
Whom conquer'd in the Delopeian war, 
Vheir king, his prefent ruin to prevent, 
A pledge of peace implor’d, to Peleus fent, 
a 












TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 
; ‘The fcarf of furs, that hung below her fide, 


Thy fire, with grieving eyes, beheld his fate; 
And cry'd, Not long, lov’d Crantor, fhalt thou 
: wait 

‘Thy vow’'d revenge. At once he faid, and threw 
His afhen (pear, which quiver'd as it flew, 
With all his force and all his foul apply’d ; 
The sharp point enter’d in the Centaur's fide : 
Both hands, to wrench it out, the monfter join’d; 
And wrench’d it out; but left the ftecl behind. 
Stuck in his lungs it ftood: enrag’d he rears 

His hoofs, and down to ground thy father bears, 
Thus trampled under foot, his thield defends 

His head; his other hand the lance protends, 
Ev'n while he lay extended on the dutt, 

He fped the Centaur, with one fingle thruft. 
‘Two more his lance before transfix'd from far 5 
And two his fword had ilain in clofer war. 

To thefe was added Dorylas: who fpread 

A bull’s two goring horns around his head. 

‘With thefe he puth’d; in blood already d: 
Him, fearlefs, lapproach’d, and thus defy'd: 
Now, monfter, now, by proof it fhall appear, 
Whether thy horns are sharper, or my fpear. 

At thi:, Ithrew : for want of other ward, 

He lifted up his hand, his front to guard. 

His hand it pafe’d, and fix'd it to his brow: 
Loud fhouts of ours attend the lucky blow: 

Him Peleus finifh’d, with a fecond wound, 
Which through the navel pierc’d: he reel’d 

around, 
And dragg’d his dangling bowels on the ground: 
‘Trod what he dragg’d, and what he trod he 
crufh’d : 
And to %.. mother earth with empty belly, rufh’d, 
Nor could thy form, O Cyilarus, forefhow 

Thy fate (if form to monfters men allow) ; 

Juft bloom’d thy beard, thy beard of golden hwe : 
Thy locks, in golden waves, about thy fhoulders 











Sprightly thy look : thy fhapes in every part 

So clean, as might inftruct the fculptor’s art, 

As far as man extended: where began 

‘The beait, the beaft was equal’te the man, 

Add but a horfe’s head and neck, and he, 

O Caftor, was a courfer worthy thee, 

So was his buck proportion’d for the feats 

So rofe hie brawny cheft; fo fwiftly mov'd his 
fect. 

Coal-black his colcur, but like jet it fhone; 

His legs and flowing tail were white alone. 

Belov'd by many maidens of his kid, 

But fair Hylonome pofteis'd his mind; 

Hylonome, for features, and for face, 

Exceiling all the nymphs of double race : 

Noi lefs her blandifhments, than beauty, move 5 

At once both loving and confeffing love. 

For him the deefs’d;_ for him with female care 

She comb’d, and fet in curls, her auburn hair. 

Of rofes, violets, and lilies mix’d, 

And fprigs of flowing rcfemary betwixt, 

She form’'d the chaplet, that adern’d her front : 

in waters of the Pegaizan fount, 

And in the ftreame that from the fountain play, 

She wafh’d her face, and bath d her rwice ceitay. 
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Was‘ermin, er the panther’s fpotted pride 5 
Spoils of no common beaft = with equal flaase 
They lov’d: their fylvan pleafures were the fumés.: 
All day they hunted; and when day expir’d, 
‘Together to fome thady cave retir’d. : 
Invited, to the nuptials both repai 
And, fide by fide, they both engage in war. ~ 
Uncertain from what hand, a flying dart 
At Cyllaras was fent, which pierc’d bis heart. 
The javelin drawn from out the mortal wound, 
He faints with faggering fteps, and .feeks thy 
ground : ¥ 
The fair within her arms receiw’d his falf, 
And ftrove his wandering fpirits to recal ; 
And, while her hand the ftreaming bloed.oppos’ 
Join’d face te face, his lips with her’s the clos'd, 
dtifled with kiffes, a fweet death he dies; 
She fills the fields with undittingnith’d cries-:. 
At leaft her words were in her clamour drown’ 
For my ftunn’d ears receiv’d no vocal found...” 
In madnefs of her grief, the feiz’d the dart Su 
New-drawn, and reeking from her lover's heat’ 
To her hare bofom the tharp point apply'’d, 
And wounded fell; and, falling by his fide, 
Embrac’d him in her arms, and thus embracing 
dy’d. 
Ev’n ftill, methinks, f fee Phaocomes ; 
Strange was his habit, and as odd his drefs, 
Six lions hides, with thongs together fait, - 
His upper part defended to his waift; - - 
And where man ended, the continued vell - ,,., 
Spread on his back the houfe and trappings. 
a beat. 
A ftump too heavy for a team to draw 
(it feems a fable, though the fact Tfaw)s 
He threw at Photon; the defcending blow: 
Divides the fkull, and cleaves his head in two. -~ 
‘The brains, from nofe and mouth, and either ear, 
Came iffeing out, as through a colendar 
The curdied milk: or from the prefs the whey, 
Driven down by weights above, is drain’d awa} 
But him, while ftooping down to fpoil che:fla 
Pierc'd through the paunch,{ tumbled on the pla: 
‘Then Chthonius and Teleboas I flew : ao 
A fork the former arm’d; a dart his fellow threwWa-. 
The javelin wounded me (behold the fear). 
Then was my time to feek the Trojan war} 
‘Chen I was Hector’s match in open ficld ; 
But he was then unborn; at lea a child; 
Now, [am nothing. 1 forbear to tell _ 
By Periphantes how Pyretus fell; 
"he Centaur by the Knight : nor will I ftay 
On Amphix, og what deaths he dealt that day : 
‘What honour, With a pointlefs lance, he won, 
Stuck in the front of a four-footed man, 
What fame young Macareus obtain’d in fight 3 
Or dwell on Nefius, now return’d from flight. 
How prophet Mopfus not alone divin'd, 
Whefe valour equal’d his forefeeing mind. + _ 
Already Czneus, with his conquering hand, 
Had flaughter’d five the boldeft of their ban 
Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimachus, ? 

















Bromus the brave, and itronger Stiphelua: 
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5 aie) we os 
Where fouthern ftorms had rooted ree 5 
This, rais'd from earth ¢ he threws 
Th’ example fhewn, his fellow purfue.. 

With foreit-loads the warrior they invades >) 


_| Otbrys and Pelion foon were void.of thade;. 


And ‘oseadiogroxes were naked f 
: Prefi'd with the burden, Ceneus pants for breath ; 4 
And on his fhoulders bears:the wooden death. 


"|| To heave th’ intolerable weight he tries;, 


leaves the woman in thy mind. 


what thou wert ;.what price was: 


At it rofe above his mouth and eyes; 


|| Yet ftill he heaves; and ftruggling with defpair, — 


Shakes all afide, and gains.a gulph of air : 
nies By sched elie 
fe faints by. chen refpires ube 

At laft, the burden only nods above, 

As when an earthquake ftirs th’ Idean grove. » 

Doubtful his death > he fuffocated feem’d 

To moft ;. but otherwife our Mop{us deem’ds. 


_} Who faid, he faw.a yellow bird arife).. 


beatt and the upper man. 
gt ty a Stung with {mart, 
: the hero’s hearc : 
ea rom his harden'd breaft ; 


Misia in ftrong embraces held, 
fide; his fide the fword repell'd: 
ly. echo'd to the ftroke ; 


of i meas at 
thy turn, he cry’ 
Czneus: at the word 
ts and in his shoulder | 'd the fword. 
en writh’d his hand; and as he drove it down, 
o his breaft, made many wounds in one. 
taur faws enrag’d, th’ unhop’d fuccefa; 
g on, in crowds, together prefs ;/ 
a him alone, their. darts they threw : 
5d they from his fated body flew. 2 
they ftood ; till Monychus began, 
nation conquer'd by 4 ! 
an-man; yet more a man Is} 
Ml our race ; and what he was, are we. 


avail our nerves? th’ united force, 
ft.creatures, man and horfe :* 


A 
‘s bed); [throw 
is half man. Whole ‘mountains 
at once, and bury him below. : 
vay remains. Nor need we doubt 
foul withic, though not to force 


‘| From out the pile, and cleave the liquid dkie 


I faw it too: with golden. ty 


} Nor e’er. before beheld fo 


Whom. Mopius viewin, a8 it foar’d around 

Our troop, and heard. rattli i 
All hail, he ory’d,. e-and loves 
Once firft of men b Ww, Dcw firlt of birds above, _ 
Its author to the ftory gave belie! ; 

For us, our i 


Wien ody to Ga 

at ud 

Part fell; and part efcap’ 
This tale, by Neftor told, 

Tlepolemus, the feed of 


| For, often be had heard his father fay, 


That he himfelf was prefent at the fray5 

And more than thar’d the glories of ithe day, 
Old Chronicle, he faid, among the reft, 

You might have nam’d Alcides atthe leaft-s 


| Is he not worth your praife? The Pylian prince. 


Sigh’d = he spoke; then made this proud de~ 

fence. , 

My former woes, in Jong. oblivion drown'd, 

1 would have loft ; but you renew the .wound : 

Better to pafs him o’er, than to relate 

‘The caufe Ihave your mighty fire to hate. 

His fame has fill’d she world, and reach’d the thy; 

(Which, oh, I with, withtruth, I could deny}!> 

We praife not Hedtor; though his name, we 
know, P28 


= eS im pani 

Is great in arms; ‘tis hard to. raife a foe, » * 
He, your great father, level’d to the ground _ 

Meffenia’s towers: nor better fortune found” 

Elis, and Pylas; that a neighbourin; ftate, 

And this ay own : both guiltlefs of theit;fate, 
To ¢ reft, twelve, wanting one, he flewy 

My inte whe their birth font Neste rew 

All youths of early promife, had they liv’d; 

By him they perith’d: Valonefurviv'd, 

The reft were ealy conqueft : but the fates 

Of Periclymenos is wondrous torelate, 








TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


‘To him our common grandfire of the main 

Had given to change his form, and, chang’d, re- 
* fame again. 

Vary’d at pleafure, every thape he try’d; 

And in all beafts Alcides ftill defy‘d : 

Vanquifh’d on earth; at length he foar’d above ; 

Chanig’d to the bird, that bears the bolt of Jove: 

‘The new diffembled eagle, now endu’d 

With peak and pounces, Hercules purfu’d, 

And coff’d his manly cheeks, and tore his face ; 

Then, fafe retir’d, and tour'd in empty fpace. 

Alcides bore not lang his flying foe, 

But, bending his inevitable bow, 

Reach’d him in air, fufpended as he ftood ; 

And in his pinion fix’d the feather'd wood. 

Light was the wound; but in the finew hung 

The point; and his difabled wing unftrung. 

He wheel’d in air, and ftretch’d his vans in vain; 

His vans no longer could his flight foftain + 

For while one gather’d wind, one unfupply’d 

Hung drooping down ; nor pois’d his other fide. 

He fell: the thuft, that flightly was imprefs'd, 

dow from his heavy fall with weight increas’d, 

Drove through his neck, aflant; he fpurns the 

ground, 

And the foul iffucs through the weazon’s wound, 
Now, bravg commander of the Rhodian teas, 

What praife is due from me to Hercules? 


Silence is all the vengeance I dcerce 
For my flain brothers; but ’tis peace with thee. 

‘Thus with a flowing tongue old Neftor {poke : 
‘Then, to full bowls each other they provoke : 
They rife from table, and withdraw to rett, 

The fire of Cygnus, monarch of the main, 
Mean timc, laments his fen, in battle flain : { 
And vows the vidtor’s death, nor vows in yain. 
For nine long years the fmother'd pain he bore 
(Achilles was not ripe for fate before) : 

He thus befpoke the God that guides the year. 

Immortal offspring of my brother Jove ; 

My brighteft nephew, and whom bett I love, 

Whole hands were join’d with ntine, to raife the 
wall 

Of tottering Troy, now nodding to her fall; 

And the defend: rs of our city flain ? 

‘To pafs the reft, could noble Heétor lic 

Unpity’d, dragg’d around his native Troy ? 

And yet the murderer lives : himfelf by far! 

A greater plague, than all the wafteful war: 

He lives; the proud Pelides lives, to boaft 


At length, with wearinefs and wine opprefs'd, 
/fben when he faw the promis’d hour was near, 
Doft thou not mourn our power employ’d in vain, 
Our town deftroy’d, our common labour loft ! 
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O, could I meet him! but I with too lace; 
‘To prove my trident, is not in his fate. 
But let him ery (for that’s allow’d) thy dart, 
And pierce his only penetrable part. 

Apullo bows to the fuperior throne ; 
And to his uncle’s anger adds his own. 
Then ina cloud involv’d, he takes his flight, 
Where Greeks and Trojans mix’d in mortal fight; 
And found out Paris, lurking where he ftood, 
And ftain’d his arrows with plebeian blood : 
Phebus to him alone the God confefs'd, 
Then to the recreant knight he thus addrefs’d : 
Doft thou not bluth, to fpend thy fhafts in vain 
On a degenerate and ignoble train? 
If fame, or better vengeance, be thy care, 
Their aim, and, with one arrow, end the war. 

He faid, and fhew’d from far the: blazing 

fhield 
And {fword,which but Achilles none could wield; 
And how he mov’d a God, and mow'd the 
ftanding field. 
The Deity himfelf directs aright 
Th’ invenom’d fhaft ; and wings the fatal flight. 

Thus fell the foremoft of the Grecian name ; 

And he, the bafe adulterer, boafts the fame, 

A fpeéacle to glad the Trojan train ; 

And pleafe old Priam, after Hetor fain, 

If by a female hana he had forefeen 

He was to die, his with had rather been 

The lance and double ax of the fair warrior (‘ 
queen. 

And now, the terror of the Trojan field, 

The Grecian Ronour, ornament, and fhield, 

High on a pile, th’ unconquer’d chief is plac’d : 

The God that arm’d him firft, confum’d at laf, 

Of all che mighty man, the fmall remains 

A little urn, and fcarcely fill'd, contairis, 

Yet great in Homer, ftill Achilles lives ; 

And, equal to himfelf, himfelf furvives. 

His buckler owns its former lord, and brings 
New caufe of ftrife betwixt contending kings; 
Who worthieft, after him, his {word to wield, 
Or wear his armour, or fuftain his fhield. 

Ev'n Diomede fat mute, with down-caft eyes; 
Confcious of wanted worth to win the prize: 
Nor Menelaus prefum’d thefe arms to claim, 
Nor he the king of men, a greater name. 

‘Two rivals only rofe : Laertes’ fon, 

And the vaft bulk of Ajax Telamon. 

‘The king, who cherifh’d each with equal love, 
And fron: himfelf all envy would remove, 
Left both to be determin’d by the laws; 

And to the Grecian chiefs transferr’d the caufe.- 
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Tae chiefs were fet, the foldiers crown'd the 
field : 

‘To thefe the mafter of the fevenfold thicld 

Upftarted fierte : and kindled with difdain, 

Eager to fpeak, unable to contain 

His boiling rage, he roll’d his eyes around 

‘The thore, and Grecian gallics haul’d a-ground, 

“Then ftretching out his hands, O Jove, he cry’d, 

Mutt then our caufe before the fleet be try’d? 

And dares Ulyifes for the prize contend, 

In fight of what he durit not once defend ? 

But bafely fled that memorable day, 

‘When I from Hedtor's hands redeem'd the flam- 
ing prey. 

So much "tis fafer at the noify bar 

‘With words to flourith, than engage in war. 

By different methods we maintain’d our right, 

Nor am [ made to talk, nor he to fight. 

in bloody fields ¥ labour to be great ; 

His arms are a fincoth tongue, and foft deceit. 

Nor need ¥ {peak my deeds, for thete you fee; 

‘The fun and day are witneffes for nic. 

Yet him who fights unfeen relate his own, 

And vouch’d the filent ftars and confcious moon. 

Great is the prize demanded, 1 confets, 

But fuch an abje@ rival makes it lefs, 


‘That gift, thofe honours, he but hop'd to gain, 
Can leave no room for Ajax to be vain : 

Lofing he wins, becaufe his name will be 
Ennobled by defeat, who durft contend with me, 
Were mine own valour queftion’d, yet my blood 
Without that plea would make my title good :, 
My fire was ‘I'elamon, whofe arms, employ'd 
With Hercules, thefe Trojan wails deftroy’d ; 
And who before, with Jafon, fent from Greece, 
in the firft thip brought home the golden fleece + 
Great ‘Velamon from Afacus derizes 

His birth (th’ inquifitor of guilty lives 

In thades below ; where Sifyphus, whofe fon 
‘This thief is thought, rolls up the reftlefs heavy 
Juft Aacus the king of Gods above [ftone). 
Begot: thus Ajax is the third from Jove. 

Nor thowid | feek advantage from my linc, 
Unicls, Achilies, it were mix'd with thine + 

As nest of kin Achilles’ arms t claim ; 

‘Phis (cllow would it @:aft a foreign name 

Upon wur ftock, and the Sifyphian feed 

By fraud and theft afferts his father’s breed. 
Vhen niuft [ lofe thefe arms, becaufe 1 came 

Vo fight uncaii'd, a voluntary name ? 

Nor thunn’d the caule, but offer'd you my aid, 


While he long imking was to wat betray'da 
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Forc’d to the field he came, but in the rear; 

And feign’d diftraction to conceal his fear: 

‘Till one more cunning caught him in the f{nare, 

(1 for himfelf) and dragg'd_him into war. 

Now let a hero’s arms a coward vet, 

‘And he, who thunn’d all honours, gain the beft ; 

And let me ftand excluded from my right, 

Robb’d of my kinfman’s arms, who firft appear’d 
in fight. 

Better for us, at home he had remain’d, 

Had it been true the madnels which he feign’d, 

Or fo believ’d; the lefs had been our fhame, 

The lefs his counfel’d crime, which brands the 
Grecian name; 

Nor Philoctetes had been left inclos'd 

In a bare ifle, to wants and pains expos’, 

Where to the rocks, with folitary groans, 

His fufferings and our bafenefs he bemoans ; 

‘Aud withes (fo may heaven his with fulfill) 

‘The duc reward to hitn who caus’d his ill. 

Now he, with us to Troy's deftruction fworn, 

Our brother of the war, by whom are borne 

Alcides’ arrows, pent in narrow bounds, 

With cold and hunger pinch’d, and pain’d with 
wounds, 

‘To find him food and cloathing, muft employ 

Againft the birds the fhafts due to the fate of Troy. 

Yet ftill he lives, and tives from treafoa free, 

Becaufe he left Ulyffes’ company : 

Poor Palamede might with, fo void of aid 

Rather to have been left, than fo to death be- 
tray’d. 

‘The coward bore the man immnortal fpite, 

Who tham’d him out of madnefs into fight : 

Nor, daring ocherwife to vent his hare ; 

Accus’d him firft of treafon to the {tate ; 

And then for proof produc’d the golden ftore 

Hinifelf had hidden in his tent before + 

‘Thus of two champions he depriv’d our hoft, 

By exile one, and one by treafon loft, 

Thus fights Ulyffes, thus his fame extends, 

4& formidable man, but to his friends : 

Great, for what greatnefs is in words and found : 

Ev’p faithful Neftor lefs in both is found : 

But that he might without a rival reign, 

He left his faithful Neftor on the plain; 

Forfook his friend ev'n at his utmoft need, 

Who tir’d and tardy, with his wounded fteed, 

Cry'd out for aid, and call’d him by his name 3 

But cowardice has neither ears nor fhame : 

Thus fled the geod old man, bereft of aid, 

And, for as much as lay in him, betray’d. 

That this is not a fable forg’d by me, 

Like one of his, an Ulyffean lie, 

J vouch ew’n Diomede, who, though his friend, 

Cannot that aét excufe, much lefs defend : 

He call’d him back aloud, aff tax’d his fear; 

And fure enough he heard, but durit not hear, 

The Gods with cqual eyes on mortals look ; 

He juitly was forfaken, who forfook : 

‘Wanted that fuccour he refus’d to iend, 

Found every fellow fuch another friend : 

No wonder, if he roar’d that ail might hear, 

$lis clocution was increas’d by fear : 
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Theard, f ran, f found him out of breath, 

Pale, trembling, and half dead with fear of 
death. 

Though he had judg’d himfelf by his own Jaws, 

Aid ftood condemn’d, } help’d the common caufe = 

With my broad buckler hid him from the foe; 

(Ev'p the thield trembling as he lay below); 

And from impending fate the coward freed : 

Good heaven forgive me for fo bad a deed! 

If fill he will perfiit, and urge the ftrife, 

Finft let him give me back his forfeit life 

Let him return to that opprobrious field ; a 

Again creep under my protecting fhield : 

Let him tie wounded, let the foe be near, 

‘And let his quivering beart confefs his fear 

There put hiro in-the very jaws of fate; 

And let him plead his caufe in that eftate 

And yet, when {catch’d from death, when from 
below 

My lifted fhield I loce’d and let him go, 

Good heavens, how light he rofe, with what a 
bound 

He fprang from earth, forgetful of his wound : 

How frefh, how eager then his feet to ply; 

Who had not ftrength to ftand, had fpeed to fly! 

Hector came on, and brought the Gods along ; 

Fear feiz'd alike the feeble and the ftrong : 

Each Greek was an Ulyffes ; fuch a dread 

TW’ approach, and ev'n the found, of Hector bred, 

Him, fleth'd with laughter, and with conqueft 
crown'd, 

T met, aud overturn’d him to the ground, 

When after, matclilefs as he decm’d in might, 

He challeng’d ail our hoit to fingle fight, 

All cyes were fix'd on me : the lots were thrown; 

But for your champion 1 was with'd alone + 

Your vows were heard; we fought, and neither 

ield 5 

Yet.1 retard unvanquifh'd from the field. 

With Jove to friend ch’ infulting ‘Trojan came, 

And menac’d us avith force, our fleet with flames 

Was it the ftrength of this tongue-valiant lord, 

In that black hour that fav’d you from the {word? 

Or'was my breaft expos’d alone, to brava 

A thoufand (words, a thoufand fhips to fave ? 

‘The hopes of your return ! aud can you yield, 

For a fav'd fleet, lefs than a fingle fhieid? 

Think it no boaft, O Grecians, if I deem 

‘Thefe arms want Ajax, more than Ajax them, 

Or, I with them an equal honour fhare; 

They hongur’d to be worn, and I to wear. 

Will he compare my courage with his flight? 

As well he may compure tac day with night, 

Night is-indeed the province of his reign: 

Yet all his dark exploits vo more contain, 

Than a {py taken, und a fleeper flain ; 

A pric made pritoner, Pallas made a prey: 

Bur none of ali thefe ations done by day : 

Nor aught of thefe was done and Diomede a- 
way. 

If on fuch petty merits you confer aes 

So vait a prize, let each his portion thare ; 

Make a juit dividend; and if not all, 


‘The greater part to Diomede will fall. 
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But why for Ithacus fuch arms aé thefe, 
‘Who naked and by night invades his foes? 
The glittering helm by moonlight will proclaim 
"Phe latent robber, and prevent his game: 
Nor could he hold his tottering head upright 
Beneath that motion, or fuftain the weight; 
Nor that right arm could tols the beamy lance 5 
Much lefe the left that ampler fhield advance ; 
Ponderous with precious weight, and rough with 
coft . 
Of the round world in rifing gold embofs'd. 
"Phat orb would ill become his hand to wield, 
And look as for the gold he ftole the fhield ; 
‘Which fhould your error on the wretch beftaw, 
It would not freighten, but allure the foe: * 
Why afks he, what avails him not in fight, 
And would but cumber and retard his flight, 
3n which his only excellence is piac’d? 
You give him death, that,intercept his hatte. 
‘Add, that his own is yet 2 maiden thield, 
Nor the leaft dint has fuffer’d in the field, 
* Guiltiefs of fight: mine batrer’d, hew’d, and ber’d, 
Worn out of fervice, mutt forfake his lord. 
‘What farther need of words our right to fean ? 
My arguments are deeds, let a@tion {peak the man, 
Since from a ehampion’s arms the ftrife arofe, 
So caft the glorious prize amid the foes; 
‘Then fend us to redeem both arms and fhield, 
And let him wear who wins them in the field. 
He faid ; a murmur from the multitude, 
Or fomewhat like a ftifled fhout, enfued : 
Ti} from his feat arofe Laertes’ fon, 
Look’d down awhile, and paus’d e’er he begun; 
Then to th’ expedting audience rais’d his look, 
And not without prepar'd attention fpoke t 
Soft was his tone, and fober was his face ; 
Attion his words, and words his action grace. 
If heaven, my lords, had heard our common 
prayer. 
'Thefe arms had caus’d no quarrel for an heir; 
Still great Achilles had his own poflefs’d, 
‘And we with great Achilles had been blefi'd, 
But fince hard fate, and heaven’s fevere decree, 
Have ravifh'd him away from you and me 
(At this he figh’d, and wip'd his eyes, and drew, 
Or feem’d to draw, fome drops of kindly dew) ; 
Who better can fucceed Achilles loft, 
‘Than he who gave Achilles to your hoft? 
‘This only { requeft, that neither he 
May gain, by being what he feems to be, 
A fiupid thing, nor ¥ may lofe the prize, 
By having fenfe, which heaven to him denies : 
Since, great or fmall, the talent I enjoy’d 
“Was ever in the common caufe employ'd t 
Nor let my wit, and wonted cioquence, 
Which often has been-us’d in your defence 
And in my own, this only time be brought 
To bear againft myfelf, and deem'd a fault. 
Make not a crime where nature made it none; 
For every man may freely ufe his own. 
The deeds of long defcended anceftors 
Are but. by grace of imputation ours, 
Theirs in effe@: but fince he draws his line 
From Jove,-and feen:s to plead a right divine ; 
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From Jove, like him, ! claim my pedigree, 

And am defcended in the fame degree : 

My fire Laertes was Arcefius’ heir, 

Arcefius was the fon ef Jupiter : 

No parricide, no banifh’d man, is knows 

In ali my line : let him excufe his own. 

Hermes ennobles too my mother’s fide, 

By both my parents to the Gods ally’d; 

But not becaufe that on the female part 

My blood is better, dare { claim defert, 

Or that my fire from parricide is free ; 

But judge by merit betwixt him and me > 

The prize be to the beft: provided yet, 

That Ajax for a while his kin forget, 

And his great fire, and greater uncle's name, 

To fortify by them his feeble claim : 

Be kindred and relation laid afide, 

And honour’s caufe by laws of honour try’d : 

For if he plead proximity of blood, 

‘That empty title is with eafe withtood, 

Peleus, the hero’s fire, more nigh than he, 

And Pyrrhus his undoubted progeny, 

Inherit firft thefe trophies of the field; 

To Scyros, or to Phthia, fend the fhield < 

And Teucer has an uncle's right ;_ yet he 

Waves his pretenfions, nor contends with me. 
‘Then, fince the caufe on pure defert is plac'd, 

Whence fhall I take my rife, what reckon laft ? 

I not prefume on every act to dwell, 

But take thefe few, in order as they fell. 
Thetis, who knew the fates, apply’d her caré 

To keep Achilles in difguife from war ; 

And till the threatening influence were pait, 

A woman’s habit on the hero caft, ~ 

All eyes we1e cozen’d by the borrow'd veft, 

And Ajax (never wifer than the reft) 

Found no Pelides there : at length I came 

With proffer’d wares tu this pretended dame 5 

She, not difcover’d by her mien or voice, 

Betray’d her manhood by her manly choice; 

And while on female toys her fellows look, 

Grafp’d in her warlike hand, a javelin fhook ; ‘ 

Whom, by this a@ reveai’d, I thus befpoke : 

O Goddefs born! refift not heaven’s decree, 

‘The fall of Ilium is seferv’d for thee ; 

Then feiz’d him, and, produc’d in open light, 

Sent bluthing to the field the fatal knight. 

Mine then are all his aétions of the war ; 

Great Telephus was conquer’d by my fpear, 

And after cur’d : to me the Thebans owe, 

Lefbos and Tencdos, their over owerthrow ; 

Scyros and Cylla: not on all to dwell, 

By me Lyrnefus and ftrong Chryfa fell : 

And fince I fent the man who He@or flew, 

To me the noble Hedfor’s death is due: 

‘Thofe arms 1 put into his living hand, 

‘Thofe arms, Pelidesdead, } now demand. 
When Greece was injer’d in the Spartan 

prince, 

And thet at Aulis to revenge th’ offence, 

*Twas a dead calm, or adverfe blafts, that reign’d, 

And in the port the wind-bound fleet detain’d : 

Bad figns were fen, and oracles fevere 

Were daily thunder’d in our general’s ear: 
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"That by his daughter’s blood we muft appeafe 
Vidna’s kindled wrath, and free the feas. 
Affe@tion, intereft, fame, his heart affail'd ; 
But foon the father o’er the king prevail’d 
Bold, on himfelf he took the pious crime, 

As angry with the Gods, as they with him, * 
No fubjed could faftain their fovereign’s look, 
‘Till this hard enterprize } undertook : 

i only durft th’ imperial power control, 

And undermin’d the parent in his foul ; 

Fore’d him t’ exert the king for common good, 
And pay our ranfom with his daughter’s blood. 
Never was caufe more diffidult to plead, 

‘Than where the judge againft hinvelf decreed : 
Yet this | won by dint of argument ; ; 





The wrongs his injur’d brother underwent, 
And his own office, fham’d him to confent. 

T'was harder yet to move the mother’s mind, 
And to this heavy tafk was I defign’d: 

Reafons againft her love 1 knew were vain : 
circumvented whom I cuuld not gain: 
Had Ajax been employ'd, our flacken’d fails 
Had ftill at Aulis waited happy gales. 

Arriv’d at Troy, your choice was fix’d on me. 
A fearlefs envoy, fit for a bold embafly : 

Secure, I enter’d through the hoftite court, 

Glittering with fteel and crowded with refort = 

‘There in the midft of arms, I plead our caufe, 

Urge the foul rape, and violated laws ; 

Accufe the foes, as authors of the ftrife, 

Reproach the ravifher, demand the wife. 

Priam, Antenor, and the wifer few, 

1 mov'’d; but Paris and his lawlefs crew 

Scarce held their hands, and lifted fwords: but 
ftood 

In a& to quench their impious thirft of blood : 

This Menelaus knows ; expos’d to fhare 

With me the rough preludium of the war. 

Endle’s it were to ell what I have done, 

tn arms, or counfel, fince the fiege begun : 

‘The firft encounters paft, the foe repell’d, 

They dkulk'd within the town, we kept the field, 

‘War feem’d afleep for nine long years; at length, 

Both fides refolv’d to pufh, we try’d our ftrength. 

Now what did Ajax while our arms took breath, 

Vers'd only in the grofs mechanic trade of death ? 

If you require my deeds, with ambuth’d arms 

I trapp’d the foe, or tir’d with falfe alarms ; 

Secur’d the fhips, drew lines along the plain, 

The fainting cheer’d, chaftis'd the rebel train, 

Provided forage, our fpent arms renew’d ; 

Employ’d at home, or fent abroad, the common 
caufe purfa'd, 

The king, deluded in a dream by Juve, 
Defpair'd to take the town, and order’d to remove. 
‘What fubje& durft arraign the power fupreme, 
Producing Jove to juftify his dream? 

‘Ajax might with the foldiess to retain 

From fhameful fight, but wihes were in vain; 
As wanting of effect had been his words, 

Such as of courfe his thundering tongue affords. 
But did this boafter threaten, did he pray, 

Or by his own example urge their ftay? 

Nane, none of thefe, but rar himlelf away. 
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1 faw him run, and was afhem’d to fee; 2 
Who ply'd hia feet fo faft to get aboard as he? 
Then, fpeeding through the place, I made a 
ftand, . . 
And loudly cry’d, O bafe dBenerate band, 
To leave a town already in your hand, 
After fo long expence of blood, for fame, 
To bring home nothing but perpetual fame! 
‘Thefe words, or what { have forgotten fince,” __ 
(For grief infpir’d me then with eloquence) ° .~ 
Reduc’d their minds. they leave the crowded port, 
And to their late forfaken camp refort; 
Difmay’d the council met: this man was there, 
But mute, and not recover’d of his fear : 
Therfites tax’d the king, and loudly rail’d, 
But his wide opening mouth with blows I feal'd. 
Then, rifing, t excite their fouls to fame, é 
And kindle fleeping virtue into flame. 
From thence, whatever he perform’d in fight" -. 
Is juttly mine who drew him back from flight. 
Which of the Grecian chiefs conforts with") *- 
thee? 
But Diomede defires my company, 
And ftill cammunicates his praife with me. 
As guided by a God, fecure he goes, ” 
Arm’d with my fellowfhip, amid the foes : 
And fure no little merit 1 may boat, 
Whom fuch a man feleéts from fuch an hoft; + 
Unforc’d by lots, 1 went without affright, 
To dare with him the dangers of the night : 
On the fame errand fent, we met the {py 
Of Hector, double-tongued, and us’d to lie 5 
Him 1 difpatch’d, but net cll, undermin’d; ‘a 
I drew him firft to tell what treacherous Frey 
defign’d : 
My tatk perform’d, with praife I had retir’d, 
But, not content with this, to greater praife 
afpir’d ; 
Invaded Rheefus, and his Thracian crew, 
And him, and his, in their own ftrength, 1 flew ; 
Return’d a victor, all my vows compiete, 
With the king’s chariot, in his royal feat 
Refufe me now his arms, whofe fiery fteeds 
Were promis’d to the fpy for his noSurnal deeds : 
And let dull Ajax bear away my right, 
When all his days out-balance this one night. 
Nor fought I darkling ftill: the fun beheld 
With flaughter’d Lycians when I ftrew’d the field: 
You faw and counted as I pafs‘d along, 
Alaftor, Cromius, Ceranos the ftrong, 
Alcander, Prytanis, and. Halius, 
Noemon, Charopes, and Enromus, 
Choon, Cherfidamus; and five befide, 
Men of obfcure defcent, but courage try’d = 7 
All thefe this hand laid breathlefs on the ground ; 
Nor want I proofs of many a manly wound ; 
All honeft, all before ; believe not me; 
Words may deceive, but credit what you fee. 
At’this he bar’d his breaft, and thow’d his fears, 
As of a furrow’d field, well plough’d with wars; 
Nor is this part unexercis’d, faid he; 
That giant bulk of his from wounds is free 
Safe in his fhield he fears no foe to try, 
And better manages his blood than [: 


\ 
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1 but accus’d, you doom d: and yet he dy'dy 
Convine'd of treafon, and was fairly try’d: 
You heard not he was falfe; your eyes beheld 
The-raitor manifeft ; the bribe reveal'd. 

That Philoctetes is on Lemnos left, 
Wounded, forlorn, of human aid bereft, 

Is not my crime, or not my crime alone 3 

Defend your juttice, for the fadt’s your own: 

*Tis true, th’ advice was mine; that ftaying’ 
there 

He might his weary limbs with reft repair, 

From a long voyage free, and froma longer war. 

He took th’ counfel, and he lives at leatt; 

‘Th’ event declares I counfel’d for the beft +, 

Though faith is all, in minifters of ftate3 

For who can promile to be fortunate ? 

Now fince his arrows are the fate of Troy, 

Do not my wit, or weak addrefs, employ 5 

Send Ajax there, with his perfuafive fenfe, 

To moliify the man, and draw him thences 

But Xantims fhali run backward ; Ida ftand 

‘A leafiefs mountain ; and the Grecian band 

Shall fight for Troy ; if, when my counfels fail; 

The wit of heavy Ajox can prevail. 

Hard Philodtetes, exercife thy {pleen 
Againit thy fellows, and the king of men 5 
Curfe my devoted head, above the reft, 3 
‘And wifh in arms to meet imé breaft to breaft ¢ 
Yet f the dangerous tafk will ondertake, © 
And either die myfelf, or bring thee back, 

Nor doubt tHe fame faccefs, as when before’ 
The Phrygian prophet to thefe tents Tbore, 
Surpris’d by night, and fore'd him to declare 
In what was plac’d the fortune of the war; ; 
Heaven's dark dectees and anfwers to difplay, (fay: 
‘And how to take the town, and where the fecret 
Yet this I compaf’d, and from Troy convey’d 
‘The fatal image of their guardian maid ; 

‘Phat work was mine; for Pallas, though out 
friend, Z * * 

Yet while fhe was in Troy, did Troy defend. 

Now what has Ajax done, or what defign’d ? * 

Anoify nothing, and an empty wind. 

If he be what he promifes in fhow, 

‘Why was I fent, and why fear'd he to go? 

Our boating champion thought the tafk not light 

‘To pafs the guards, conimit himielf to night: 

Nor only through a hoftile town to pats, 

But {cale, with fteep afcent, the facred places 

With wandering fteps to fearch the citadel, * 

And from the priefts their patronels to fteal : © 

Then through furrounding foes to force my way, 

And bear in triumph home the heaverily prey + 

Which had I not, Ajax in vain had held, 

Before that monitrous bulk, his fevenfold fhield.’ 

That night to conquer Troy I might he faid, 

When Troy was liable to conquelt made. 

Why point’ft thou to my partner of the war ? 

TTydides had indeed a worthy thare 
In all my toil and praife ; but when thy might 
Our thips proteéted, did thou fingly fight ? 
All join’d, and thou of many wert but one 5 
Tafk'd ‘no friend, nor had, but him alone =~ 
‘Who, bad he not been well affur’d, that art 
And conduct were of war the Better purty 


But this avails me not; our boafter ftrove 
Not with our foes alone, but partial Jove, x 
"To fave the fleet : this I confefs is true 
(Nor will L take from any man his duc) :, 
But thes affuming all, he robs from yo' ay 
Some part of honour to your fhare will fall, 
He did the beft indeed, but did not all. 
Patrocles in Achilles’ arms, and thought 
"The chief he feem’d, with equal ardour fought ; 
Preferv'd the fleet, repell’d the raging’ fire, 
‘And fore’d the fearful Trojans to retire. 
But Ajax boats, that he was only thought 
‘A match for He&tor, who the combat fought + 
Gure he forgets the king, the chiefs, and mes 
‘Allowere as eager for the fight as he; 
He, but the ninth, and, not by public voice, 
Or ours preferr'd, was only fortune’s choice : 
"They fought; nor can our hero boaft th’ event, 
For Hestor from the field unwounded went. 
Why am I forc'd to name that fatal day, 
- ‘That fnatch'd the prop and pride of Greece away? 
I faw Pelides fink, wich pious grief, 
And ran in vain, alas! to his relief ; 
For the brave foul was fled: full of my friend, 
J ruth’d amid the war, his relics to defend : 
Nor ceas'd my toil till { redeem’ the prey, 
‘And, loaded with Achilles march'd away : 
"Thofe arms, which on thefe thoulders then I bore, 
>Tis juft you to thefe fhoulders thould reftore. 
You fee ] want not nerves, who could fuflain 
‘The ponderous ruins of fo great a man: 
Or if in others equal force you find, 
None is endued with a more grateful mind. 
"Did Thetis then, ambitious in her care, 
‘Thefe arms thus labour'd for her fon prepares 
‘That Ajax after him the heavenly gife fhould 
: wear? = pine ; 
For that dull foul to ftare with ftupid eyes, 
On the learn’d unintelligible prize: 
What are to him the fculptures of the shield, 
Heaven's planets, earth, end ocean’s watery field? 
"The Pleiads, Hyads ; lefs and greater Bear, 
‘Undipp’d in feas ; Orion’s angry ftar 5 
"Two differing cities, grav'd on cither hand ? 
Wonld he wear arms he cannot underftand ? 
Befide, what wife objections he prepares 
Againft my lete acceffion to the wars: 
Does not the fool perceive his argument 
js with more force againft Achilles bent? 
“For if diffembling be fo great a crime, 
The fault is common, and the fame in hims 
‘And if he taxes both of long delay, 
My guilt is tefs, who fooner came away — 
> His pious mother, anxious for his life, 
Petain’d her fon ; and me, my pious wife. 
*Po them the bloffoms of our youth were due 3 
Our riper marihood we referv’d for you. 
Bur grant me guilty, “tis aot much my care, 
When with fo great a man my gailt Tfhare: 
My wit to war the matchlefs hero brought, 
But by this fool he never had been caught. 
Nor need I wonder, thaton me he threw 
Such foul afperfions, when he {pares not you: 
If Palamede unjuftly fell by me, 
Your hosour fuffer'd in th’ anjatt decree y 
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"TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. aan 


: And_more avail’d than ftrength, my valiant friend 


Had ‘urg’d a better right, than Ajax can pretend : 
As good at Ieaft Eurypylus may claim, 

And the more moderate Ajax of the name: 
‘The Cretan king, and his brave charioteer, 
And Menelaus bold with fword and {pear = 

‘All thefe had beca my rivals in the fhield, 

And yet all thefe to my pretenfions yield. 

Thy boifterous hands are then of ufe, when E 
‘With this directing head thofe hands apply. - 
Brawn without brain is thine : my pradent care 
Forefees, provides, adminifters the war: 

"Thy province is to fight, but when fhall be 

‘The time to fight, the king confults with me = 
No dram of judgment with thy force is join’d 5 
Thy body is of profit, and my mind, 


| By how much more the thip of fafety owes 


‘To him who fteers, than him that only rows; -_ 

By how much more the captain merits praife 

‘Than he who fights, and fighting but obeys ; 

By fo much greater is my worth than thine, 

‘Who canft but execute what I defign. 

‘What gain’ft thou, brutal man, if.1 confefs 

Thy ftrength fuperior, when thy wit is lefs ?. 

Mind is the man: I claim my whole defert 

From the mind’s vigour, and th’ immortal part. 
But you, O Grecian chiefs, reward my care, 

Be grateful to your watchman of the wart 

For all my labours in fo long a fpace, 

‘Sure I may plead a title to your grace: 

Enter the town; I then unbarr’d the gates, 

When J remov’'d their tutelary fates, 

By all our common hopes, if hopes they be 

Which I have now reduc’d to certainty ; 

By falling ‘Troy, by yonder tottering towers, 

And by their taken Gods, which now are ours; 

‘Or if there yet a farther tafk remains, 

‘To be perform’d by prudence or by pains; 
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If yet fome defperate adtion refts behind, ‘~ 
That afks high condua, and a dauntlefs mind 5 


| If ought be wanting to the Trojan doom, ah 


Which none but I can manage and o’ercome3 ~ 
Award thofe arms I afk, by your decree: 
Or give to this what you refufe te me. : 
He ceas’d: and ceafing with refpe& he bow’d, 
And with his hand at once the fatal flatue fhow’d. 
Heaven, air, and ocean rung, with loud applaufe, 
And by the general vote he gain’d his caufe. 
Thus condud& won the prize, when courage fail’d, 
And eloquence o’er brutal force prevail’d. 


THE DEATH OF AJAX. 


He who could often, and alone, withftand 
The foe, the fire, and Jove’s own partial hand, 
Now cannot his unmafter’d grief fuftain, 

But yields ta rage, to madnefs, and difdain 5 
‘Then fnatching out his fauchion, Thou, faid he, 
Art mine; Ulyffes lays no claim to thee. 

O often try’d, and ever trufty fword, 

Now do thy lait kind office ta thy lord: 

Tis Ajax who requefts thy aid, to fhow ~ 
None but himfelf, bimfelf could overthrow. 

He faid, and with fo good a will to die 

Did to his breaft the fatal point apply, 

It found his heart, a way till then unknown, 
Where never weapon enter’d but his own : 

No hands could force it thence, fo fixt it ftood, 
Till oot it rufh’d, expell’d by ftreams of {pouting 


ood. 
The Gruitful blood produc}d a flower, which: 


On a green ftem; and of a purple hue 

Like his, whom unaware Apollo flew : 
Inferib’d in both, the Jetters are the fame, 

But thofe exprefs'the grief, and thefe the name. 








THE STORY OF 


ACIS, POLY PHEMUS, and GALATEA. 


FROM THE TeiRTEENTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 





Accs, the lovely youth, whofe lofs 1 mourn, 

From Fauaus and the nymph Symethis born, 

‘Was both his parcnts’ pleafure ; buc to me 

‘Was all that love could make a lover be 

The Gods our minds in murual bands did join : 

1 was his only joy, and he was mine. 

‘Now fixteen fummers the {weet youth had feen, 

Afid doubtful down began to fhade his chin; 

When Polyphemus firft difturb’d our jey, 

And lov’d me.fiercely, as I fow'd the boy. 

Aik not which paffion in my foul was higher, 

My Jatt averfion, or my firft defire ; 

~ Nor this ghe greater was, nor that the Jefs; 

joth were alike, for both were in excefs. 

‘ee, Venus, thee both heaven and earth obey ; 
Immenfe thy pawer, and boundlefs is thy fway. 
The Cyclops, who defy’d th’ xtherial throne, 
Anéthought no thunder louder than his own. 
The-terror of the woods, and wilder far 
Than wolves iv plains, or bears in forefts, are, 
‘Fh’ inhuman hoft, wi:o made his blocdy feaits 
On mangled members uf his butcher’d guefts, 
Yet fele'the force of love and fierce defire, 

And burnt for me with unrelenting fire 5 


Forgot his caverns and his woolly care, 

Affum’d the foftnefs of a lover’s air, 

And comh’d, with teeth of rakes, his rugged: 
hair : 

Now with a crooked feythe his beard he flecks, 

And mows the ftubborn ,ftubble of his cheeks ; 

Now in the cryftal ftream he looks, to try 

His fimagres, and rowls his glaring eye. 

His cruchy and thick of blood are Joit, 

And fhips fecurely tail along the coaft. 

The prophet Teiemus (arriv’d by chance 
Where /£tna’s fummits to the feas advance, 
Who mark’d the tracks of every bird that flew, 
And fure prefages from their flying drew) 
Foretole the Cyclops, that Ulyffes’ hand 
in his broad eye fhould thruft a flaming brand. 
The giant, with-a fearnful gzin, reply’d, 

Vain augur, thou hai falfly prophefy'd; 
Alrzady Love his flaming brand has toft ; 
Louking oa two fair eyes, my fight I loft. 
Taus warn’d in vain, with ftalking pace he ftroc 
And ftamp’d she margin of the briny flood 
With heavy fteps, aid, weary, fought again 
The cool retiremcn: of his gloomy den. 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM-OVID. 


A promontory, fharpening by degrecs, 
Ends in a wedge, and overlooks the feas> 
On either fide; below, the water flows. . 
This airy walk the giant lover chofe, 
Here on the midft he fate his flocks, unled, 
Their thepherd follow’d, and fecurely fed. ; 
A pine fo burly, and of length fo fat, 
"That {ailing fhips requir’d it for a matt, 
He wielded for a ftaff, his teps to guide; 
But laid it by, his whiftle while he ery’d. 
‘A hundred reeds, of a prodigious growth, 
‘Scarce made a pipe proportion’d to his mouth ; " 
Which, when he gave it wind, the rocks around, 
‘And watery plains, the dreadful hifs refound. 
Lheard the ruffian thepherd rudely blow, 
“Where, in a hollow cave, ! fat below : 
On Acis’ bofom I my head reclin'd, 
And ftill preferve the poem in my mind, 

O lovely Galatea, whiter far 
‘Than falling fnows and rifing lilies ares 
More flowery than the meads; as cryftal bright 
Erect as alders, and of equal height; 
‘More wanton than a kid; more fleek thy fkin - 
"Than o@ent hells, that on the fhores are feen ; 
"Than apples fairer, when the boughs they lade ; 
Pleafing as winter funs or fummer shade 5 
More grateful to the fight than goodly plains, 
‘And fofter to the touch than down of {wans, 
Or curds new turn'd, and fweeter to the tafte 
"Than {welling grapes, that to the viotage hatte; 


More clear than ice, or. running ftreame, that 
é [they. 
Through garden plots, but ah! more fwift than 


ftray 


Yet, Galatea, harder to be-broke 
‘Than bullocks, unreclaim’d to bear the yokes 
And far more ftubborn than the knotted oak: 
Like fliding {treams, impoflible to hold; 

Like them, fallacious; like their fountains, cold ¢ 
More warping than the willow, to decline 

My warm embrace ; more brittle than the vine; 
Ymmoveable, and fix’d in thy difdain ; 

Rough as thefe rocks, and of a harder grain 5 
More violent than is the rifing flood, 

‘Aud the prais'd peacock is not half fo proud ; 
Fierce as the fire, and fharp as thiftles are; 

And more outrageous than a mother-bear 5 

Deaf as the billows to the vows I make, 

‘And more revengeful than a trodden {nake 3 

In {wiftnefs fleeter than the flying hind, 

Or driven tempetts, or the driving wind, 

Ail other faults with patience 1 can bear; 

But fwiftnefe is the vice 1 only fear. 

Yet, if you knew me well, you would not fhun 
My love, but to my wifh’d embraces run; 
Would languifh in yeur turn, and court my fay, 
And much repent of yous unwile delay. 

My palace, in the living rock, is made 
By nature’s hand ; a fpacious, pleafing fhade ; 
‘Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold in-' 

wade. . ,- 
My garden, fill’d with fruits, you may behold, 
And grapes in clufters, imitating gold ; 
Some blushing bunches of a purple hue = 
And thefe and thofe are al} referv’d for yous 
Vou. Vi 
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Red ftrawberrics in thades expecting ftand, 
Proud. ta be gather'd by fo ite a hand = 
Autumnal cornels latter fruit provide ;- . 
And plambsy goo tempt you, tern their otc 
fide = i 


Not thofe of commaga Kinds $7 but fuch dione, 
‘As in Phzacian orchards might have grown : 


Nor chefnats thall be wanting to your food, 
Nor garden-fruits, nor wildings of the weod, 
‘The laden boughs for you alone thall hear ¢ ; 
And yours fhall be the product of the y. _ 
‘The flocks, you fee, are all my own ; be! 
The reft that woods and winding vallies hide, i 
And thofe. that folded in the caves abide. 
Ak not the numbers of my growing fore: 
Who knows how many, knows he bas no mote. 
Nor will I praife my cattle: truft nat'me;. *-* 
But judge yourfelf, and pafs your own decree. 
Behold their fwelling dugs, the fweepy weight 
‘Of ewes that fink beneath the milky freighe : 
In thg warm folds their tender Jambkin 
Apat@from kids, that call with human cry. ‘ 
New milk, in nut-brown bowls, is duly ferv'd, 
For daily drink, the reft for cheefe reférv’d. 
Nor are thefe houfhold dainties all my ftore ¢ 















‘The fields and foreits will afford us more ; i 
The deer, the hare, the goat, the favage boar. J 
‘All forts of venifon, and of birds the bett ; - 
A pair of turtles taken from the nett + 
I walk’d the mountains, and two cubs I found,., 
Whofe dam had left them.on the naked grounds 
So like, that no diftinétion could be feen; 
So pretty, they were prefents for a queen; 
And fo they fhall: { took them ayey: 
And keep. to be companions of your play. 

Oh raife, fair nymph, your beauteous 

bove 
The waves; nor fcorn my prefents and my love. 
Come, Galatea, come, and view my face ; 
I late beheld it in the watery glafs, t 
And found it lovelier than 1 fear’d it was. H 
Survey my towering ftatare, and my fize : 
Not Jove,'the Jove you dream, that rules the 
kkies, : 

Bears fuch a bulk, of is fo largely {pread : 
My locks (the plenteous harveft of my head) 
Hang o'er my manly face, and dangling down, 
‘As with a fhady grove, my thoulders crown. 
Nor think, Dbecaulp my limbs and body bear | 
A thick-fet underwood of briftling hair, 
My thape deform’d: what fouler fight can ‘bey 
Than the bald branches of a leaftefs tree? « ~ 
Foul is the fteed without a flowing mane ; 
‘And birds, without their feathers and cheir tralia. 
‘Wool decks the fheep; and mian receives a grace 
From buthy Itmbs, and from a bearded face. 
My forehead with a fingle eye is fill’d, 
Round as a ball, and ample-as a shield. 
The glerieus lamp of heaven, the radiant funy 
Is Nature’s eye ; and fhe’s content with one. 
Add, that my father fways your feas, and f, 
Like you, am of the,watery family. 
T make you his, in making you my own 
You L adore, and kneel ws you alone; 


pi8 
Jove, with his faded thunder, J defpife, 
id only fear the lightning of your eyes. 
ffown not, fair nymph; yet } cculd bear to be 
‘Dildain’d, if others were difdain’d with me. 
But to repulfe the Cyclops, and prefer 
The love of Acis, heavens! | cannot bear. 
Bur let the ftripling pleafe himfelf; nay mare, 
Pleafe you, though that’s the thing I moit ab- 
‘hor. ~ 
"The boy fhall fing, if e’er we cope in fight, 
“Thefe giant limbs endu'd with giant might. 
‘His living bowels, from his belly torn, 
eae fcatter"d limba, thall on the flcod be borne, 
y flood, ungrateful nymph; and fate shall find 
“hat way for thee and Acis to be join'd. 
< For oh'! ( burn with love; and thy difdain 
Augments at once my paffion and my pain. 
‘Tranilated Aena flames within my heart; 
And thou, inhuman, wilt not eafe my fmart. 
Lamenting thus in vain, he rofe, and trode 
‘Sith foriowa paces to the neighbouring wepd j 
~ Retlefs his fect, diftra&cd was his walk, ~ 
‘Mad weré his motions, and confus'd bis talk : 
- (Mad as the vanquith’d bull, when forc'd to yield 
His lovely miftref, and forfake the field. 
“Thus far unfeen J faw ; when, fatal chance 
His looks diresting, with a fudden glance, 
Acis and I were to his fight betray’d ; 
‘Where, nought fafpedting, we (ecurely play’d. 
From his wide mouth a bellowing cry he caft : 
‘Ufee, U fee; but this fhall be your laft. 
* A roar fo'loud made JE:na to rebound ; 
Bad all,the Cyclops labour'd in the found, 
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Affrighted with his monftrous voice, 1 fled, 

And in the neighbouring ocean plung’d ms 
head, 

Poor Acis turn’d his back, and, Help, he ery’d, 

Help, Galatea, help, my parent Guds, 

And take me dying to your deep abodes, 

‘The Cyclops fallow'd; but he fent before 

A rib, which from the living rock he tore. 

‘Though but an angle reach'd him of the flone, 

‘The mighty fragment was enough alone 

To crufti all Acis: ‘twas too late to fave; 

But whae the fates allow'd to give, I gave : 

‘That Acis to his lineage fhould return; 

And roll, among the river Gods, his urn. 

Straight iffued from the ftone a ftream of blood, 

Which lott the purple, mingling with the flood., 

Then like a troubled torrent it appear’d ; 

‘The torrent too, in little fpace, was clear’d, 

The flone was cleft; and through the yawning 
chink 

New reeds arofe, on the new river’s brink. 

The rock, from out its hollow womb, difchs'd 

A found like water in its courfe repo 

When (wondrous to behold) full in the Wrod, 

Up ftarts a youth, and navel-high he ftood : 

Horns from his temples rife; and either horn 

Thick wreaths of reeds (his natiye growth) adorn, 

Were not his ftature taller than hefure, 

His bulk augmented, and his beauty more, 

His coloer blue, for Acis he might paf.; 

And Acis chang'd into a ftream he was: 

But mine no more, he rolls along the plaing 

With rapid motion, and his Dame retgins, 
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OF THE 


PYTHAGOREAN PHILOSOPHY. 


FROM THE FIFTEENTH BOOK OF 


‘QVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 


"The fourteenth book concludes with the death and Seification of Romulus: the fifteenth begiga-- : 
with the cle&tion of Numa to the crown of Rome, : 
opinion of forte authors, makes Numa the fcholar of Pythagoras; and to have begun: his 


quaintancé with that philofopher ar Crotona, a town in Italy ; from thence he makes a digtel 





On this occafion, Ovid, folowipg, thie 






fion to the moral and natural philofophy of Pythagoras : on both which our author enlarges; 
and which are the moft learned and beautiful parts of the Metamorphofes, 


One able to fupport the public weight, 

‘And fill the throne where Romulus had fate. 
Revown, which oft befpeaks the public voice, 
Had recommended Numa to their choice: 

A peaceful, pious prince ; who, not content 
"To know the Sabine rites, his ftudy beat 

"Lo cultivate his mind: to Jearn the laws 

Of nature, and explore their hidden caufe : 
Urg’d by this care, his country he forfuok, 
‘And to Crotona thence his journey took. 
Arriv’d, he firlt inquir’d the founder's name 
Of tbis new colony : and whence he came. 
Then thus a fenior of the splace replies, 
(Well read, and curious of antiquities) 

"Tis faid, Alcides hither took his way 

From Spain, and drove along his conquer’d prey ; 
"Then, leaving in the fields his grazing cows; 
He fought himfelf fome hofpitable houle : 
Good Croton entertain'd his godlike gueft ; 
‘While he repair’d his weary Hmbs with reft 


A\ xing is fought, to guide the growing ftate, 


The hero, thence departing, blefs'd the places 
And here, he faid, in Time’s revolving race, 
A rifing tow fhall take its name from thee 
Revolving Time fulfill’d the prophecy + : 
For Myfcelos, the jufteft man on earth, 
‘Alemon’s fon, at Argos bad his birth : 
Him Hercules, arm’d with his club of oak, 
O’erfhadow’d in a dream, and thus befpokes 
Go, leave thy native foil, and mske abode: . 
‘Where ZEfaris rolls dewn his rapid flood; 
He faid; and fleep forfook him, and the God. 
Trembling he wak’d, and rofe with anxious heart? 
His country laws forbad him to depart = oe 
‘What fhould he do? "Twas death to go away 
‘And the God menac’d if he dar’d to ftay : 
All day he doubted; and wheh night came on, 
Sleep, and the fame forewarning dream, begun ¢ 
Once more the God ftood threatening o'er hit 
‘With added curfes if he difobey'd. heals 
Twice warn’d, he fludy’d flight ; but would convey, 
Atonce, his perfon and his wealth away: 

Yi 
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"Thos while,he Vinger’d, his defign was heard; 
‘A Ipeedy procefs form’d, and death declar’d,° 
Witnefs there needed none’of his offence, ~ 
Agpint himfelf the wretch was evidence 5 
‘Condenin'd, and deltirute of Human aid, 
“To him, for whom he fuffer’d, thus be pray’d: 
© Powér, who haft deferw’d in heaven a throne 
Not given, but by thy labours made thy own, 
phy thy foppliant, and prote@ his caule, —“ 
AWhom thou haft made obnoxious to the laws. 
A-caftom was of old, and ftill remains, 
‘Which life or death by fuffrages ordains 5 
‘White ftomes and black sithin.gn urn are cat, 
The firft abfolve, but fate is ia the lat: 
‘Mthe judges to the common urn bequeath 
‘Their vote, and drop the fable figns of death: 
"The box receives all black ; “but pour'd from 
> thence °° * {eence. 
“The ftones came eandid forth, the hue of inno- 
“*Yhus Alimonides his fafety won, ee 
‘Preferv’d from death hy Alcumena’s fon; 
‘Then to his kinfmart God his vows he pays. 
‘And cuts with profperous gales th’ Ionian feas: 
‘Fle leaves Tarentum, favour'd by the wind, 
\Ang Thurine bays, and ‘Temifes, behind ; 
{Beak Sibaris, and all the capes that Nand” 
Along the fhore, he makes in fight of land; 
‘Salt oubling, and {till coafting, till he fgund 
Phe mouth of ABfaris, and promis’d ground : 
"Phen faw where, on the margin of the flood, 
“Me tomp thar held the bones of Croton ftood : 
* Mere, by the God's ¢ommand, he built and wall’d 
*Fhe al paseo and‘Crotona call’d : 
Thus , from time to time, delivers down 
"The fure tradition of th’ Italian town. 

"Here dwelt’the man divine whom Samos bore, 
‘Bur now felf-banith’d from his native thore, 
Because he hated tyrants, nor could bear 
"The chains which none but fervile fouls will wear: 
‘He, though from heaven remote, to heaven could 





move, 
‘With ftrength of mind, and tread th’ abyfs above; 
‘And penetrate, with his interior light, 
‘Thofe upper depths, which nature hid from fight: 
‘And what he had obferv’d, atid learnt from thence, 
Lov'd in familiar language to difpenfe. 

‘The crowd with filent admiration ftand, 


And heard him, ‘as they ‘heard their Gad’s com-. 


and; 

‘While he'difcours’d of héaven’s myfteripus laws, 

‘The world’s original, and nature's caule ; 

‘and what was God, and why the fleecy fuows 
An filence fell, and rattling winds arofe; ° * 
‘What thook' the ftedfaft earth, and whence begun 

"The dance’of planets round the radiant fun 5 

If thande? was the voice of angry Jove, 

Or clouds, with nitre pregnant, burft above > 

‘Of thefe, and things beyond the common reach, 

He fpoke; and charm’d ‘his audience with his 

“ fpeech; 2 we . 
He fick the tafte of flefh from tables drove, 

And argued well; if arguments could move. 

© mortals! from your fellows’ blood abftain, 

‘Nor taint your bodies with a food prefane : 
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, 


While corn and pulfe by nature are heftow'd, 
| Ad planted orchards bend their willing load ; * 


While Iabour’d gardens wholefome herbs produce, 
| And teeming vines afford their generous juice ; 
| Nor tardier fruits of cruder kind are lott, 
But tam’d with fire, or metlow'd by the froft ; 
While kine to pails diftended udders bring, 
Aad bees their honey redolent of {pring ; 
While,earth not only can your needs fupply, 
But, lavith of her ftore. provides for luxury 5 
A guiltlefsfeaft adminifters with cafe, : 
| And without blood is prodigal to pleafe. (fill, 
Wild peafts their maws with their flain brethren 
And yet not all, for fome refufe to kill: 
Sheep, goats, and oxen, and the nobler fteed, 
On browz, and corn, the flowery meadows feed. 
Bears, tygers, wolves, the lion’s angry brood, 
‘Whom heaven’ endued with principles of blood, 
He wifely funder’d from the reft, to yell 
In forefts, and in lonely caves to dwell, - 
Where ftronger beafls opprefs the weak by might, 
And aif in prey and purple feafts delight. 
O impious ufe! to Nature’s laws oppoy’d, 
Where bowels are in other bowels clos'd : 
Where, fatten’d by their fellows’ fat, they thrive; 
Maintain’d by murder, and by death they live. _ 
*Tie then for nought that mother earth provides 
The ftores of all fhe fhews, and all the hides, 
If men with flethly morfels muft be fed, 
And chaw with bloody teeth the breathing bread 5 
What elfe is this but to devour our guelts, 
And barbaroufly rénew Cyclopean feafts ! 
We, by deftroying life, our life fuftain ; 
And gorge th’ ungodly maw with meats obfcene. 
Not fo the golden age, who fed on fruit, * 
Nor'durft with bloody meals their mouths polluté. 
Then birds in airy fpate might fafely move, 
And timorous hares on heaths fecurely rove + 
Nor needed fith the guileful hooks to fear, 
For all was peaceful, and that peace fincere, 
Whoever was the wretch, (and cure'd be he} 
That envy'd firit our food’s fimplicity ; 
Th’ effay of bloody feafts on brutes began, 
And after forg’d the {word to-murder man, 
Had he the fharpen’d fteel alone employ’d 
On beafts of prey that other beafts deftroy’d, 
Or men invaded with their fangs and paws, 
This bad been juftify’d by Nature’s laws, 
And felf-defence » buc who did feafts begin 
Of fieth, he ftretch'd neceffity to fin. 
To kill man-killers, man has lawful power 5 
But not th’ éxtended licence, to devour. 
Ill habits gather by unfeen degrees, 
As brooks make rivers, rivers run to feas. 
The faw, with her broad fnout for rooting up 
Th’ intrufted feed, was judg’d to fpoil the crop, 
And intercept the fweating farmer’s hope : 
The covetous churl, of unforgiving kind, 
Th’ offender to the bloody prieft refign’d: 
Her hunger was no plea; for that fhe dy’d. 
The goat came next in order, to be try’d: 
‘The goat had cropt the tendrils of the vine: 
In vehgeance laity and clergy join, 
Where one had loft his profit, ang his wine. 
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ftere wig at leatt, fome thadow of offence: _ 
"Vhe theép was facrific’d on no pretence, 
But meck and uprefifting inmocence. 
A patient, ufeful creature, born to bear. [derer,, 
‘The.warm and woolly fleece, that cloth’d her mur- 
And daily 10 give dowh the milk the bred, 
‘A tribute for the grafs dg which the fed. 
Living, both food and raimette the fupplics, 
‘And is of leaft advantagé when fhe dics. 
How did the toiling ox his death deferve, 
A downiight fimple drudge, and born to ferve ? 
© tyrant! with what juftice canft thou hope 
“Phe promife of the year, a plenteous crgp 
When thou deftroy’ft thy labouring fer, who 
ad, : : 
And plow’d, with pains, thy elfe ungrateful field? 
From his yet reekirig neck to draw the yoke, 
‘hat neck with which the furly clods he broke ; 
And to the hatchet yield thy hufbandman, 
‘Who finifh’d autumn, and the [pring began ! 
Nor this alone ! bit heaven itfelf to bribe, 
‘We to the Gods ouir impious adts afcribe = 
Firlt recompenfe with death thelr creature’s toil, 
"Then call the blefs'd dbove to fifare the foils.» * 
‘The fairett victint miuft the powers appeafe : 
_ (So fatal *tis fometimes too much to pleafe !) 
A purple fillet his broad brows adorns, at 
‘With flowery garlands crown'd, and gilded hortts ¢ 
He heara the murderous prayer the pric prefers, 
But un inds not, ‘tis his odor he hears ¢ 
Beholds the teal betwixt fils teriples caft 
(The frbit and produd of his fabours paft) ; 
‘And in the watct views perhaps the knife 
‘Uplifted, to deprive him of his life 5 
‘The broken up alive, his entrails fees 
‘Torn out, for prictts t’ infpsdt th’ Gods decrees. 
Fromi whence, O mortaf meri, this guft of bidod 
Have you deriv'd, and interdidted food ? : 
Be taught by me this dire delight to fhun, 
‘Warn'd by my precepts, by my practice won + 
‘And, when you éat the well-deferving beat, 
Think, on the labouref of your field you feaft ! 
Now fince the God infpires me to proceed 
Be that, whate’er infpiring Power, obey'd. 
For I will fing of mighty myfteries, 
Of truths conceal'd before from human eyes, 
Dark oracles unveil, and open all the fkies. 
Pleas’d as I am to walk along the {phere 
Of fhining ftars, and travel with the year, 
To leave the heavy earth, and fcale the height 
Of Atlas, who fapports the heaverily weight : 
"To look from upper light, and thence furvey 
Miftaken mortals waridéring from the way, 
‘And wanting wifdom, fearful for the flate 
Of future things, and trembling at their fate! 
Thofe | would teach; and by right reafon bring 
‘To think of death, as but an idle thing. 
‘Why thus affrighted at an empty name, 
‘A dream of darknefs, and fictitious fiame ? 
‘Vain themes of wit, which but in poems pafs, 
Atid fables of 4 world, that never was! 
‘What feels the body when the foul expires, 
By time corrupted, or confam'd by fires? 
Nor dies the fpirit, but new life repeacs 
Tn other forms, and only changes feats. 


34E 
Bein 1, who thefe myfterious truths declare; 

‘Was ence rows in the T: yan wars: 

My nam Tbeage I rem r well, -. 

‘And how in fight -by Sparta’s king I fell. 

In Argive Juno‘sfate Hate beheld 

My buckler hung-on high, and own’d my fprnies 


thi eae 

, Then death, fo cail’d, is but old matter drei 
In fome new figure, and a vary'd veh: . 
Thus all things are but.alter’d, nothing diets 
‘And here and there th’ wobody’d {pirit Sirs, > 

By time, of force, of fickneli difpoffelt, 

And lodges,-wherg it- lights in. man.or beats 
Qr hunts without, "till ready limbs it find, 

And aduates ¢ according to their kind ;” 
From tenement te genemient is tofs’d; 

"The foul is full the fame, the, figure only loft: 
And as the foften’d wax new feals receives, . 
“Fhis face affumes, and'that impreffion leaves; 
Now call'd by onc, now by another mame} : 
The form is only chang’d, the wax’ is full she 


fame: : 
So death, fo call'd, can but.the form. deface, 





Th’ immortal foul Bies ot in empty {pace ¢ 

"To feek hér fortune in fome other place, 
"Vhen let not piety be put to fight, 

To pleafé the tafte of glutton appetites 

But fuffer inmate fouls fecure to dwell, 

Lett from their feats your parénes you expels 

With rabid hunger feed: wpon your.kind, 

Or from a beatt difladge w brother’s.mind, 
‘And fince, like ‘U'iphys, parting from. the thote 

In ample feas T fail, and depths untry’d before, 

This fet me further add, that nature knows 

No ftedfatt ftation ; but, or ebbs, of Swe 

Ever in motion ; fhe deftroys herold, 

And calts new figures in another 

Ev'n times are in perpetasl fox ; atet'run, 

Like riversfrom their fountaid, rolling on; 

For time, no more than ftreams, is ut a flay: 

‘The flying hour is-ever on her way 5 

And as the fountain ftill fupplies her tore,’ 

The wave behind impels the wave before 5 

Thus in fucceffive courféthe minures run, 

And utge their predeceffor minytes on, 

Still moving, ever new : for former things 

Are fet afide, like.ebdicated kings: 

And every moment alters what is dong, 

And innovates fome ad till then 

Darknefé we fee emerges into light, - 7 

And fhining funs.defcend to fable ie 

Evw’n heaven itfelf receives another ‘ 

When weary’d-animals in flmbers lie}, 

Of midnight eafe ; astother, whea the gray. - 

GEmorn preludes the fplendor of the day. 

"The difk of Phebus, when he climbs on high, 

Appears at firft but ava bloodffinteye; 

‘And wher his chariot downyard drives to bed,’ 


| His balt is with’ the fame fuffufion red; 
| But mounted igh in his.meridian race 


All bright he fhines, and with a better face 2 
For there, pure particlés of xther flow, 
Far from th’ infection. of the world below. 
Nor equal light th’ unequal moon adorns, 
Or in her wexing, or her waning horny 
¥ iy : 
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For every day the wanes, her face is lefs, 
But, gathering into globe, the fattens at increafe. 
Perceiv’ft not thou the procefs of the year, 
‘How the four feafuns in four forms appear, 
“Refembling human life in every thape they 
wear? 
Spring fir, likeiafanicy, fhoots out her head, 
“With milky juice requiring to be fed: i 
Helplefe, though freth, and wanting to be led. 
‘The green fiem grows in ftature und in fize, 
But only feeds with hope the farmer’s eyes; 
. “Phen langhs the childith year with fiowrets 
. * erown'd, 
And lavithly perfumes the fields around, 
But no fubftantial nourifhment receives, 
Infirm the ftalks, unfolid are the leaves, 
Proceeding onward whence the year began, 
‘The fummer grows adult, and ripens into man. 
‘This feafon, as in men, is moft repleat 
+ With kindly moifture, and prolific heat. 
Autumn fucceeds, a fober tepid age, 
‘Not froze with fear, nor beiling into rage; 
> More than mature, and tending to decay, 
“When our brown locks repine to mix with odi- 
‘ous grey. 
Lat, winter creeps along with tardy pace, 
Sour is his front, and furrow’d is his face. 
His icalp if not difhonour’d quite of hair, 
‘Lhe ragged fleece is thin, and thin is worfe than 
. bare. 
«*. Ev’n oar own bodies daily change receive, 
, Same part of what was their’s before they leave; 
Nor are to-day what yefterday they were ; 
Nor the whole fame to-morrow will appear. 
‘Time was, when we were fow'd, and juft be- 
gan, {man ; 
From. fome few fruitful drops, the promife of a 
‘Then Nature’s hand (fermented as it was) 
Moulded to thape the foft, coagulated mals; 
And when the lite man was fuliy form’d, 
The breathlefs embryo with a fpirit warm’d ; 
But when the mother’s throes begin to come, 
"The creature, pent within the narrow room, 
Breaks his blind prifon, pufhing to repai 
‘His ftifled breath, and draw the living air; 
Catt on the margin of the world he lies, 
A helplefs babe, but by infting he cries, 
He next effays to walk, but downwerd prefs'd 
©n four feet imitates his brother beaft : 
» By flow degrees-he gathers from the ground 
‘His legs, and to the rolling chair is bound ; 
‘Then walks alone; a horfeman now become, 
He rides a ftick, and travels round the reom : 
“In time he vaunts among his youthful peers, 
Strong bon’d, and ftrung with nerves, in pride of 
years, 
‘He rus with mettle his firlt merry fage, i 





Maintains the nexe, abated of his rage, 
But manages his ftrength, and {pares his age, 
. Heavy the third, and iff, he finks apace, 
And though ‘tis down hill all, but creeps along 
the race, 
Now faplefe on the verge of death he ftands, 
Contemplating bis former icet acd hands; 
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And, Milo-like, his flaken’d finews fees, 
And wither’d arms, once fit to cope with Her, 
cules, 

Unable now to thake, much lefs to tear, the trees. 
So Helen wept, when her tua faithful glafs 

Refledted to her eyes the ruins of her face : 

Wondering what charms her ravithers could {py, 

To force her twice, or ev’n but once enjoy ! 


| Thy tceth, devouring time, thine, envious age, 


On things below till exercife your rage : 

With venom'd grinders you corrupt your meat, 
And then, at lingering meals, the morfels eat. 
Nor thofe; which elements we call, abide. 

Nor to this figure, nor to that, are ty’d ; 

For this eternal world is faid of old 

But four prolific principles to hold, 

Four different bodies ; two to heaven afcend, 

And other'two down to the centre tend : 

Fire firft with wings expanded mounts on high, 

Pure, void of weight, and dwells in upper fky 5 

‘Then air, becanfe unclog'd in empty fpace, 

Flies after fire, and claims the fecond place 

But weighty water, as her nature guides, 

Lies on the lap of earch, and mother earth fub- 
fidea. 

All things are mitt with thefe, which all cone 
And into thefe are ail refolv’d again: =~ {tain, 
Earth rarifies to dew ; expanded more 
The fubtit dew in air begins to four 
Spreads as fhe flies, and weary of her name 
Extcnuates ftill, and changes into flame ; 

‘Thus having by degrecs perfeétion won, 

Reftlefs they foon untwilt the web they fpun, 

And fire begins to lofe her radiant hue, 

Mixt with grofs air, and air defeends to dew; 

And dew, condenfing, does her form forego, 

And finks, a heavy lump of earth, below. 
‘Thus are their Agures never at a ftand, 

But chang’d by Nature’s innovating hand ; 

All things are alter'd, nothing is deftroy'd, 

the thifted Icene for fome new thew employ'd. 

Then, to be born, is to begin to be 
Some other thing we were not formerly : 

And what we call to die, is not t’ appear, 
Or be the thing that formerly we were. 
Thofe very elements, which we partake 
Alive, when dead fome other bodies make : * 
‘Tranflated grow, have fenfe, or can difcourfe 5 
But death on deathlefs fubftance no force. 

‘That forms are chang’d I graut, that nothing 
Continue in the figure it began : jean 
The golden age to filver was debzs'd: 

To copper that; our metal came at laft, 

‘The face of places, and their forms, decay ; 
And that is folid earth, that once was fea : 

Scas in their turn, retreating from the fhore, 

Make foiid land what ocean was before ; 

And far from ftrands are fhells of fifhes found, 

And rufty anchors fiz’d ou mountain graund ; 

And what were fields before, now wafh'd and 
worn, 

By falling floods from high, to vallies turn, 

And crymbling fill defcend to Jevel lands; 

And lakes, and trembling bogs, are barren fands : 
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And the parch’d defart floats in ftreams unknown; 
Wondering to drink of waters not her own. 
Fiere nature living fountains opes; and there 
Seals up the wombs where living fountains were: 
Or earthquakes ftop their ancient courfe, and 
Diverted ftreams to feed a diftant fpring. [bring 
So Lycus, fwallow’d up, is feen no morey, . 
But fur from theuce knocks out another dock. 
‘Vhus Erafinns dives; and blind in earth -- 
Runs on, and gropes his way te-féound birth, 
Starts up in Argos meads, and dhakes his lacks 
Around the fietds, and fattens all the flocks, 
So Myfus by anothex way is led, 
And, grown a river, now difdains his head ¢ 
Forgets his humble birth, his name forfakes, 
And the proud title of Czicus takes,, 
Large Amenane, impure with yellow fands, 
Runs rapid often, and as often ftands ; 
4ind here he threats the drunken ficids to drown, 
And there his dugs deny to give their liquor down, 
Anigros ouce did wholefome draughts afford, 
But now his deadly waters are abhorr’d ; 
Since hurt by Hercules, as. fame refounds, 
‘The Centaur in his current wath’d their wounds. 
‘The ftreams of Hypanis are fweet no more, 
But brackith lote their tafte they had before, 
Antifla, Pharos, Tyre, in {cas Were pent, 
Once ifies, but now increafe the continent; 
‘While the Leucadian coaft, main-land before, 
By rufhing feas is fever’d from the fhore. 
So Zancle to th’ Italian earth was ty’d, 
And men once walk’d where fhips at anchor ride; 
‘Till Neptune overlook’d che narrow way, 
And in difdain pour'd in the conquering fea. 
‘fwo cities that adorn’d th’ Achaian ground, 
Buris and Helice, no more are found, 
But, whelm'd beneath a lake, are fuck and 
drown’d ; 
And boatfmen through the cryftal water thew, - 
‘To wondering paffengers, the walla below. 
Near Trazen ftands a hill, expos'd in air 
To winter winds, of leafy fhadows bare : 
‘This once wus level ground: but ({trange to tell) 
‘Vh? included vapours, that in caverns dwell, 
Labouring with colic pangs, and clofe confia’d, 
In vain fought iflue from the tumbling wind : 
Yet Rill they heav'’d for vent, and heaving {till 
Inlarg’d the coucave, and fhot up the hill; 
«As breath extends a bladder, or the fkins 
Of goats are blown ¢’ inclole the hoarded wines: 
‘The mountain fiiil retains a mountain’s face, 
And gather'd rubbith heals the hollow fpace. 
Of many wonders, which I heasd or knew, 
Retrenching moft, | will relate but few : 
‘What, are not fprings with qualities oppos'd 
Endued at feafons, and at featons loft ? 
“Thrice in a day thine, Ammon, change their form, 
Cold at high noon, and at morn and even warm t 
Thine, Athaman, will kindle wood, if thrown 
Qn the pii’d earth, and in the waning mooa. 
‘The Thracians have a ftream, if any try 
"Lhe tafte, his harden’d bowels petrify; 
‘Whate’er it touches it converts to ftones, 
And makes a marble pavement where it runs, 
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Grathis, and Sibaris her fitter hood; 
That flide threuigh gus Calabrian neighbour wrondy 

With gold and amber dye the fhining hair, .... 
And thithet_youth reforty (for who would nob 
be fair #) - : 

But firanger virtues yot jb ftreame we find, 
Some change not only bodics, but the mind: 

Who fas not heard of, Salmacisobfcene,, 

Whofe waters into women fofteri men? 

Of ARthiopian Iekes, which turn the brain 

Yo madnefs, or in heavy feep confttain § . 

Clytorean' ftreams the Jove of wine expel, . 

(Such is the virene of th’ abiteniious well)... 

Whether the colder nymph that rules the flood 

Excinguithes, and batke the drunken Gods 

Or that Melampue (fo have fome affuc'd) : 

When the mad Provides with charms he cay’d,, .¢ 

And powerful, herbs, froth charmé and fimpled 
caft 5 4 

Into the fober fpting, where Dill their virtues la, 

Unlike cffeQ@s Lyacefiis will produce ; “sy 
Who drinks his waters, though with moderate 
Reels as with wine, and {ces with double fights,» 
His heels tao heavy, and his head too lights 
Ladon, once Pheneos, an Arcatiian fiream,.. 
(Ambiguous in th’ effe@ts, as in the hame) 
By day is wholefome beverage ; hut.is though 
By night infected, and a deadly draught. > 

Thus running rivers, and the ftanding lake, : 
Now of thefe virtues, now of thofe parcake : 
‘Time was (and ali thingstime and fate obey} 
Whee firlt Ortygia floated gp the soa; 

Such were Cyanean ifles when.'T'yphis fleer'd cays 
Betwixt their ftraits, aad their coliition demi. ‘; 
They fwam where now they fit; and rviy jeln'd 
Secure of rooting up, refit the wind.. 
Nor /Stna vomiting fulphareous fire _ 
Will ever beich; for {ulphur will expire 
(The veins exhaufted of the liquid ftore) 5 
Time was fhe caft no flames; in time will 

ne more. 

For whether earth’s an animal, and air 
Imbibes, her lungs with-coelnefs to repair, 

And what fhe fucks remits; the {till requires 
Inlets for air, and outlets for her fires; 
When tortur'd with convullive fits fhe fhakea; 
That metion chokes the vent, till other vent ihe 
makes: hinds 
Or when the winds in hollow caves are ¢hos'd, 
And fubtil fpirits find that way oppos’d, _.., 
They tofs up flints in air; the fins that hide 
The feeds of fire, thus tofe’d in air, collide; 
Kindling the fulphur, till the fuel {pent 
The cave is cooi’d, and the fierce winds relents, 
Or whether {uiphur, catching-fire, feeds an, x 
Its unctuous parts till all the matter gone 7 
‘The flames no more afcend ; fot earth supplies 
‘The fat that feeds them ; ad when earth denies 
That food, by length of time confem’d, the fire 
Famith’d for want of fuel must expire. 

A race of men there are, as fame has told, 
Who fhivering fuffer Hyperborean cold, ; 
‘Till, nine times bathing in Minerva’s lake, _ 
Soft feathers.to defend their ae thay take, 
Sy : 


ae 
‘Tis faid, the Scythian wives (believe who will) 
Transform thomfelves to birds by magic fkill ; 
Smear’d over with an oil of wondrous might, 
"Ytiat adds new pinions to their airy flight. - 

But this by fure experiment we know, 

‘That living creatures from corruption grow : 
#Hide‘in a hollow pit 2 flaughter'd ficer, . - 
‘Bees from his putrid bowels will appear; * 
Whe like their parents haunt the field, and bring 
Their honey harveft home, and hope another 

. fpring. oan 
"The warlike fteed is multiply’d, we find, 

"To wafps and hornets of the warrior kind. 

++ Cut from a crab his crooked claws, and hide 
‘The reft in earth, a fcorpion thence will glide 
And fhoot his fting, his tail in circles tofs’d 

> Refers the limbs his backward father loft. 

+\And worms, that ftretch on leaves their filthy 
loam, ‘ 

* «Crawl from their bags and butterflies become. 
Ev’n flime begets the frog's loquacious race > 
Short of their feet at firft, in little fpace 
‘With arms and legs endued, long leaps they take, 

- Raied on their hinder part, and fwim the lake, 
And waves repel ; for nature gives cheir kind, 
"To that intent, a length of legs behind. 

“The cubs of bears a living amp appear, 

» ‘When whelp’d, and no determin'd figure wear. 
‘The mother licks them into fhape, and gives 
- As much of forth as the herfelf receives, 

‘The grubs from their fexangular abode 
Crawl out unfinifh’d like che maggot’s brood : 
‘Trunks without limbs, till time at Icifare brings 

2. "The thighs they wanted, and their tardy wings. 

_'» "The bird who draws the car of Juno, vain 
‘Of her crown’d head, and of her flarry train ; 
And he that bears th’ artillery of Jove, 

"the ftrong pounc’d eagle, and the billing dove + 

And all the feather’d kind, who could fuppofe 

(But that from fight, the fureft fenfe, he knows) 

"hey from th’ included yolk, not ambient white 
ardfe? 

There are who think the marrow of a man, 
‘Which in the fpine, while he was living, ran 3 
‘When dead, the pitch corrupted, wilt become 

' A {nake, and hifs within the hollow tomb. 
< All thefe receive their birth from other things ; 

But from himofelf the pheeaix only fprings : 

Self-born, begotten by the parent fame 

Yn which he burn'd, auather and the fame : 

“Who not by corn or herbs his life fuftains, 

But the fweet effence Amomum drains; 

And watches the rich gums Arabia bears, 

‘White yet in tender dew they drop their tears, 

. He (his five centuries of life fulfill’d) 

His neft on oaken boughs begins to build, 
Or trembling tops of palm : and firft he draws 

"The plan with his broad bill and crooked clawa, 

Nature's artificers: on this the pile 

Is form’d, and rifes round; then with the fpoil 

Of Caffia, Cynamon, and ftems of Nard, 

(For foftnefs ftrew’d bencath) his funeral bed is 

Funeral and bridal both; and all around [reae’d : 
‘She borders with corrupthels myrrh are crown’d + 
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On this incumbent ; till ztherial flame 

Firit catches, then confames, the coftly framey. 
Confumes him too, as on the pile he lies : 
He fiv’d on odours, and in odours dies. 

An infant phenix from the former {prings, 
His father’s heir, and from his tender wings 
Shakes off his parent daft, his method he purfues, 
And the fame leafe of life on the fame terms re- 

news: 
When grown to manhood he begins his reign, 
And with ftiff pinions can his flight futtain, 
He lightens of its load the tree that bere 
His father’s royal fepulchre before, 
And his own cradle : this with pious care 
Plac’d on his back, he cuts the buxom air, 
Seeks the fun’s city, and his facred church, 
And decently lays down his burden in the porch, 

A wonder more amazing would we find? 

The Hyzna thews it, of a double kind, 
Varying the fexes in alternate years, 

In one begets, and in another bears. 

‘The thin cameleon, fed with air, receives 
The colour of the thing to which he cleaves, 

India, when conquer'd, on the conquering Gow 
For planted vines the fharp-ey’d lynx beftow’d, 
Whole urine, thed before it. touches earth, 
Congeals in air, amd gives to gems their birth. 

So coral, foft and white in ocean’s bed, 
Comes harden’d up in air, and glows with red. 

All changing fpecies fhould my {ong recite ; 
Before I ceas’d, would change the day to night. 
Nations and empires flourifh and decay, 

By turns command, and in their turns obey 5 

Time foftens bardy people, time again. 

Hardens to war a foft, unwarlike train. 

Thus Troy, for ten long years, her foes withftond, 

and daily bleeding bore th’ expence of blood : 

Now for thick ftreets it fhews an empty pace, 

Or, only fili’d with tombs of her own perifh’d 
race, 

Herfelf becomes the fepulchre of what fhe was. 

Mycene, Sparta, Thebes of mighty fame, 

Are vanifh’d out of fubftance into name, 

And Dardan Rome, that juit begins to rife, 

On ‘Tiber’s banks, in time fhall mate the fkies ; 

Widening her bounds, and working op her way ; 

Fy’n now the meditatcs imperial {way + 

Yet this is change, but the by changing thrives, 

Like moons uew born, and in her cradle ftrives 

‘To fillher infant horns; an hour fhall come 

When the round world fhail be contuin’d in 
Rome. 

For this old faws forete), and Helenus 

Anchifes’ drooping fon enliven’d thus, 

When flium not was in a finking flate, 

And he was doubtful of his future fate 

O Goddefs-born, with thy hard forcune firive, 

Troy never can be loft, and thou alive, 

"Thy paffage thou thalt free through fire and fword, 

And Troy in foreign lands fhal! be reftor’d, 

In happier fields a rifing town 1 fee, 

Greater than what c’er was, or is,ore’er fhall be: 

And heaven yet owes the world a race deriv'df 
from thee, 
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Sages and chivfs, of other lineage born, 2 

"The city fhall extend, extended thal} adorn : 

But'from fulus he muit draw his birth, 

By whom thy Rome fhall rule the conquer’d earth: 

Whomshbeaven will lend mankind on earth to 
reign, 

And late rauiee the precious pledge again, 

This Helenus to great Aineds told, =.” 

Which I retain, e’er fince in other moid 

My foul was cloth’d ; and now rejoice ta view 

My country’s walls rebuilt, and Troy reviv'd 
anew, . 

Rais'd by the fall; decreed by lofs'to gain; © 

Enflav'd but to be free, and conquer’d but to 
reign, 

*Tis time my hard mouth'd courfers to control, 

Apt to run riot, and tranfgrefe the goal: 

And therefore I conclude, whatever lies 

¥n earth, or flits in earth, or fills the tkies, 

All fuffer change; and we, that are of foul 

And body mix'd, are members of the whole. 

‘Then when oar fires, or grandfires fhall forfake 

‘The forms of men, and brutal figures take, 5 

‘Thus hous'd, feeurely let their fpirits refty 

Nor violate thy father in the beaft, 

‘Thy friend, thy brother, any of chy kin; 

If none of thefe, yet there’s a man wishin : 

© {pare to make a Thyeftean meal, 

I” inclofe his body, and his foul expel, 

Til cuftonys by degrees tel. habiee 

Til habits foon become exalted vices" * 

What more advance can mortals make in fin 

So near perfection, who with blood begin ? 

Deaf to the calf that lies beneath the knife, 

dooks up, and frum her butcher begs her life; 


4 Let plough thy fteere; 


ee 


od 
j Deaf to the harmlefs kid, that cre hie dies, 
All mechods to-procure thy mercy: tries, { 
And imitates in vain thy children’s cries, F 
Where will he op, who feeds with houfeheldt 
bread, . . 
‘Then eats the poultry -which before ha fed? 
that when they-tofs the! 





breath, : 

'To Nature, not to thee, they may it 
Let-goats for food their loaded udders emi, 
And fheep from winter cold thy fides defead: 
But neither fpringes, nets, ndr-foarcsemploy,. 
And be no mofe ingetiious to-deftroy. 
Free as in air, let birds on earth remain, =~ 
Nor let infidions gine their wings conftsain + - 
Nor opening hounds the trembling ftag afrighry. 
Nor purple feathers intercept his flight; 
Nor hooks conteal’d in baits for fith prepare, 
Nor lines 'to héave them twinkling up is air, 

‘Take not away the life you.cannot pive e-. 
For all things have an equal right te live. . 
Kill noxious.creatures, where ’tis fin to fave g 
This only juft prerogative we have : 
But nourith life with vegetable food, 
And fhun the facrilegious saa igomen : : 
Thefe precepts by the Samfan fage were t: 
Which gallike ‘Numa to the Sabines brought, | 4+ 
And thence transferr’d to Rome, by gift his owna: 
A willing people, and an offer'd throne. : 
© happy monarch, fene' by heaven 26 tehele 
A favage nation with folt arts of peace, 
To teach religion, rapine to reftrain, 
Give laws to Iuft, and facrifice ordain'¥ 
Hjmfelf a faint, a Goddefa was his bride, 
And all the Mots o’er his-adts prefides 
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PREFACE CONCERNING OVID’S EPISTLES. 


"Tur life of Ovid being already written in our 
Janguage before the tranflation of his Metamor- 
ofes, { will not prefume fo far upon myfelf, to 
think I can add any thing to Mr. Sandy’s under- 
taking. ‘The Englith reader may there be fatis- 
fied, that he flourithed in the reign of Auguftus 
Cxfar; that he was extracted from an ancient 
family of Roman Knights; that he was born to 
the inheritance of a fplendid fortune; that he was 
defigned to the ftudy of the law, and had made 
tonfiderable progrefa in it, before he quitted that 
profeffion, for this of poetry, to which he was 
gore naturally formed, ‘The caufe of his banifh- 
ment is unknown; becaufe he was himfelf unwil- 
ling further to provoke the emperor, by afcribing 
it to any other reafon than what was pretended 
by Auguftus, which was, the lafcivioufnefs of 
his Elegies, and his Art of Love. It is true, 
they are not to be excufed in the feverity of man- 
nets, as being able to corrupt 2 larger empire, if 
there were any, than that of Rome: yet this 
may be faid in behalf of Ovid, that no man has 
ever treated the paffion of love with fo much de- 
licacy of thought and of expreflion, or fearched 
foto the nature of it more philofophically than 
jhe. And the emperor, who condemned bim, had 
_ as little reafon as auother man to punifh that fault 
with fo much feverity, if at leaft he were the au- 
ghor of a certain Epigram, which is aferibed to 





him, relating to the firft civil war betwixt himfelf 
and Marc Anthony tbe triumvir, which is more 
falfome than any paffage I have met with in our 
Poet. To pafs by the naked familiarity of his 

effions to Horace, which are cited in that an- 
thor’s life, I need only mention one notorious act 
of his, in taking Livismseehis bed, when fhe was 
not only raarried, but with child by her hufband. 
then living. But deeds, it feems, may be juttified 
by arbitrary power, when words are queitioncd 
jna Poet. There is another guefs of the gram- 
marians, as far from troth as the firft irom rea- 
fon: they will have him banithed for fome fi« 
yours, which, they fay, he received from Julia the 
daughter of Auguftus, whom they think he ccle~ 
brates under the name of Corinna in his Elegics : 
put he who will obferve the verfes, which are 
made to that miftrefs, may gather from the whole 
contexture of them, that Corinna was not a wo- 
man of the higheft quality. If Julia were then 
married to Agrippa, why thould ovr Pect make 
his petition to Mis, for her fafe delivery, and af 
terwards condole her mifearriage; which, for 
aught he knew, might be by her own hufband? 
Or, indeed, how durft he be fo bold to make the 
Jealt difcovery of fuch a crime, which was no Iefs 
than capital, efpecially committed againit a perfun 
of Agrippa’s rank? Or, if it, were before her 
marriage, he would fare bave beon more dilcrect, 
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than to have publifhed an accident? which muft 
have been fatal to them both. But what moft 
cotifirms me againft thie opinion, is, that Ovid 
himfelf complains, that the true perfoa of Corinna 
was fouod out by the fame of his verfes to her : 
which, if it had been Julia, he durft not have 
owned; and, befides, an immediate ponifhment 
muft have followed: He feéms himfelf more truly 
to have touched at the caufe of his exile ih thofe 
obfcure verfes : 


« Cor aliquid vidi, cur noxia lumina feci?”” &c. 


Namely, that he had either feer, or was confcious 
to fomewhat, which had procured him his difgrace. 
But neither am I fatisfied, that this was the iaceft 
of the emperor with his own daughter; for Au- 
guftus was of a nature too vindidtive to have con- 
tented himfelf with {fo fmall a revenge, or fo ua- 
fafe to himfelf, as that of fimple banifhment ; but 
would ‘certainly have fecured his crimes from pub- 
lic notice, by the death of hin who was, witnels 
to them. Neither have’ hiftorians’ givén’ uy ‘avy 
fight:into fuch action of this emperor; nor would 
he (the greateft politician of the time), in all 
probability, have inanagyd his crimes with fo lit- 
tle fecrecy, as not to fun the obfervation of any 
man, It feems move probable, that Ovid was ¢i- 
ther the confident.of fome other paffion, or that 
he had ftumbled by fonie inadvertency: upon the 
privacies of Livia, and feen her in a bath: for 
the words 


Sine vefte Dianam” 


agree better with Livia, who had the fame of 
chaftity, than with either of the Julia’s, who 
were both noted of incontinency. The firft verfes, 
which were made by him in his youth, and re- 
cited publicly aecording to the cuftom, were, as 
he him(elf affures us, to Corinna : bis banifhment 
happened not till the‘age of fifty : from which it 
may be deduced, with probability enough, that 
the love of Corinna did not oceafion it; nay, he 
y tells us plainly, that hi offence Was’ that of error 
only, not of wickednefs ; and in.the fame paper 
of verfes alfo, that the canfe was notorionfly 
Known at Rome, though it be left fo obfcure to 
after ages. my 
But to leave conjeures ona fabjed& fo uncer- 
tain, and to write fomewhat more authentic of 
this Poet: that he frequented the court, of Aue 
guftus, and was weli received in it, is moft un- 
doubted: all his Poems bear the charaéter of 2 
court, and appear to be written, as the French 
call it, Covalicrement : add to this, that the titles 
of many of his Elegics, and more of his letters in 
his banifhment,are addr fled toperfons well known 
to us, even at this diftance, to have been confider= 
able in that court. F 
Nor was his acquaintance lefs with the famous 
Poets of his age, than with the noblemen and 
ladies. He tells you himfelf, in a particular ac- 
count of his own life, that Macer, Horace, Tibul- 
lus, Propertizs, and many oth 





his familiar friends, and thot [ome of them ‘cok 
municated their-eritirigs ro him ; but that he hag 
only féen: Virgil. # 
If the intitation of nature be the bufinefs of 
Poet, I know no other author, who can juitly be 
compared with ours, éfpecially in the defcription af 
the paffions, And, to prove this, I thall need ‘ow 
other judges-than the ‘generality of his ready: 
for, all paffions being inborn with us, tve ary ale 
moft equally judges, when we are concerned iq 
the reprefentatiun of them. Now I wilt & 
to any man, who has read this Poet, whether bug 
finds not the natural emotion of the fame paffleny 
in himfelf, which the'poet 'defcribés in his feigae 


ed perfons? His thought:, which ite the ‘pidtutés | 


and refults of thefe paffions, ate geitéralty fuch ae 
naturally arife from thofe difordetly sixotions #f 
our fpirits.. “ ¥ét, not todpeak too ‘partially in Rip 
behalf, I will confefs, that the copionfncls of hie. 
‘wit was fuch, that he often writ too pointedly tog 
his fubje@, and made his perfons'fpeak: avere ele 
quently than the violenct of their ‘paffion ‘woh 
adamit; fo that he is frequently witty oat of ‘ftae 
fon’; leaving the imitation of miture, ‘and che 
cooler diftates bf his judgment, for the falfe ape 
plaufe of fancy. Yet he feems ‘to have fotad ‘ong 
this imperfeGion in his riper age; forwhy fie 
fhould he complain, that his’ Metainorphofes ‘Was 
left unfinithed? Nothing fure can be added to ‘the: 


wit of that Poem, or of the reft; Sut enarty tht 
“ought to have been retrenched ; whith, 1 fappiil 
ind 


wonld have been the bufinefs of “his ‘age, 

misfortunes hud not come ‘too faitt ‘4ajstm? litns, 
But take him uncorrected, ‘as he chimed to 
us, and it muft be acknowledged,’ te fpite of ths 


Dutch friends the commentators, ewer of Tataw | 


Scaliger himfelf, that Senéca’s’ ceatfare ‘Wil Yan, 
good againft him : here % 
‘ a es 


“ Nefcivit quod bene ceffit relinquere ;* 





oi 


ae ae 


He never knew when to give over, when he fi 


done well; but, continually varying the fate fente 
an hundred ways, and taking up ia another‘ plicw 


what he had more than enough inculcated beface, © 


he fometimes cloys his readers inftéad of faristyiiig 
them; and gives occafion to his tranflatore, whe 
dare not cover him, to blufh at the ‘ nakedueta of 
their father. This then is the allay of Ovid’y 
writings, which is fulliciently reconapenced by’ hie 
other exccllencies: ‘nay, this very fault fs: ‘wee 
without its beauties; for the moft etre: cenifew 








wit, though at the fame time he could havewithed 
that the niafter of it had been a Better manager. 
Every thing, which he doés, becomes him; and, if 
fometimes he appears toogay, yet there is a few 
cret graccfulnefs of youth, which accompanies his 
writings, though the ftaidnefs and febricty of ‘age 
be wanting. In the moft material part, which ia 
the condudh, it is certain that he feldom has mif 
carried; for if his Elegies be compated with thofe 
of Tibullus and Propertius, his conted‘potaries, 


j it will be found, that thofe poets Feldom -defigned 
hers of them, were i before they writ; and though the language of 


‘cannot but be pleafed with the prodigality of Hie - 


bad tHE woRK 
"Yibullos be more polifed, and the-learning of 
.Propertius, efpecially in his fourth book, more fet 
@ut to oftentations yet their common pradtice 
‘was to look no further before them than the next 
line ; whence it will inevitably follow, that they 
¢an drive to ro certain point, but ramble from 
one fubjedt to another, and conclude with fome- 
swhat whichis nat pf a piece with their begin- 
“ Purpureus laté qui fplendeat ‘nus & alter 

« Affaitur pannus,” 


§ Horave fays: though the verfes are golden, 
they are but patched into the garment. Bat our 
Poet has always the goal in his eye, which directs 
“him in his race; fome beautiful defign, which he 
firft eftablifhes, and ther’ cantrives the means 
rwhich wil! naturally condué him to his end. 
+ This will be evident to judicious readers in his 
. Epittles, of which foméwhat, at leaft in-general, 
will be expected. 

‘The title of them in our late editions is Epi- 
_ftule Heroidum, The letters of the Heroines. 
. But Heinfius has judged more truly, that the ine 

{cription of our author was barely, Epiftles ; which 
he concludes from his cited verfes, where Ovid 
- afferts this work as. his own invention, and not 
» borrowed from the Greeks, whom (as the mafters 

of their learning) the Romans ufually did imitate. 
_ But.it appears not from their writings, that any 
of the Grecians ever touched upon this way, which 
_ our post therefore © *" ‘=> vindicated to himfelf, 

I quarrel not at the v__. vidum, becaufe at is 

“ufed by Ovid in his Art of Love ; 








” Jupiter ad vertercs fupplex Heroidas ibat.”” 


But, fure, he could not be guilty of fuch an over- 
fight, to-call his work by the name of Heroines; 
when there are divers men, or heroes, as, namely, 
Paris, Leander, and Acontius, joined in it. Ex- 
cept Sabinus, who wrjt fome an{wers to Ovid's 
Letters, 


* (Quam celere ¢ toto rediit mens orbe Sabinus)”” 


I remember not any of the Romans, who have 
treated on this {ubje ; fave only Propertius, and 
that but once, in his Epiftle of Arethufa to Ly-~ 
. cotat, which is written fo near the ftyle of Ovid, 
ghat it feems to be but an imitation; and there- 
Yore onght not to defraud our Poet of the glory 
of his invention, _ 
Concerning the Epiftles, I fhall content myfelf 
to obferve thefe few particulars; firft, that they 
. are generally granted to be the moft perfect pieces 
of Ovid, and that the ftyle of them is tenderly 
affionate and courtly ; two properties weil agree- 
ing with the perfons, which were the heroines 
and Jovers. Yet, where the characters were 
lower, as in Oenone and Hero, he has kept clofe 
to nature, in drawing his images after a country 
life; though perhaps he has Ronvanized his Gre- 
; sian dames too much, and made them fpcak, 


$ OF DRYDEN 
fometimés, as if they had been born in the city of 
.: Rome, and under the empire of Auguftus. There 
; feems to be no great variety in the particular4ub- 
i je@s which he has chofen; molt of the Epiftles 
! being written from ladies who were forfaken by 
| their lovers: which is the reafon thay many of 
, the fame. thoughts come back upon us in divers 
letters: but of the general chara@er of women, 
which is modefty, he has taken a moft becoming 
care; for his amorots expreflions go no further 
than virtue may allow, and therefore may be read, 
as he intended them, by matrons without a bluih, 
Thus much concerning the Poet: it remains 
that I thould fay fomewhat of poetical tranflations 
in general, and give my opinion (with {ubmillion 
to better judgments) which way of verfion feems 
to be the moft proper. 

All tranflation, I fuppofe, may be reduced to 
thefe three heads, . 

Firft, that of Metaphrafe, or turning an author 
word by word, and line by linc, from one Jan- 
guage into another. Thus, or near this manner, 
was Horace’s Art of Poetry tranflated by Ben 
Jonfon, The fecond way is that of Paraphrafe, 
or tranflation with latitude, where the author is 
kept in view by the tranflator, fo as never to be 
loft, but his words are - ~ fo flriGtly followed as 
his fenfe; and that too... admitted to be ampli- 
fied, but not altered. Such is Mr. Waller's tran- 
flation of Virgil’s fourth AEnefd. The third way 
is that of imitation, where the tranflator (if now 
he has not loft that name) affames the liberty, 
not only to vary from the words and fenfé, buc 
to forfake them both as he fees occafion; and, 
taking only fome general hints from the original, 
to run divifion on the ground-work, as he pleafes, 
Such is Mr. Cowlcy’s practice in turning two 
Odes of Pindar, and one of Horace, into Englith. 

Concerning the firft of thefe methods, our ma? 
fler Horace has given us this caution : 


Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
© Ipterpres”, 





Nor ward for word too faithfully tranflate, 


as the Earl of Rofcommon has excellently ren- 
dered it, ‘Too faithfully is, indeed, pedantically : 
it isa faith like that which procceds from fuper- 
ftition, bliud and zealous, Take it in the expref+ 
fion of Sir John Denham to Sir Richard Fanfhaw, 
on his verfion of the Paftor Fido: 


That fervile path thou nobly doft decline, 
Of tracing word by word, and line by fire. 
A new and nobler way thou doft purfue, 
‘To make ttanflations and tranflators too : 
They but preferve the afhes, thou the flame, 
True to his fenfe, but truer to his fame. 


It is almoft impoffible to tranflate verbally, and’ 
well, at the fame time : for the Latin (a moft fe- 
vere and compendious language) often expreffes 
that in one word, which the barbarity, or the 
narrownels, of medern tongues cannot Supply in’ 


more. It is: frequent aifo that the conceit 
couched in fome expreflion, which will be lof in 
Englifh, a 





* Atque iidem venti vela fidetnque ferent.” 


‘What peet of our nation is fo happy as to exprefs 
‘this chought literally in Englifh, and to firike wit, 
or almoft fenfe, out of it? 

In fhort, the verbal copier is incumbered with 
fo many difficulties ‘at once, that he can never 
difintangle himfelf from all. He is to confider, 
at the fame time, the thought of his author and 
his words, and to find out the counterpart to each 
in another language : and, befides this, he is to 
confine himfelf to the compafs of numbers, and 
the flavery of rhyme. It is much like dancing on 
ropes with fettered legs: a man tan fhun a fall, 
by ufing caution ; but the gracefulnefs of motion 
is not to be expected: and when we have faid 
the beft of it, it is but a foolith tafe ; for no fober 
man would put himfelf into a danger for the ap- 
plaufe of efcaping without bresking his neck. 
We fee Ben Jonfon could not avoid obfcurity in 
his literal tranflation of Horace, attempted in the 
fame compafs of lines: may Horace himfelf could 
Searce have done it toa Greek Poet : 


* Brevis effe labore, obfcurus fio: 


cither perfpicuity or gracefulnefs will frequently 
be wanting. Horace has, indeed, avoided both 
chefe rocks in his tranflation of che three firft 
lines of Homer's Odyffey, which he has contra@- 
ed into two : 


“ Dic mihi, Mufa, virum, captz poft tempora | 


“ Trojx, 
“ Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes.” 


Mufe, fpeak the man, who, fince the fiege of 
‘Troy, 
So many towns, fuch change of manners faw. 
Roscommon, 


But then the fufferings of Ulyffes, which are a 
confiderable part of that fentence, are omitted : 


[Os patra rorrd wadfien.] 


The confideration of thefe difficulties, in a fer- 
vile, literal tranflation, not long fince made two 
of our famous wits, Sir John Denham and Mr, 
Cowley, to contrive another way of turning au- 
thors into our tongue, called, by the latter of 
them, Imitation. As they were friends, 1 fup- 
pofe they communicated their thoughts on this 
fubject to each other; and, therefore, their rea- 
fons for it are little different ; though the practice 
of one is much more moderate, I take imitation 
of an author, in their fenfe, to be an endeavour 
of a later poet to write like one who has written 
before him on the fame fubjec; that is, not to 
tranflate his words, or to be confined to his fenfe, 
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: 349: 
but only to. fet him as a pattefa, and to: write.ae 
he fuppofes that author would have done, had:he” 
lived in-our age, and in our country. Yet I dere’ 
not fay, that either of them have carried thig i. 
bertine way of rendering authors (as Mr, Cow! 
calls it) fo far as my definition reaches ;. for, 
the Pindaric Odes, the cuftoms and ceremonigs:of. 
‘ancient Greece are ftill preferved. . But I 

not what mifthief may arife hereafter from the! 
exarnple of fuch an innovation, when writers of. 
unequal parts to him fhall imitate fo bold-am yn-' 
dertaking. “To add and to diminifh what‘ we, 
pleafe, which is the way avowed by him, ought: 
only to -be granted to Mr. Cowley, and that. too 
only in his tranflation of Pindar; becaufe he alone’ 
was able to make him amends, by giving hins. 
better of his own, whenever he refufed his aus 
thor’s thoughts. Pindar is generally known-to, 
be a dark writer, to want connexion (1 mean as 
to our. underftanding), to foar out of fight; and 
Jeave his reader ‘at a gaze. So wild. and ungow 
vernable a poet cannot be tranflated literally: :his 
genius is too. ftrong to-bear a chain; and, Same 
fon-like, he thakes.it off. A genius fo clevated, 
and unconfined as:Mr. Cowley’s was but neceffas. 
ry to thake Pindar fpeak Englifh; and that wad 
to be performed by no other way than imitations 
But if Virgil, or Ovid, or any regular, intelligible 
authors, be thus ufed, it is no longer to be called 
their work, when neither the thoughts nor words 
are drawn from the original; but inftead of them 
there is fomething new produced, which is almof 
the creation of another hand. By this way, it-is 
true, fomewhat that is excellent maybe inventedy 
perhaps more excellent than. the-firit defigns 
though Virgil muft be ftill excepted, when thar 
perbaps takes place. Yet he who is inquifitive to 
know an author's thoughts, will be difappointed 
in his expedation: and it is not always that a 
man will be contented to have a prefent made 
him, when he expeéts the payment of a debt. 
‘Yo ftate it fairly; imitation of an author is the 





moft advantagaous way for a tran{lator.to thew ‘ 


himfelf, but the greateft wrong which can be 
done to the memory and reputation c” +. Toad, 
Sir John Denham (who advifed more 

he took himfelf) gives his reafon for his inn 
tion, in his admirable preface before the tranflae 
tion of the fecond Encid. “ Poetry is of fo fuba 
“ tle a fpirit, that, in pouring out of one Jan- 
“- guage into another, it will ail evaporate; and, 
“ if a new fpirit be not added in the transfufion, 
*“ there will remain nothing but a Caput Mor 
“tuum.” I confefs this argument holds good 
againg a literal tranQation; but who defends it? 
Imitation and verbal verfion are in'my opinion 
the two extremes, which ought to be avoided ; 
and therefore, when 1 have propofed the mean 
betwixt them, it will be feen how far his argue 
ment will reach. 

No man is capable of tranflating poetry, who, 
befides a reenius ta that art, is ed Sraalite re 
of his author’s language and of his own: nor 
muft we underftand the language only of the 
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poet, but his particular ture of thoughts and ex- | 


peeffion, which are the characters that diftinguifh, 
and as it were individuate, him from all other 
awriters. When we are come thus far, it is time 
to look into ourfelves, to conform our genius to 
hhis, to give his thought either the fame turn, if 
our tongue will bear it, or, if not, to vary but the 
drefs, net to alter or deftroy the fubftance. The*l 
ike care muft be taken of the more outward orna- 
‘ments, the words, When they appear (which is 
Put feldem) literally graceful, it were an injury 
to. the author, that they fhould be changed: but 
fince every language is fo full of its own proprie- 
ties, that what is beautiful in one, is often bar- 
parous, nay fometimes nonfenfe, in another, it 
‘would be unreafonable to limit a tranflator to the 
parrow compafs of his author’s words. -It is 
enough, if he choofé out fome expreflion which 
does not vitiate the fenfe. 1 fuppofe he may 
Miretch his chain to fuch a latitude; but, Py inno- 
‘ation of thoughts, methinks, he breaks it. By 
ahis means, the fpirit of an author may be trant- 
fofed, and yet not loft: and thus itis plain, that 
the reafon alleged by Bir fone Desham has no 
farther force than to exprefiton; for thought, if it 
be tranflated truly, cannot be loft in another lan~ 
guage; but the words that convey it to onr ap- 
Frehenfien (which are the image and ornament of 
that thought) may be fo ill chofen, as to make it 
appear in an unhandfome drefs, and rob it of its 
native Iuitre. ‘There is, therefore, a liberty to 
be allowed for the expreffion: neither is it necef- 
fary that words and lines fhould be confined to 
the meafure of their original, ‘Phe fenfe of an 
pathor, generally fpeaking, is to be facred and in- 
miolable, Lf the fancy of Ovid be luxuriant, it is 
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his.chara@ter to be fo; and if I retrench it, he fg 
no Junger Ovid. It will be replied, that hese-, 
ceives advantage by this lopping of his fuperfluous 
branches; but { rejoin, that a ccanflator has no 
fuch right. When a painter copies from the life, 
1 fuppofe he has no privilege to alter features and 
lineaments, under pretence that his picture will 
look better; perhaps the face which he has 
drawn would be more exact, if the eyes or nofe 
were altered; but it is his bufinefs to make it re- 
femble the original. In two cafes only there may 
2 feeming difficulty arife; that is, if the thought 
be notorioufly trivial or difhoneft: but the fame 
anfwer will ferve for both, that then they ought 
not to be tranflated : 
« Et que 
 Defperes tradata nitefcere poffe, relinquas. ” 


Thus ¥ have ventured to give my opinion on 
this fubjeét, againft the authority of two great 
men; but I hope wichout offence to either of 
their memories; for { both loved them living, 
and reverence them now they are dead. But if, 
after whgt I have urged, it be thought by better 
judges, that the praife of a tranflation confifts in 
adding new beauties to the piece, thereby to re~ 
compenfe the lofs which it fuftains by change of 
language, 1 fhall be willing to be taught better, 
and to recant. In the mean time, it feems to me, 
that the true reafon, why we have fo few verfions 
which are tolerable, is nor from the too clofe pur+ 
fuing of the author’s fenfe ; but becaufe there are 
fo few who have all the talents which are requi- 
| fite for tranflation, and that there is fo little 

praife, and fo fmalt encouragement, for fo confi 
i derable a part of learning, 





CANACE TO MACAREUS, 


EPISTLE xt 


The Argument. 


Macareus and Canace, fon and daughter to Malus, God of the Winds, loved each other Snceftua 


“oufly. Canice was delivered of a fon, 


and committed him to her nurfe, to be fecretly conveyed, 


away, The infant, crying out, by that means was difcoveted to Molus; who, enraged nt. the Ki 


wickednefs of bis-children, commanded the babe to be 
and withal, fent a {word to Canace, with this meflage, That 


to ufe ic. With this fword the flew herfelf ; 


d.to wild beafs on the mont 
er crimes would inftemdh tte fow 
but before fhe died, fhe writ the following Jette 


to her brother Macareus, who had taken fan@uary in the temple af Apallo, 3 


Tr ftreaming blood my fatal letter fain, 
Imagine, ere you read, the writer flain: 
One hand the fword, and one the pen employs, 
And in my lap the ready paper lies, 

‘Think in this pofture thou behold’ft me write : 
Tn this my cruel father would delight. 

O! were he prefent, that his eyes and hands 


Might fce and urge the death which he come! 


mands: 
Than all the raging winds more dreadful, he, 
Unmov’d, without a tear, my wounds would fee. 
Jove juftly plac’d him on a ftormy throne, 
His peopie’s temper is fo like his own. 
The No:th and South, and each contending blaft, 
Are underneath his wide dominion caft : 
‘Yhofe he can rule: but.his tempeftuous mind 
1s, like his airy kingdom, unconfin’d. 
wAh! what avail my kindred Gods above, 
‘That in their number I can reckon Jove? 
What help will all my heavenly friends afford, 
When to my breaft 1 lift the pointed fword ? 
‘Vhat hour which join'd us came before its 
time : 
4 death we had been one without a crime, 


Why did thy flames beyond.a brother's move 
Why lov'd I thee with snore than fifter’s Jove? 
For I lov'd too; and, knowing nat, my worpndy >. 
A fecret pleafare in.thy kiffes found : as 
My cheeks.no longer did their colour boat; < 
My food grew leathfome, and my ftrength 1 lofts 
Still, ere Ifpoke,.a figh would ftop ray tongue; 
Shert were my flumbers, and my nights were 


Jong. 

I knew not from my love thefe griefs did Brow; 

Yet was, alas, the thing J did not.know. ta 

My wily nurfe.by long. experisnce found, 

And -firft difcover’d to. my foul its wound. : 

*Tis love, faid the; and then. my downncaft eyes; 

And guilty durabnefs, witnefs’d.my furprife. 

Forc'd at the laft, my fhameful pain I tell: 

And, oh, what follaw'd we both know too well! 

“« When, half denying, more than half content, 

“ Embraces warm’d me to a full confent, 

“ ‘Then with tumultuous joys my heart did beats 

“ And guilt, that made them anxious, made them, 
“ great.” 

But now my fwelling womb heay'd up my breaft, 

And rifing weight my finking limbs oppreft, 


$s? . 


duce, 
%7°9 make abortion by their powerful juice ? 


What medicines try'd we not, to thee unknown ? 


Our firft.crime common ; this was mine alone. 
But the ftrong child, fecure in his dark cell, 
“With Natore’s vigour did our arts repel. 
eed wow the.pale-fac'd emprefs of the night 


ine times had fill’d her orb with borrow’d light: 


‘Not knowing "twas my labour, 1 complain 
Of fadden fhootings, and of grinding pain: 
throes came thicker, and'my cries increas’d, 


My 
Which with her hand the confcious nurfe fup- 


ew. peeled. ; eA 
‘To'that unhappy fortune was 1 carne 


» Pain arg’d my clamours, but fear kept me dumb. 


With inward ftruggling I reftrain’d my cries, 

iu tears that trickled from my eyes. 
fight ; Lucina gave no aid ; 

‘And evn my dying had my guilt betray’d. 





Death wat 





Thou cam'ft, and in thy countenance fate defpairs 


Rent were thy garments all, and torn thy hair: 


‘Yet, feigning comfort, which thou couldit not 


. give,” 
_ (Preft in thy arms, and whifpering me to live) + 
_ For both our fakes, (faidit thou) 


life; 
- tLive, mg dear fitter, and my dearer wile, 


Rais'd by that name, with my laft pangs-I ftroye; 
Such power have words, when {poke by thofe we 


bad love. 

‘The babe, as if he heard what thou hadft fworn, 
With “haity joy (prung forward to be born. 
‘What helps-it to have. weather’d out one ftorm ? 
‘Fear -of our father docs another form. 

High in his hall, rock’d in a chair of ftate, 

"The king, with his tempeftuous council, late. 
"Through this large room our only paffage lay, 
By which we could the new-born babe convey. 
Swath'd in her lap, the:bold nurfe bore him out, 
"With olive-branches cover’d round about; |” 


‘And muttering prayers, as holy rites fhe meant, © 


"Through the divided crowd unqueftion’d went. 
‘aft at the door, th’ unhappy infant cry'd; 
he grandfire heard him, and the theft he fpy’d. 
Swift as'a whirlwind to the nurfe he flies, | 
‘Ana deafs his ftormy fubjects with his cries. 
. With one fierce puff he blows the leaves away : 
Expos’d the felf-difcover’d infant lay. 
‘The noife-reach’d me; and my prefaging mind 
"Foo foon-its own approaching wocs divin'd. 
‘Not fhips at fea with winds are fhaken more, 
Nor feas themfelves, when angry tempetts roar, 
"Than I, when my loud father’s voice 1 hear: 
The bed beneath me trembled with my fear. 
‘He rafh’d upon me, and divulg’d my ftain : 
{Starce‘from my murder could his hands refrain. 
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preferve: thy 
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Tonly anfwer'd him with fitent tears : 
They flow’d: my tongue was frozen vp wid 


fears. 
His little grand-child he commands away, 


‘To mountain wolves and every bird of prey. 
‘The babe cry’d out, as if he underitood ; 
And begg’d his pardon with what voice hy 


could, ‘ 


By what expreffions can my gricf be fhown ? 
(Yet you may guefs my anguifh by your own :) 
To fee my bowels, and, what yet was worfe, 
Your bowels too, condemn’d to fuch a curfe! 
Out went the king: 


my voice its freedom: 
found, 

My breatts I beat, my blubber’d checks I wound, 

And now appear'd the meffenger of death ; 

Sad were his looks, and fearce he drew his breath, 


To fay, * Yout father fends you ’—(with chat 


word, 
His trembling hands prefented me a fword) : 


Your father fends you this; and lets you know. 
“ That your own crimes the ufe of it will how.” 
‘Too well I know the fenfe thofe words impart. 


His prefent fhail be treafur’d in my beart. 

Are thefe the nuptial gifts a bride receives? 

And this the fatal dower a father gives? 

Thou God of Marriage, fhun thy own difgracc, 

And take thy torch from this detefted place : 

Inftead of that, let furies light their brands, 

And fire my pile with their infernal hands, 

With happier fortune may my fifters wed, 

Warn’d by the dire example of the dead, 

For thee, poor babe, what crime could they pre~ 
tend? 

How could thy infant inocence offend ? 

A guilt there was; but, oh, that guilt was mine ! 

Thou fuffer’ft for a fin that was not thine. 

Thy mother’s grief and crime! but juft enjoy'd, 

Shewn te my fight, and barn to be deftroy’d! 

Unhappy offspring of my teeming womb ! 

Dragg’d headlong from thy cradle to thy tomb ! 

Thy unoffending life 1 could not fave 5 

Nor weeping could } follow to thy grave ; 

Nor on thy tomb could offer mY thorn hair ; 

Nor fhew the grief which tender mothers bear. 

Yet long thon ‘halt not from my arms be loft 5 

For {oon J will o'ertake thy infant ghoft. 

But thou, my love, and now my love's defpair, 

Perform his funerals with paternal care, 

His fcatter’d limbs with my dead body burn, 

And once more joirt us in the pious urn. 

Jf on my wounded breaft thou dropp’ft a tear, 

‘Think for. whofe fake my breaft that wound did 
bear; 

And faithfully my laf defires fulfil, 

As I perform my cruel father’s will. 


HELEN TO PARIS. 











ere 


EPISTLE XVIt 


The Argument. 


Ielen, having received an epiftle from Paris, returns the following anfwer : wherein the feetme il 
firft to chide him for his prefumption in writing as he had done, which could only proceed Frog 
his low opinion of her virtue; then owns herfelf to be fenfible of the paffion; which he had-ew 
preffed for her, though fhe much fpfpeéted his conftancy; and at laft difcovets her inclinseliy 
ta be favourable to him: the whole letter thewing the extreme artifice of wonamkind.: : 


Wren loofe epiftles violate chalte eyes, 

Bhe half contents, who filently denies. 

How dares a ranger, with defigns fo vain, 
Marriage and holpitable rights prophane 2 
‘Was it for this, your fleet did helter find 
Trom {welling feas, and every faithlefs wind? 
(For though a diftane country brought you forth, 
Your ufage heeg was equal to your worth). 
Does this deferve to.be rewarded fu ? 

Did you come here a ftranger or a foe,? 

Your partial judgment may perhaps compMin, 
And think me barbarous for may juft difdain, 
Jil-bred then fet me be, but nor vachaite, 
Nor my clear fame with any fpot defac'd. 
Though in my face there's no affected frown, 
Nor in my carriage a feign'd nicenefs fhown, 
I kcep my honour still without a fain, 

Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain. 
Your boldnefs [ with admiration fee. 

What hope had you te gain a queen like me? 
Becaufe a hero forc’d me once away, 

‘Am [ thought fit to be a fec-nd prey? 

Had 1 been won, J had deferv’d your blame; 
But fure my partiwas nothing but the fhame. 
Yet the bafe cheft to him no fruit did bear: 

J *feap’d unhart by any thing but fear. 

Rude force might fome unwilling kiffes gain 5 
But thet was all he ever could obtain. 

You on fuch terms would ne’er have let me go: 
‘Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 
Vatouch'd the youth reftor'd me te my friends; 
And model ufage made me fome amends, 


Vaz. Vi 


°Tis virtue to repeht 4 vicious deed, 

Did he repent, that Paris might fudeeet!' 

Sure ’tis fome fate that fets nie howe Wieligty 
Yee fill expofes me to bufy tonguer. ‘ 
Pll not complain ; fot who's difpleas'd with low 
If it fincere, difcreet, and conflant prove ? 

But that 1 fear; not that I think you bafe, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face + 
But all your fex is fubjett to detcive ; 

And ours, alas, too willing to believe. 5. 
Yet others yields and love o’ercoines the beft 
But why fhould { not fhiné zhove the ret? 
Fair,Leda’s ftory {eems at firft to be 


A fit example ready form’d for me. 


But fie was cozen'd by a borrow'd fhape, 
And under harmlefs feathers felt a repe. 


4 Lf 1 fhould yield, what reafon could F aft? 


By what miftake the loving crimé exoufe# 
Her fault was in her powerful lover loft;” 

But of-what Jupiter have I to boaft? © 
‘Though you to heroes and to Rings fucceed, 
Our famous race does no additio#i need; 

And great alliances but ufelefs prove 

To one that comes herfelf from mighty Jove. 
Go then, and Boaft in fore lefs haughty place 
Your Phrygian blood, and Priam’s ancient racé 
Which I would thew f valued, if 1 durft: 
You are the fifth from Jove, but I the firk. 
The crown of Troy is powerful, | confefs; 
But I have reafon to think ours no lefs, 

Your letter, fill’d with promifes of all F 
hat men can geod, or women pleafent, cally 


a 
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‘Gives expeation fuch an ample field, 
As would move Goddeffes themfelves to yield. 
But if | @er offend great Juno’s laws, 
Yourfelf thall be the dear, the only caufe: 
Either my honour I'll to death maincain, 
Or follow you, without mean thoughts of gain. 
Not that fo fair a prefent I defpife : 
‘We like the gift, when we the giver prize. 
But "tis your love moves me, which made you 
take - 
Such pains, and run fuch hazards for my fake. 
F have perceiv’d (though I diffembled too) 
A thoufand things that love has made you do. 
Your eager eyes would almoft dazzle mine; 
In which (wild man) your wanton thoughts would 
fhine, 
Sometimes you'd figh, fometimes diforder’d ftand, 
And with unufual ardor prefs my hand; 
‘Contrive juli after me to take the glafs, 
Nor would you let the leaft occafion pafs; 
‘When oft | fear’d ¢ did not mind alone, 
And blushing fate for things which you have 
done ; 
‘Thea murmur’d to myfelf, He'll for my fake 
Do any thing ; } hope ‘twas no miftake. 
Oft I have read within this pleafing grove, 
‘Under my name, thofe charming words, J love. 
Jy-frowning, feem’d not to believe ycur flame ; 
But now, alas, am come to write the fame. 
4f I were capable to do amifs, 
J could not but be.fenfible of this ; 
For oh ! your face has fuch peculiar charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your arms! 
But what I ne’er can have without offence, 
‘May fome bleft maid poffefs with innocence. 
Pleafure may tempt, but virtue more fhould 
Ye move : 
© learn of me to want the thing you Jove. 
{What you defire is fought by all mankind : 
“As you have eyes, fo others are not blind. 
‘dike you they fee, like you my charms adore ; 
“They with not lefs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh! had you then upon our coafts been brought, 
UMy virgin-love when thoufand rivals fought, 
Wou had | feen, you fhould have had my voice; 
‘Nor could my hufband jufily blame my chofct : 
For both our hopes, alas! you come too late ; 
Another now is mafter of my fate. 
More to my with I could have liv’d with you, 
And yet my prefent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to folicit a weak woman’s will, 
And. urge not her you love to fo much ill; 
But let me live contented as I may, 
‘And make not my unfpntted fame your prey. 
Senfe right you claim, fince, naked to your 
eyes, 
‘Three Goddetfes difputed beauty’s prize 
‘One offer’d valour; t’ other crowns; but fhe 
Obtain’d her caufe, who fmiling promis'd me. 
But firtt { am not of beliet fo light, 
To think fuch nymphs would fhew you fuch a 
fight: 
‘et granting this, the other part is feign’d; 
A bribe fo mean your fentence had not gain’d, 
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With partial eyes I thould myfelf regard, 

To think that Venus made me her reward: 
IT humbly am content with human praife ; 

A Goddcfs’s applaufe would envy raiie. 

But be ic.as you fay; for, ‘tis confett, 

The men who flatter highett, pleafe us belt ; 
That I fufped it, ought not to difpleafe ; 


-For miracles are not believ'd with eafe. 


One joy I have, that | had Venus’ voice ; 

A greater yet, that you confirm’d her choice ; 

That proffer’d laurels, promis’d fovereignty, 

Jano and Pallas, you contemn’d for me. 

Am I your empire then, and your renown ? 

What heart of rock, but muft by this be won ? 

And yet bear witnefs, O you Powers above, 

How rude I am in all the arts of love! 

My hand is yet untaught to write to men: 

This is th’ effay of my unpractis'd pen. 

Happy thofe nymphs whom ule has perfec 
made ! 

I think ali crime, and tremble at a fhade. 

Ev'n while I write, my fearful, confcious eyes 


Look often back, mifdoubting a furprife : 


For now the rumor fpreads among the crowd, 

At court in whifpers, but in town aloud. 

Diffemble’ you, whate’er you hear them fay, 

To leave off loving were your better way ¢ 

Yet if you will diffemble it, you may. 

Love fecretly: the abfence of my lord 

More freedom gives, but does not all afford: 

Long is his journey, long will be his ftay, 

Call'd by affairs of confequence away. 

To go, or not, when unrefolv’d he flood, 

T bid him make what fwift return he could ¢ 

‘Then kiffing me, he faid, I recommend 

All te thy care, but moft my Trojan friend. 

I fmil’d at what he innocently faid, 

And only anfwer"d, You thall be obey’d. 

Propitious winds have borne him far from hence ; 

But let not this fecure your confidence. ' 

Abfent he is; yet abfent he commands: 

You know the proverb, “ Princes have long 
“ hands,” 

My fame’s my burden; for the more I'm prais'd, 

A juffer ground of jealoufy is rais'd. 

Were 1 lefs fair, 1 might have been morg bleft : 

Great beauty, through great danger, is poffels’d. 

To leave me here, his venture was not hard, ‘ 

Becaufe he thought my virtue was my guard, 

He fear'd my face, but trufted to my hfe; 

‘The beauty doubted, but believ'’d the wife. 

You bid me ufe th’ occafion while I can, 

Pat in our hands by the good, eafy man. 

I would, and yet I doubt ‘twixt love and fears 

One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 

Our flames are mutual, and my hufband’s gone: 

‘Lhe nights are long; I fear to lie alone. 

One houfe contains us, and weak walls divide 5 

And you're too prefling to be long deny’d. 

Let me not live, but every thing confpires 

‘To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 

You court with words, when you fhould force 

employ = 
A rape is requifite to fhame-fac’d joy. 


‘ > ‘. 
TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID. 


indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 

“yur fex can fuffer what we dare not give. 

‘Whar have { faid? For both of us ’twere beft, 

Our kindling fire if each of us fuppreft. 

The faith of ftrangers is too prone to change; 

And, like themfelves, their wandering paffions 
: range, 

Hypfipite, and the fond Minonian maid, 


Were both, hy trufting of their guefts, betray’d. 


iow can 1 doubr thar orher nien deceive, 
‘When you yourfelf did fair Oenone leave ? 
But left I thould upbraid your treachery, 

You make a merix of chat crime ro me. 

‘Yet grant you were to faithful love inclin’d, 
Your weary Trojans wait buc for a wind. 
Should you prevail; while 1 affign the night, 
Your fails are hoifted, and you take your flight. 
Some bawling mariner our love dettroys, 

And breaks afunder our unfinith'’d joys. 

But I with you may feave the Spartan court, 
‘Lo view the Trojan wealth, and Priam’s court : 
Shown while I fee, I fall expofe my fame, 
And fill a foreign country with my fhame. 

Wn Afia what reception hall I find? 

And what difhonour leave in Greece behisd ? 
What will your brothers, Priam, Heeuba, 
‘And what will all your modeft matrons fay? 
Ev'p you, whem on this action you refed, 
My furure conduct juftly may fufpect ; 

Aud whate’er ftranger lands upon your coat, 
Conclude me, by your own example, loft. 

1 fram your rage a ftrumpet’s name fhall hear, 
While you forger what part in it you bear, 
You, my crime’s author, will my crime upbraid: 
Deep under ground, oh, let me firft be laid! 
You boaft the pomp and plenty of your land, 
And promife ail fhall be ac my command. 
Your Trojan wealth, believe me, | defpife ; 
Mv own poor native land has dearer tics. 
Should | begaip ‘on your Phrygia thore, 
What help of Rindred coutd I there huplate? 
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Medea was by Jafon’s flattery won + 
1 may, like her, believe, and be undone, re 
Plain, honeft hearts, like mine, fulpedt no cheat # 
And love contributes to its own deceit. 
The thips, about whofe fides loud rempelts roary 
With gentle winds were wafted from. the fhores 
Your teeming mother deeam’d a flaming brad, 
Sprung from her womb, conium’d the Trojaia: 
land. : 
Yo fecond this, old prophecies confpire, 
‘That lium thail be burnt with Grecian fire, 
Beth give me fear; nor is it much allay’d, 
That Venus is ablig'd our loves to aid : 
For they who loft their caufe, revenge wil 
take; 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt, but, thould I follow you, 
The fword would foon our fatal crime pirfite. 
A wrong fo great my hufoand’s rage wi 
rouze 3 : 
And my relations wonld his caufe efpoufe. 
You boaft your ftrength and courage; but, alas! 
Your words receive fonail credit from your faces, 
Let hernes in the dufty field delight : 
Thofe limbs were fathion’d for another fight. 
Bid Heétor fally from the walls of Troy : 
A fweeter quarrel fhould your arms employ. 
Yet Sears like thefe fhould not my mind petpleay. 
Were 1 as wife ax’ many of my fex. 
Bot time and you may bolder thoughts infpire 5 
And I perhaps may yield to your defire, 
You lait demand a private conference 
Thefe are your words; bat 1 can gtcfe sae 
fenfe. pier 
Your unripe hopes their harvels-muft attend 
Be rul’d by me, and time may be your friend, 
This is enough to let you underftand; 
For now my pen has tir'd my tender hand ¢ 
My woman knows the fecrer of my heart, 
Aud may heteaf.er becter news impart. 
“i 
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EPISTLE vik 


The Argument, 


*Hrcas, the fon of Venus-and Anchifes, having, at the deftruction of Troy, faved his Gods, ‘his fae 
ther, and fon Afcanius, from the fire, put to fea with twenty fail of fhips; aug, having been 
long toft with tempetts, was at laft caft upon the fhore of Libya, where Queen Dido (flying’ 
from the cruelty of Pygmalion her brother, who had kailled her hufband Sichzue) had lately buite® 
Carthage. She entertained ZEneas and his fleet with great civility, fell paflionately in love with: 
him, and in the end denied him not the laft favours, But Mercury admonifiing Aineas to go 
in fearch of Italy, (a kingdom promifed him by the Gods) he readily prepared to obey hit 
Dido foon perceived it, and having in vain tried all other means to engage him to ftay, at laf in 


delpair writes to him-as follows : 


4 o 

So, on Mreander’s banks, when death is nigh, 
"Yhe mournful fwan fings her own clegy. 

Not that I hope (for, oh, that ‘hope were vain!) 
By words your loft affection to regain: 

But, having loft whate’cr was: worth my care, 
Why fhould I fear to lofe a dying prayer? 

*Tis then refolv’d poor Dido mutt be left, 

Of fife, of honour, and of love bereft f 

While you, with loofen’d fails and vows, prepare 
'Yo feek a land that flies the fearcher’s care. 

Nor can my rifing towers your flight reftrain, 
‘Nor my new empire, offer’d you in vain, : 
Built walls you fhun, unbuilt you feek: that land 
4s yet to conquer ; but you this command. _ 
Suppofe you landed where your wiih defign’d, 
‘Think what reception foreigners would find. 
What people is fo void of common fenfe, - 

‘To vore fueceffion from a native prince ? 

Yet there new feeptres and new loves you feck y 
New vows to plight, and plighted vows to break. 
‘When will your towers the height of Carthage 

know ? 

Or when your eyes‘difcern fuch crowds below ? 
Tf fuch a town and fubjects you could fee, 

Still would you want.a wife who-lov'd like mez? 


For, oh, T buiny, like fires with inagnge bright ; 

Not hoty tapers flame with purer light: | = ++ 

ZEneas is my thoughts’ perpetual theme ; 

Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 

Yet he’s ungrateful and obdurate fill. 

Fool that Lam to place my heart fo ill! 

Myfeif I cannot to myfelf reftore : 7 

Still I complam, and {till 1 love him more. 

Have pity, Cupid, on my blecding heart, 

And pierce thy brother’s with an equal dart. 

Irave: nor cant thou Venus’ offspring be : 

Love’s mother could not bear a fon like thee. 

From harden'd oak, or from a rock’s cold womb,- 

At leaft thou art from fome fierce tigrefs come 5 

Or en rough feas, from their foundation torn,. 

Got by the winds, and in a tempeit born: 

Like that which now thy. trembling failors fear y 

Like that whofe rage fhould ftill detain thee here: 

Behold how high the foamy billows ride ! 

The-winds and waves are Gn the jufter fide. 

‘To winter weather and a.ftormy fea 

Vl owe, what rather I would owe to thec, 

Death thou deferv’t from heaven’s avenging: 
laws; 

But I’m unwilling to become the caufe. 
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To thim mydove, if thon wilt feck thy fate, | There, wreath’d with boughs and ‘wool, his flatue 


“Tis a dear purchafe, and a coftly hate. oy ftands, : 
Stay but a httle, till the tempeft ceafe,. + } The pious monument of artful hands. , 
"And the loud winds are lull’d into a peace. ° | Laft night, methought, he call’d me from the 
May all thy rage, like theirs, unconftant prove t dome ; 
And fu it will, if there be power in love, And thrice, with hollow voice, cry’d, Dido, come, 


She comes; thy wife thy lawful fummons hears; 

Bur come more flowly, clogg’d with confcious 
fears, c 

Forgive the wrong ! offer'd to thy bed; 

Strong were his charms, who my weak faith mit 
led. 

His Goddefs mother, and his aged fire 

Born on his back, did to my fail confpire. 

Oh! fuch he was, and is, that, were he true, 

Without:a bluth I might his Jove purfue, 

But cruel ftars my birthday did attend;  < 

And as my fortune open’d, it maft end. 

My plighted lord was at the altar lain, 

Whole wealth was made-my bloody brother's 


Know’ft thou not yet what dangers fhips fuflain ? 

So often wreck’d, how darit thou tempt the 
main? * 

‘Which, were it {mooth, were every wave aileep, - 

‘Ten thonfand forms of death ure in the deep. 

In that aby(s the Gods their vengeance ftore, 

For broken vows of thofe who faifely {wore. 

‘Their winged ftorms on fea-born Venus wait, 

"To vindicate the juftice of her ftate. 

‘Chus I to thee the means of fafety fhow ; 

And, loft myfelf, would flill preferve my foe. 

Falfe as thou art, I not thy death defign ; 

O rather live, 10 be the caufe of mine ! 

Should fome avenging form chy-veilcl tear, 

(But heaven forbid my words fhould omen beary 

‘Then in thy face thy perjur’d vows would fy, 

And my wrong'd ghoft be prefent to thy eye. 

- With threatening looks think thou behold'ft me 
ftare, 

Gaflping my month, and clotted all my hair. 

“Then, fhouls fork'd lightning and red thunder 

fall, 

:. What could’ft thou fay, but, { deferv’d ’em all? 
“Left this fhould happen, make not hatte away 5 
‘Lo fhun the danger will be worth thy ftay, 
.¥lave pity on thy fon, if not on me: : 

My death alone is guilt enough for thee, 

"What has his youth, what have thy Gods de« 
ferv’d, 

To fink in feas, who were from fires preferv'd? 

But ueither Gods nor parent didft thou bears 

Smooth flories all to pleafe a woman's ear, 

* Yalfe as the tale of thy romantic life. 

Nor yet am I thy firft-deluded wife: 

Left to purfuing foes Crciifa ay’d, 

By thee, bafe man, forfaken and betray"d. 

This, when thou told’ft me, ftruck my tendor 
heart, x Ean 

‘That fach requital follow’d fuch defere. 

Nor douby I but the Gods, for crimes like thefe, 

Seven winters kepe thee wandering on the feas, 

‘Shy ftarv'd companions, caf afhore, I fed, 

‘Thyfelf admitted to my crown and bed. 

‘To harbour flrangers, fuccour the diftreft, 

‘Was kind enough ; but, oh, too kind the reft! 

Curft be the cave which £rft my ruin broughr, 

Where, from the ftorm, we common thelter 
fought! “i 

A dreadful howling echo’d round the place 

‘The mountain nymphs, thought 1, my nuptials 

Tac. 

I thought fo then; but now.too late I know 

‘The furies yell'd my funerals from below. 

O chaftity and violated fame, y 

Exact your ducs to my dead hufband’s name { 

By death redeem my reputation loft, : 

And to his arms reftore my guilty ghoft. 

Clofe hy my palace, in a gloomy grove, - 

4 vais'd a chapel to my murder’d Ive; 









gain. ‘i 
Friendtefs, and folow’d by the murderer’s hate, 
To foreign countries I remov'd my fate 5 
And here, a fuppliant, from the natives hands 
! bought the ground on which my city ftands, 
With all the coaft that ftretches to the fea, 

Ey'n to the friendly port that fhelter’d thee; 7 
‘Then rais'd thefe walls, which mount into the 
air, 
At once my neighbours wonder, and their fear : 
For now they arm; and round me leagues are 
_ “ made, > 
My fcarce-eftablith’d empire to invate. 
To man my new-built walls { mutt prepare ; 
An helplefs woman, and unfkill’d in war. - 
Yet thoufand rivals to my Jove pretend, 
And for my perfon would my crown defend ; 
Whefe jarring votes in one complaint agree, 
That each-unjuftly is difdain'd for thee, 
To proud Hyarbas give me up a-prey, 
(For that moft follow, if thou goeft away) s 
Or to my hufband’s murderer leave my life, 
That to the hufband he may add the wife, 
Go then, fince no complaints can move thy 
mind; : 
Go, perjur’d man, but leave thy Gods behind, ~ 
Touch not thofe Gods, by whom thou art fore 
fworn, 
Who will in impious hands no more be borne: 
Thy faccitegious worthip they difdain, 
And rather would the Grecian fires iuftain, 
Perhaps my. greateft fhame is till to come, 
And part of thee lies hid within my womb. 
The babe ugborn mutt perith by thy hate, 
And perith guiltlefs in his mother’s fate. : 
Some God, thou fay’, thy voyage does com. 
mand: es ; fland! 
Would the fame God had tarr'd thee from my — 
The fame, I doubt not, thy departure fteera, 
Who kepe thee out at fea fo many years; 4 
While thy long labours were a price fo great, 
As thou to purchafe Troy would’ act Tepeat, 
But Tyber now thou feek’it, to be at beft, 
When there arriv’d, a poor, precarious gueft, 
7 pres Z iij . 
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Yet it deludes thy fearch ; perhaps it will 

To thy old age lic undifeover’d ii!l. 

-A ready crown and wealth in dower 1 bring ; 

And, without conquering, here thou art a king : 

Here thon to Carthage may transfer thy 
"Troy; 

Here young Afcanius may his arms employ, 

And, while we live fecure in foft repole, 

Bring many laurels home from conquer’d foes. 

By Cupid’s arrows, | adjure thee, ftay, 

“By all the Gods, companions of thy way. 

liso may thy Trojans, who are yet alive, 

‘Live ftill, and with no future fortune thrive 5 

"o may thy youthful fon old age attain, 

And thy gead father’s bones in peace remain : 

fyAs thou haft pity on unhappy me, 

SfWho knew no crime, but too much love of 

& thee, 

‘Bam not born from fierce Achilles’ line, 

pe did my parents againft Troy combine. 






¥. 





Mio be thy wife if 1 unworthy prove, 
MBy fome inferior name admit my love. 
=o be fecur'd of fill poffefling thee, 
“What would 1 do, and what would [not he? 
‘Our Libyan coafta their certain fealons know, 





jAWhen free from tempefts paflengers may gos 
tt now with northern blafts the billows roar, 
Apa drive the floating fea-weed to the {hore 





Leave to my care the time to fail away 5 

When fafe, [ will not fuffer thee to flay. i, 

Thy weary men would be with eafe content : 

‘Their fails are tatter’d, and their maf*s are tpeni. 

If by no merit I thy mind can move, 

What thou deny’ft my merit, give my love. 

Stay, tll Tlearn my lof to undergo, 

And give me time to ftruggle with my woe. 

If nor, know this, will not fuffer Jong 

My life's too toathfome, and my love too ftrong. 

Death holds my pen, and di¢tates what I fay, 

While crofs my fap the Trojan fword ( lay. 

My tears flow down; the sharp edge cuts their 
jlood, 

And drinks my forrows that muft drink my blood. 

How well thy gilt docs with my fate agree! 

My funeral pomp is cheaply made by thee, 

‘Yo no new wounds tay bofor J difplay : 

‘The fword but enters &here love made the wap. 

But thou, dear fiter, and yct dearer friend, 

Shalt my cold afhbes to their urn attend. 

sichaus’ wife let not the marble boaft + 

1 Jo# that title when my fame f loft. 

This hort infcription only Jec it bear + 

« Unhappy Dido fies in quiet here. 

«“ The caufe of death, and fword by which the 
© dy'd, 


« JEncas gave; the reft her arm fupply’é, * 
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OVID’S ART OF LOFE. 











THE FIRST BOOK OF OVID’S ART OF LOVE. 


Ty Cupid’s fchoal whoe’er would take degree, 

Mot learn his rudiments by reading me. 

Seanien with failing arts their veflels move ; 

Art guides the chariot, art inftruds to love. 

Of thips and chariots others know the rule; 

But Iam matter in Love's mighty fchool, 

Cupid mideed is obftinate and wild, 

<A tubborn God ; but yet the God's a child, 

Eaty to govern in his tender age, 

Like fierce Achilles in his pupillage. 

‘That hero, born for conqueft, trembling ftond 

Before the Centaur, and receiv'd the rod. 

As Chiron mollify’d his cruel mind 

With art, and taught his warlike hands to wind 

“The filver ftrings of his melodious lyre: 

So Love’s fair Goddefs does my foul infpire, 

‘To teach her fofter arts; to foothe the mind, 

sind {mooth the rugged breafts of human-kind, 
Yet Cupid and Achilles cach with fcorn 

And rage were fill'd, and both were godiefs- 

born. 

‘Lhe bull, reclaim’d and yok’d, the burden draws ; 

‘Lhe horfe receives the bit within his jaws; 

Aad ftubborn Love fhall bend beneath my fway, 

‘Vhough ftruggling oft he ftrives to difobey. 

He thakes his torch, he wounds me with his 

darts ; 
Put vain hig force, and vainer are his arts, 


The more he “burns my foul, or wounds my 
fight, 
The more he teaches to revenge the {pite. 
1 boaft no aid the Delphian God affords, 
Nor aufpice from the flight of chattering birds; 
Nor Clio, nor her fifters, have I feen, 
<\s Hefiod faw them on the thady gréen z 
Experience makes my work; a truth fo try’d 
You may believe; and Venus be my guide, 
Far hence, ye veftals, be, who bind yout 
hair ; 
And wives, who gowns below your ancles wear. 
I fing the brothels loofe and unconfin’d, : 
‘Th’ unpunithable pleafures of the kind, 
Which all alike, for love or money, find. 
You, who in Cupid’s rolls infcribe your 
name, 
Firt feck an objec worthy of your flame ; 
Then ftrive with art your lady’s mind to gains 
And laft, provide your lave may long remain, 
On thefe three precepts all my work fhall mover; 
‘Thefe are the rules and principles of love, on 
Before your youth with marriage is oppreft, 
Make choice of oné who fuits your humetfy. 
bef : s 
And fuch a damfel drops not from the tky: 
She muft be fought for with a curious eye, 
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- ‘The wary angler, in the winding brook, 
Knows what the fifh, and where to bait his hook. 
"The fowler and the huntfman know by name 
‘The certain haunts and harbour of their game. 
So muft the Jover beat the likelieft grounds; 
‘Th’ affenibly where his quarry moft abounds. 
Nor fhail my novice wander far aftray 5 
‘Thefe rules fhall put him in the ready way, 
Thou fhalt nog fall around the continent, 
As far as Perfeus or as Paris went: 
For Rome alone affords thee fuch a ftore, 
As all the world can hardly fhew thee more. 
The face of heaven with fewer ftars is crown'd, 
‘han beauties in the Roman {phere are found, 
Whether thy love is betit on blooming youth, 
‘On dawning fwectnefs in unartful truth; 
Or courts the juicy joys of riper growth; 
Here mayft thou find thy full defires in both. ° 
Or if autumnal beauties. pleafe thy ight 
(An age that knows to give, and take delight}; 
Millions of matrons of the graver fort, 
In commaryprudence, will not baik the fport, 
In fummer heats thou need’ ft but only go 
‘To Pompey’s coo} and fhady portico; 
Or Concord’s fare; or that proud edifice, - 
Whofe turrets near the baudy Suburb rife: 
Or to that other portico, where ftands 
‘The cruel father urging his commands, 
And fifty daughters wait the time of reft, [breaft: 
‘Yo plunge their poniards in the bridegroome 
Or Venus’ temple; where, on annua! nights, 
"Shey mourn Adonis with Affyrian rites, 
Nor fhun the Jewith walk, where the foul dréve, 
On fabbaths, reft from every thing but love ; 
Nor Ifis’ temple ; for that facted whore 
“Makes others, what to Jove fhe was before. 
«ind if the hall itfelf be not bely’ 
Ev'n there the caule of love is often try’d 
Near it at leaft, or in the palace-yard, . 
From whence the noify combatants are heard, 
‘The crafty counfellors, in formal gown, © 
‘There gain another's caufe, but lofe their own. 
There eloquence is nonpluft in the fuit ; 
And lawyers, who had words at will, are mute. 
Venus, from her adjoining temple, fniiles, 
"l'o fee them caught in their litigious wiles. 
Grave fenators lead home the youthful dame, 
Returning clients, when they patrons came, 
But, above all, the play-houfe is the Place; 
‘Vhere’s choice of quarry in that narrow chace. 
There take thy ftand, and sharply looking out, 
oon may’ft thou find a mittrefs in the rout, 
ength of time, or fcr a fingle bout. 3; 
‘Phe theatres are berries for the fair ss 
Like ants on mole-hills thither they repair; 
Like bees to hives, fo numeroufly they throng; 
it may be faid, they to that plaice belong. 
"Thither they {warm, who heve the public voice 
‘There choofe, if plenty not diftracts thy choice 
‘Yo fee, and to be {cen, in heaps they yuny: 
Some to undo, and fome to be undone, 
* From Romulus the rife of plays began, ~ 
‘To his new fubjedts a commodious man ;’ 
Who, his unmarried feldicrs to iupply, Bae Beart 
Took care the common’ multiply ; 
PRO Fate tae ecto co g 
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Providing Sabine women for his braves, 

Like a true king, to get a race of flaves. 

His play-houfe not of Parian marble made, 

Nor was it fpread with parple fails for fhade. 

The ftage with rufhes or with leaves they flrew'd1 

No feenes in profpeét, no machining God. 

On rows of homely turf they fat to Ice, 

Crown’d with the wreaths of every common tree,” 

‘There, while they fat in ruftic majey, 

Each loyer had his miftrefs in his eye ; 

And whom he faw moft fuiting to his mind, 

For joys of matrimonial rape defign'’d. - 

Scarce could they wait the plaudit in their hafte; 

But, e’er the dances and the fong were paft, 

The monarch gave the fignal from his throne ; 

And, rifing, bade his merry men fall on. 

The martial crew, like foldiezs ready preft, 

Juft at the word (the word too was, ‘The Beft)} 

With joyful cries each other animate; 

Some choofe, and fome at hazard feize their mate, 

As doves from eagies, or from wolves the lambs, 

8» from their lawlefs lovers fly the dames. . :- 

Their fear was one, but not one face of fear; 

Some rend the lovely trefles of their hairs 

Some fhriek, and fome are ftruck with dum! 
defpair. a 

Her abfent mother one invokes in vain ; on 

One ftands amaz’d, not daring to complain ; ¢ 

The nimbler truf their feet, the flow remain: 

But nought availing, all are captives led, 

‘Srembling and blushing, to the genial bed. 

She who too long refifted,.or deny'd, . -: + : 

The lufty lover made by forcea bride; [his tae} 

And with fuperior ftrength, compeil’d her to 


.| Then footh’d her thus :—My foul’s far beteer part, 


Ceafe weeping, nor afflia thy tender heart ¢ 

For what thy father to thy mother was, 

That faith to thee, that folemn vow I pafs, 
Thus Romulus became fo popytar ; 

This was the way to thrive in peace and wat; 

To pay his army, and frefh whores to bring : - 

Who would not fight-for fuch a gracious king: 
Thus love in theatres did firft improve; "+ 

And theatres are {lill the {cenes of love : “+ 

Nor fhun the chariot's and the courfer’s race ; 

The Circus is no inconvgnient piace. 

No need is there of talking on the hand ; 

Nor nods, nor figns, which jovers underfland. © 

But boldly next the fair your feat provide; - 

Clofe as you cau to hers, and fide by fide. 

Pleas'd or unple,a'd, no matter ; crouding fit : 

For fo the laws of public thows permit. 

Then find cecafion to begin difcourle 5” é 

Enquire, whofe chariet this, and whofe that horfe? 

To whatfoever fide the is inclin’d, an 

Suit all your inclinations to her mind; {begin 

Like ‘what fhe likes; from thence your court 

And whom fhe favours, wifh that he may win. 

But when the ftatates of the Deities; ©- ~ 

In chariots roll’d, appear before the prize ; i 

When Venus comes, with deep devotion rife; 

TE duft be ow her lap, or grains of fand, 

Brufh both away with your officivus hand. 

If ngne be there, yet broth that nothing thence 

And till to touch her lap make fome pretence. ~ 

reid ee ek res peace: 
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Sweep on the ground, let it not {weep in vain; 
Bur gently take it up, and wipe it clean; 
And while you wipe it, with obferving eyes, 
‘Who knows but you may fee her naked thighs! 
Obferve, who fits behind her, and beware, 
Left his incroaching knee fhould prefs the fair. 
Light fervice takes light minds; for fome can tell 
Of favours won, by laying cuthions well : 
_ By fanning faces fome their fortune meet ; 

“And fome by laying foot{tools for their feet. 
‘Thefe overtures of love the Cireus gives; 
Nor at the fword-play lefa the lover thrives: 
For there the fon of Venus fights his prizes, 
Anil deepeft wounds are oft recciv’d from eyes. 
One, while the crowd their acclamations make, 
Or while he bets, and puts his ring to Rake, 
Ts ftruck from far, and feels the flying dart; 


"Touch any thing of ber’s; and if her train - } 


And of the fpectacle is made a part. rd 


Czfar would reprefent a naval fight, 
For his own honour, and for Rome's delight. 
From either fea the youths and maiden’s come; 
And all the world was then contain’d in Rome, 
In shis vaft concourfe, in this choice of game, 
‘What Roman heart but felt a forcign flame ? 
Once mere our prince prepares to make us glad; 
And the remaining eaft to Rome will add. 
Rejoice, ye Roman foldicrs, in your urn; 7) 
“Your enfigns from the Parthians fhall return; 
“sqAnd the {lain Craft fhall no longer mourn. - 
* A youth is fent thofe trophics to demand ; 
And bears his father’s thunder in his hand 
Doubs not th’ imperial boy in wars unfeen ; 
In childhood all of Cafar’s race are men, 
Celeftial feeds thoot out before their day, 
Prevent their years, and brook no dull delay, 
” ‘Thus infant Hercules the fuakes did prefs, 
And in his cradle did his firg confefs. 
Bacchus, a boy, yet like a hero fought, 
And early {poils from conquer’d India brought. 
‘Phus you your father’s troops fhall lead to fight, 
And tbas fhall vanguifh in your father’s right. 
‘Thefe rudiments to you your lineage owe ; 
Born to inercafe your titles, as you grow, 
Brethren you had, revenge your brethren flain; 3 

. You have a father, and his rights maintain. 
arn’ by your country’s parent and your own, 

- Redeem your country, and reflore his throne, 
Your enetnies affert an impious caule ; < 
You Gyht beth for divine and human laws. 
Already in their caufe they are o'er¢ame: 
Subjedt-thein too, by force of arms, to Rome, 
Great father Mars with greater Ca:far join, 

‘To give a profperous omen to your line : ¢ 
One of you is, and one fhall be divine. 
I prophedy you fhall, you fhail o’ercome-: 


My verfe fhall bring you back in triumph home. © 


Speak in my verfe, exhort to loud alarms : 

© were my numbers equal to your arms! 
‘Then would { fing the Parthians overthrow ;° 
‘Yheir fhot averle fens from a flying bow : 
‘The Parthians, who already Sying fight, 
Already give an omen of their fight, ©. - ° 
O when will come the day, by heaven defign’ J. was 
‘Phensbon, the bed and fet at masking, . - 
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Drawn by white horfes fhalt in triumph ride, 
‘With conquer’d flaves attending on thy fide; 
Slaves, that no longer can be fafe in flight; 

O glorious objea, O furprifing fight, i 
O day of pubiic joy, too good to end in night! 
On fuch a day, if thou, and, next to thee, 

Some beauty fits, the fpe@acle to fee: : 
If the inquire the names of conquer’d kings, 

Of mountains, rivers, and their hidden fprings, 
Anfwer to all thou know’ft; and. if need be, 

OF things unknown feem to fpeak-knowingly :” 
This is Euphrates, crown’d with reeds; and there 
Flows the iwift Tigris, with his fea-green hair. 
Invent new names of things unknown before; 
Call this Armenia, that the Cafpian fhore; 

Call this a Mcde, and that a Parthian youth ; 
‘Talk probably : no matter for the truth. 

In feafts, as at our shows, new means abound ; 
More pleafure there, than that of wine, is fouad. 
The Paphian Goddefs thare her ambuth lays; 
And love betwixt the horns of Bacchus plays 
Defires increafe at every fwelling draught ; 

Brifk vapours add new vigour to the thought. 

‘There Cupid's purple wings no flight afford ; 

But, wet with wine, he flutters on the board. 

He thakes his pinions, but he cannot move; .* 

Fix’d he remains, ahd turns a maudlin Lové. 

Wine warms the blood, and makes the {pirits 
flow ; 

Care flies, and wrinkles from the forehead go : 

Exalts the poor, invigorates the weak ; 

Gives mirth and Jaughter, and a rofy checks 

Bold truths it fpeaks; and fpoken, dares maintain; 

And brings our old fimplicity again. 

Love fparkles in the cup, and fills it higher z 

Wine feeds the flames, and fuel addsto fire, 

But choofe no miftsefs in thy drunken fit; 

Wine gilds too much their beauties and their wit. 

Nor truit thy judgment when the tapers dance ; 

But fober, and by day, thy fuit advance, : 

By day-light Paris judg’d the beauteous three’ 

And for the fairelt did the prize decree, 

Night is a cheat, and all deformities 

Are hid or leffen’d in her dark difguife. 

The fun's fair light each error will confefs, 

In face, in fhape, in jewels, and in drefs. 

Why name I every place where youths abound? 
*Tis lofs of time, and a too fruitful ground. 

‘The Baian baz hs, where fhips at anchor ride, 

And whalefome ftreams from fulphur fountains 
glide; 

Where wounded youths are by experience taught, 

The waters are leis healthful than they thought. 

Or Dian’s fane, which near the fuburb lies, 

Where priefts, for their promotion, fight a prize, 

That maiden Goddefs is Love's mortal foe, 

And much from her his fabje@s undergo. 

‘Thus far che iportful Mufe with myrtle bound, 
Has fung where lovely laffes may be found. 

Now Jet me fing, how fhe who wounds your mind, 
With art, may be to cure your wounds inclin’d. ~~ 
Young nobles, co my laws attention lend + 
And all you vaigar of my {cheol attend. 

Firft then believe, all women may be won 5 


_ | Apemgt with confidence, the work.is done. . 
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The grafshopper fhall firit forbear to fing: - 

dn fummer {vafon, or the birds in {pring ; 

Phan women can refift your flattering fkil! : 
Ev'n the will yield, who fwears the never will. 
To fecret pleafure both the fexes move F i 
But women moft, who moft diffemble love. 
*Twere beft for us, if they would firft declare, 
Avow their paffion, and fubmit to prayer. 

"The cow, by lowing, tells the bull her flame: 
"The neighing mare invites her ftailion to the game, 
Man is more temperate in his luit than they, 
And, more than women, can his paffion fway.” 
Biblis, we know, did firft her love declare, 

And had recourfe to death in her defpair. 

Her brother the, her father Myrrha fought, 

‘And lov'd, but lov'd not as a daughter ought. 
Now from a tree the flills her odeyous tears, 
‘Which yet the name of her who shed them bears. 

In Ida’s thady vale a bull appear'd, 

‘White as the fnow, the faireft of the herd; 

‘A beauty-{pot of black there only rofe, 

Betwixt his equal horns and ample brows : 

‘The love and with of ali the Cretan cows. 

"The queen beheld him as his head he rear’ds 
And envy’d every leap he gave the herd. 

A fecret fire the nourifh’d in her breaft, 

And hated every heifer he carefs’d. . 

“A flory known, and known for true, 1 tel} ; 

Nor Crete, though lying, can the truth conceal. 
She cut bim grafs (fo much can love command) 5, 
She ftrok’d, fhe fed him with her royal hand : 
‘Was pleas’d in paftures with the herd to roam $ 
And Minos by the bull was overcome. 

Ceafe, Queen, with gems ¢’ alorn thy beau- 
teous brows 5 

“The monateh of thy heart no jewel knows. 
Nor in thy glafs compofe thy looks and eyes ¢ 
Sceure from all thy charms thy lover lies : 

Yet truft thy mirror, when it tells thee trug 5 
‘Thou art no heifer to allure his view. 

Soon would thou quit thy royal diadem 

"To thy fair rivals, to be horned like them. 

Tf Minos pleafe, no lover feek to find: 

Ji not, at leaft feek one of hurman kind. 

The wretched queen the Cretan court forfakes 5 
Yn woods and wilds her habitation makes : : 
She curfes every beauteous cow fhe fees; 

‘Ah, why doft thou my lord and matter pleafe ! 

‘And think’ft, ungrateful creature as thou art, 

With frifking aukwardly, to gain his heart! 

Shg faid, and ftraight commands, with frown: 
ing look, . . 

‘To put her, yndeferving, to the yoke; 

Or feigns fome holy rites of facrifice, 

“And fees-her rival’s death with joyful eyes? 

“then, when the bloody prieft has done his part, 

Pleas'd in her hand fhe holds the beating heart 5 

Nor from a fcornfal taunt can farce refrain; 

Go, fool, and try to pleafe my love again. 

Now fhe would be Europa, lo now _ 7 

{One bore a bull, and one was made a cow). 

Yet the at laft her brutal blifs obtain’d, 

And in a wooden cow the bull fuftain’d 5 

¥ill’'d with his feed, accomplifh’d her defire 

"Till by-bis forma the fon betray’d the fire. - 
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AE Atrens’ wife to inceft had not rua, 

(But, ah! how hard it is to love but one !} 
His courfers Phoebus had not driven awayy_ 
‘To fhun that fight, and interrupt the day. 
‘Thy daughter, Nilus, pull’d thy purple hair. 
And barking fea-dogs yet her bowels tear, 
At fea and land Atrides fav'd his life, 
Yer fella prey to his adulterous wife, 
Who knows not what revenge Medea fought, 
When the flain offspring bore the father’s faule # “5 
Thus Phenix did a woman’s love bewail; 
And thus Hippolytus by Phaedra fell. 
Thefe crimes revengeful matrens did commit + 
Hotter their luft, and fharper is theiv wit. * 
Doubt not from them an eafy victory : 
Scarce of a thoufand dames will one deny. 
‘All women are content that men fhould woo: 
She who complains, and fhe who will not do. 


| Reft then fecure, whate’er thy Juck may prove, 


Not to be hated for declaring love. 

And yet how canft thou mifs, fince womankind 

Is frail and vain, and ftill to change inclin’d ? 

Old hufbands and ftale gallants they defpife 5 

And more another's, than their own, they prize. 

A larger crop adorns our neighbour's field ; 

More milk his kind from {welling udders yield. 
Firft gain the maid¢ by her thoy ihalt.be fare, 

A free accefs and eafy to procure + “t om 

‘Who knows what to her office does belong, 

Is in the fecret, and can hold her tongue. on 

Bribe her with gifts, with promifes, and prayers - 

For her good word goes far in Jove affairs. eet 

‘The time and fit occafion leave to her, 

When fhe moft aptly can thy fuit prefer. 

The time for maid’s to fire their lady’s blood, 

Is, when they find her in a merry mood + 

When all things at her with can pleafure move : 

Her heart is open then, and free to love. : 

Then mirth and wantonnedfs to Juft betray, 

And fmooth the paffage to the lover’s way. 

Troy ftood the fiege, when fill'd with anxiouy 


care: 
One merry fit concluded all the war. 

If fome fair rival vex her jealous mind, 
Offer thy fervice to revenge in kind. 

Inftrué the damfel while fhe combs her hair, 
To raife the choler of that injur’d fair; . 
And, fighing, make her miftrefs underftand, 
She has the means of vengeance in her hand ¢ 
‘Than, naming thee, thy humble fuit prefer 5 
And fwear thou languifheft and dy’ft for her, 
"Then let her lofe no time, but pufh at all: 
For women foon are rais’d, and foon they fall, 
Give their firft fury leifure to relent, 

They melt like ice, and fuddenly repent: 

T” enjoy the maid, will that thy fuit advance! 
*Tis a bard queftion, and a doubtful chance. 
One maid, corrupted, bauds the better for ’t 5 
Another for herfelf would keep the sport. 
Thy bufinefs may be further’d or delay’d 
But by my counfel, let alone the maid : 


_Ev'n though fhe should confent to do the feat ; 


The °s little, and the danger great. 
I will notlpad thee through a rugged roads 
Buy where the way lies open, fafe, and broad... 
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Nat, if @ou find’ her very much thy friend, 

And her good face her diligence commend : 

Let the fair miftrefs have thy firft embrace, 

And let the maid come after in her place. 

But this I will advife, and mark my words; 

For ‘tis the beft advice my skill affords : 

U{ needs thou with the damfel wilt begin, 

Before th’ attempt is made, make fure to win: 

For then the fecret better will be kept; 

And fhe can tell no tales when once fhe’s dipt. 

Tis for the fowler’s intereft to beware, 

The bird éntangled fhould not ‘fcape the fnare. 

The fith, once prick’d, avoids the bearded hook, 

And fpoils the fport of all the neighhouring 
brook, 

But, if the wench be thine, the makes thy way, 

And, for thy fake, her miftrefs will betray; ‘ 

‘Tell all fhe knows, and all the hears her fay. 

Kecp well the counfel of thy faithful {py : 

So fhalt thou learn whene’er fhe treads awry. 

All things the ftations of their feafons keep ; 

And certain times there are to fow and reap, 

Ploughmen and failors for the feafon ftay, 

One to plough land, and one to plough the fea f 

S» fhould the fover wait the lucky day. 

‘Then ftop thy {uit, it hurts not thy defign : 

But think, another hour fhe may be thine. 

And when the celebrates her birth at home, 

‘Or when the views the public fhows af Rome, ; 

Know, all thy vifits then are traublefome. 

Defer thy work, and put not then to fea, 

For that’s a boding and a ftormy day. 

Elfe take thy time, and, when thou canft, begin: 

To break a Jewifh fabbath, think no fin : 

Nor ev’n fuperiticious days abftain ; 

Not when the Romans were at Allia flain, 

Ii omens in her frowns are underftood ; 

‘When fhe’s in humour, every day is good. 

But than her birth-day feldom comes a worfe ; 

When bribes and prefents muft be fen of, 
courfe 5 

And that’s a bloody day, that cofts thy purfe. 

Be flanch; yet parfimony will be vain : 

‘Vhe craving fex will till the lover drain. 

No fkill can fhift them) off, nor art remove; 

‘They will be begging, when they know we love. 

‘The merchant comes upen th’ appointed day, 

‘Who fhail before thy face his wares difplay. 

‘To choofe for her the craves thy kind advice ; 

"hen begs again, to bargain for the price : 

But when fhe has her purchafe in her eye, 

She hugs thee clofe, and kiffes thee to buy. 

’ Tis what I want, and "tis a pen’ worth too ; 

Tn many years I will not trouble you. i 

If you complain you have no ready coin ; 

No matter, ‘tis but writing of a line, 

A little bill, not to be paid at fight ; 

Now curfe the time when thou wert taught to 
write, 

She keeps her birth-day; you muft fend the cheer; 

And fhe’ll be born a hundred times a year. 

With daily lies fhe dribs the into coft ; 

That ear-ring dropt a ftone, that ring is loft. 

They often borrow what they never pay ; 

‘Whate’er you lend her, think it thrown away. 





363: 
Had J ten mouths and tongues to tell each art, 
All would ke wearied e’er I told a part: 

By letters, not by words, they loye begin s- 
And ford the dangerous paffage with thy peas 
If to her heart thou aim’tt to find the watz; — 
Extremely flatter, and extremely pray. 

Priam by prayers did Heétor’s body gain; 

Nor is an angry Ged invok’d in vain. 

With promie’d gifts her eafy mind bewitch 5 

Fer ev'n the poor in promife may be righ, © 

Vain hopes awhile her appetite will ftay ; 

Tis a deceitful, but commodious way. 

Who gives is mad; but make her ftill beliewe 

’Twill come,. and that "s the cheapeft way tm 
ive. 

Ev'n barren lands fair promifes afford ; 

But the lean harveft cheate the flarving lord.* 

Buy not thy firft enjoyment, left it prove 

Of bad example to thy future love : 

But get it gratis; and fhe’ll give thee more, 

For fear of lofing what the gave before, 

The lofing gamefter fhakes the box im vain, 

And bleeds, and lofes on, in hopes to. gain, 

Write then, and in thy letter, as I faid,~ 

Let her with mighty promifes be fed, 

Cydippe by a letter was betray’d, 

Writ on an apple to th’ unwary maid, 

She read herfelf into a marriage-vow 

{And every cheat in love the Gods allow), 
Learn eloquence, ye noble youth of Rome ; 

Te will not only at the bar o’ercome + 

Sweet words the people and the fenate theves 
But the chief end of eloquence is love, 

But in thy letter hide thy moving arts; 

Affect not to be thought a man of parts, 

None but vain fools to: fimple women preach : 

A learned letter oft has made a breach, 

In a familiar ftyle your thoughts convey, 

And write fuch things as prefent you would fay; 
Such words as from the heart may feem to moves 
’Tis wit enough, to make her think you love © 
¥f feal’d the fends it back, and will not read, 

Yet hope, in time, the bufinefs may fucceed; 

In time the fteer will to the yoke fubmit; 

In time che reftiff horfe will bear the bit. 

Ev'n the hard plough-thare ufe will wear away 5 
And ftubborn fteel in length of time decay, 
Water is foft, and marble hard; and yet 

We fee foft water through hard marble eat. 
Though late, yet Troy at length in flamosexpirld; " 
And ten years more Penelope had tir’d. 

Perhaps thy fines unanfwer'd fhe retain’d; 

No matter ; there’s a point already gain’d : 

For fhe, who reads, in time will aniwer too; 
Things mutt be left by ju& degrees to grow, ‘ 
Perhaps the writes, bugandwers with difdajn, 
And fharply bids you not to write again : 

What the’ requires, the fears you thould accord 
The jilt would not be tgken at her word. 

Meantime, if fhe be carried in her chair, 
Appreach, but do sot feem to know fhe’s there,, 
Speak foftly to delude the ftanders-by 
Or, if aloud, then {peak ambiguonfly. 

If fauntering in the portico the walk, a 
Move flowly yoo ; for that’s a time for talk ¢ 


sabe 
And fometimes follow, fometimes be her guide; 
Bat, when the crowd:permits, go fide by fide. 
Nor in the play-houfe let her fit alone : . 

For the’s the play-houfe and the play in one. 
There thou may’ft ogle, or by figns advance 
‘Thy fuit, and feem to touch her hand by chance, 
Admire the dancer who her liking gains, 

And pity in the play the Jover's pains ; 

For hey {weet fake the lofs of time defpile ; 

Sit while fle G9, and when fhe rifes rife, 

But drefs not like a fop, nor curl your hair, 

Nor with a pumice make your body bare. 

Leave: thafe effeminate and ufclefs toys 

"Bo cupacht; who can give no folid joys. 

Megleét becomes a man: this Thefens found: 
Uncurl'd,uncbmb*d,thenymph his wifhes crown'd. 
- The roligh Hippotytus wae Phadra’s care : 

And Venus thought the rade Adonis fair, 

Be not too finicaly but yet be clean: 
wAnd wear well-fathiou’d clothes, like other men. 
Let not your teeth be yellow, or be foul; 

Nor in wide thoes your fect toa lootely roll. 

Of a black ‘muzzle, and Jong beard, beware; 
And let a fkilful barber cut vour hair. 

Your nails be pick'd from filth, and even par’d; 
Nar let your nafty uoftrils bud with beard. 

Cure your urfavory breath, gargle y: ur threat; 
And free your armpits from the ram and goat. 
Drefs not, in fhort, too lite or too much; 

And be net wholly French, not wholly Dutch. 

Now Bacchus calls me to his jolly rises. 

‘Who-would not follow, when 2 Gou invites ? 
He helps the poet, and his pen infpires, 

Kind art indulgent to his former fires. 

Fair Ariadne wander’d on the fhore, 

Forfaken now ; aod Thefeus-lov'd no more: 

* ALoofd was her gown, difrevel'd was her hair ; 
Her bofom naked, and her feet were bare : 
‘Maclaltaing,.on the water's brink fhe ftood; 

Her, briny tareaugment the briny flood ; 

She fhriek’d, and wept, and both became her face: 
No pofture could that heavenly furm difgrace. 
She beat her breaft: The traitor’s gone, faid the; 
‘What fhall become of poor forfaken me? 

‘What hall become—the had-uot time for more, 

“' he founding cymbals rattled on the thore. 

She fwoons for fear, she falls upon the ground; 
No vital heat was in her body fuund. 
‘fhe Mimallonian dames about her ftood ; 

‘And fcudding Satyrs ran before their God, 

Silenus on his afs did nest appear, 

And held upon the mane (the God was clear); 

, The drunken fire purfues, the dames retire ; 

€ometimes the drunken dames purfue the drun- 
a ken fire. | 

“At lat he topples over on the plain; 

#phe Satyrs laugh, and bid him rife again. 

wAnd-now the God of wine came driving on, 

Bw gh on his chariot by fwift tigers drawn, 

* Her colour, voice, and fenfe, forfeok the fair; 
‘Vhrice did her trembling {cet for flight pre- 

are, 
And thrice affrighted did her flight forbear. 

> She thook, like leaves of corn when tempeils blow, 
Or ilcnder reeds that in the marfhes grow, 
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‘To whom the God: Compofe thy fearful-mind: 
In me a truer hufband thou halt find. - 
With heaven I will endow thee, and thy ftdr 
Shall with propitious light be feen afar, 
Aad guide on {eas the decbeful mariner, 
He faid, and, from his chariot leaping light, 
; Left the grim tigers fhould the nymph affright, 
His brawny arnis around her waift he threw 
(For Gods, whate'er they: will, with eafe can do): 
And fwiftly bore her thence, th’ attending throng 
Shout at the fight, and fing the nuptial fong, 
New in full bowls her forrows fhe may fleep : 
‘The bridegroom's liquer lays the bride afleep. 
But thou, when Sowing cups in triumph ride, 
And the lov'd nymph is feated by thy: fide ; 
Invoke the God, and all the mighty Powers, 
That wine may not defraud thy genial hours. 
Then in ambiguous words thy fuir prefer, 
Which fire may know were all addreft to her. 
tu liquid purple letters write her name, 
Which the may read, and reading find the flame. 
Then may your eyes confefs your matual fires 
(For eyes have tongves, and ylances tell dcfires). 
Wheue’er the drinks, the fit to take the cup; | 
And, where the laid her lips, the blefling fup. 
When fhe to carving does her hand advance, 
Put out thy own, and touch it as by chance, 
‘Thy fervice ev'n her hufband muft attend 
(A bufband is 2 mof convenient friend). 
Seat the fool cuckuld in the higheft place : 
And with thy garland his dull temples grace. 
Whether below or cqual in degree, 
Let him be lord of all the company, ¢ 
And what he fays, be feconded by thar. 
*Tis common to deceive through friendthip’s 
name: 
But, comman thongh it be, -Rill to blame: 
‘Thus faGors frequently their trutt betray, 
And to thensfelves their matters’ gains convey, 
Drink to a certain pitch, and then give o'er; 
Thy tongue and fect may Bumble, dr nking more. 
Of drunken quarrels in her fight beware; 
Pot-vaiour only ferves to fright the fair. 
Lurytion jully fell, by wine opprefi, 
For his rude riot at a wedding-feait. 
Sing, if you have a voice; and fhew your parts 
In dancing, if indued with dancing arts. 
Do any thing within your power to pleafe ; 
Nay, ev'n affect a feeming drunkennefs; 
Clip every word; and if by chance you {peak 
Too home, or if too broad a jeft you break, 
Ja your excufeghe company will joi 
And lay the fault upon the force a! 
True drunkennefs is fubjedt to offerid ; 
But when tis feign’d, ’tis oft a laver'’s friend. 
Then fately may you praife ier beauteous, face, 
And call him happy, who is in her grace. 
Her hufband thinks himfelf the man defign’d; 
But curfe the cuckold in your fecret mind. 
When all are rifer, and prepare to go, 
Mix with the crowd, ard tread upon her toe, 
‘This Js the proper time to make thy court ; 
For now fhe’s in the vein, and ft for fport. 




















sy bafhfulnefs, that ruftic virtue, by ; 
To manly confidence thy thoughts apply, 
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On fortune’s furetop timely fix thy hold; | 
. Now fpeak and {peed ; for Venus loves the Cold. 
“ No rules of rhetoric here | need afford : 
Only begin, and cof the following word ; 
. Ut will be witty of its own accord. : 
Act well the lover; let ehy {peech ahoend 
"Yn dying words, that reprefent thy wound : 
Difruft not her belief; the will be mov’d; 
Ali women think they merit to be lov'd. 
Sometimes a man begins to love in jeft, 
And, after, feels the torment he profeft. . 
For your own fakes be pitiful, ye fair; 
For a feign'd paffion may a true prepare. 
By flatteries we prevail on womankind; 
As hotlow banks by ftreams are undermin’d. 
‘Tell her, her face is fair, her cyes arc tweet : 
“Her taper fingers praife, and litte fect. 
Such praifes ev’n the chafte are pleas’d to hears 
Both maids and matrons hold theie beauty dear. 
Once naked Pallis with Jove's queen appear’d ; 
And fijl they grieve that Venus was preterr’d. 
Praife the proud peacock, and he fpreads his trair: 
_ Be filent, and he puils it in again. 
Pleas’ is the courfer in his rapid race ; 
Applaud his running, and he mends his pace. 
But largely promife, and devoutly fwear ; . 
And, if need be, call every God to hear. 
Jove fits above, forgiving with a fmile 
“Lhe perjuries that eafy maids beguile. 
Hefwore to Juno by the Stygian lake : 
Forworn, he dares not an example make, i 
Or punith falfehood for his own dear fake. 
*Tis for our intereft that the Gods fhould be; 
Lat us believe them: { believe, they fee, { 
Atd both reward and punifh equally. 
Not that they live,ityive, like lazy drones, 
Or kings below, fygQpa upon their thrones. 
Lead then your lives as prefent in their fight ; 
Re jut in dealings, and defend the right ; ‘ 
Jy fraud betray not, nor opprefs by mighty 
But ’tis a venial fin to cheat the fair 5 
All men have liberty of confcience there. 
On cheating nymphs a cheat is well defign'd; , 
‘Tis a profane and @ deceitful kind. 
| ’Tis faid, that Egypt for nine years was dry, 
Nor’ Nile did floods, nor heaven did rain Supply. | 
JA foreigner at length inform’d the king, 
hat flaughter’d guefts would kindly moifture 
: bring. ~ 
The king reply’d: On thee the fot thall fall; 
!Be thon, my gueft, the facrifice for all. ° 
; Thus Phalaris Perillus taught to low, 
| And made him feafon firft the brazen cow. 
1A rightful doom, the Jaws of nature cry, 
} ’Tis, the artrficers of death fhould die. 
Thus juftly women fuffer by deceit ; 
‘Their praclice authorifes us to cheat. 
Beg her, with tears, thy warm defires to grant; 
For tears will pierce a heart of adamant. 
If tears will not be fqueez"d, then rub your eye, 
Or ’noint the lids and feem at leaft to cry. 
Kil, if you can; refiftance if the make, 
And will not give you kiffes, let her take, 
ky, fy, you naughty man! are words of courfe; 
She ftruggles but to be fabdued by force, 


: 


| They feem v accufe you, with a dowucatt fiy 
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Kifs only oft, ! charge you, and beware, 
With your hard briftles not to brufh the fair. 
He whe has gain'd a kifs, and gains no more, | 
Deferves to lofe the blifs he got before. 

If once the kifs, her meaning is exprcft s 

There wants but little pefhing for the ref : 
Which if thou dof not gain, by firength or art,’ 
The name of clown then fuits with thy defert; i 
°Tis downright dulnefs, and a fhame/u! pare, 
Perhaps, the calls it force; bat, if the feape, 

She will not thank you for th’ omitted rape. 

The fex is cunning to conceal their fires; 

They would be fore’d ev’n to their own defires. 
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Bat in their fouls confefs you did them right. * 

Who might be forc’d, and yet uatonch’d depart, 

Thank w their tongues, but. curfe you with 

their heart. 
Fair Phoebe and her filer did prefer 
To their dull mates the noble ravifher, 
What Deidamio did in days of yore, 

The tale is old, but worth the reading o'er. 

When Venus had the golden apple gain'd, 

And the jult judge fair Helen bad obtain'd + 

When fle with triumph was at Troy receiv'd, 

‘fhe Trojans joyful, while the Grecians griev'd > 

They vow'd revenge of violated laws, 

And Greece was arming in the cuckold’s canfe : 

Achilles, by his mother warn’ from-war, 

Difguis’d his fes, and lurk'd among the fair. 

What! offtans /Eacides to Spin and few ? 

With {pear and fword in field thy valour fhew; 

And, leaving this, the nobler Pallas know, 

Why doft thou in that hand the diftaif wicld, 

Which is more worthy to fuftain the thicld ? 

Or with that other draw the woolly twine, 

‘The fame the Fates for Hector’s thread affizn ? 

Brandifh thy falchion in thy powerful hand, 

Which can alone thy ponderous lance command, 

In the fame room by chanez the royal maid 2 
5 








Wis lodg’d, and, by his feeming fex betray'd, 
Clofe to her fide the youthful hero lai 
I krow not how his courthhip ke began; 
But, to her coft foe found it was a man, 
Tis thought the fruggied; but withal “tis 
thongnt, 
Her with was to be conqner’d, when the fought. 
For when, difclos’d, and haftening to the feld, 
He laid his diftaff down, and took the fhield, 
With tears her humble fuit fhe did prefer, 
And thought to ftay the grateful ravifher. 
She fighs, the fots, fhe begs him not to part 7 
And now ‘tis nature what Before was art. * 
She ftrives by force her lover to d: 
And withes to be ravifh’d once agai 
This is the fex; they wilt not frit begin, 
But, when compe!!'d, are pleas’d to fufte: 
Is there, who thinks thac women fir: 
Lay by thy felf-conceit, thou foolifi 
Begin, and fave their modelty the fhame+ 
Lis well for thee, if they receive thy flame, 
’Tis decent for a man to {peak his mi: 
They but expec th’ occafion to be ki! 
Atk, that thou may'ft enjoy; fhe w 
And or thy fiift advance depends th 
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Ev'n Jove himfelf was forc’d to fue for love; 
Bone of the nymphs did firft folicie Jove. 
But if-you find your prayers increafe her pride, 
Strike fail awhile, and wait another tide. 
‘They fly when we purfue ; but make delay, 
And, when they fee you flacken, they will ftay. 
‘Sometimes it profits to conceal your end ; 
Name not yourfelf her lover, but her friend. 
How many fkittith girls have thus been caught! 
He prov'd a lover, who a friend was thought, 
Sailors by fun and wind are fwarthy made ; 
A tann’d complexion heft becomes their trade. 
Tis a difgrace for ploughmen to be fair; 
Bluff cheeks they have, and weather-beaten hair. 
"ambitious youth, who feeks an olive crown, 
Js fun-burnt with his daily toil, and brown, 
But if the lover hopes to be in grace, 
‘Wan be his looks, and meagre he his face. 
‘That colour from the fair compatlion draws : 
Bhe thinks you fick, and thinks herfelf the caufe. 
Orion wander’d in the woods for love : 
Hiis palenefs did the nymphs to pity move; é 
His ghaftly vifage argued hidden love. 
Nor fail a night-cap in full health, to wear ; 
Negled& thy drefs, and difcompofe thy hair. 
All things are decent, that in love avail : 
Read long by night, and ftudy to be pale : 
Forfake your food, refufe your needful reft ; 
Be miferable, that you may be bleft. 
Shall ¥ complain, or fhall t warn you moft? 
Faith, truth, and friendthip, in the Qorld are 
lofe; 
A little and an empty name they boat: 
‘Truft not thy friend, much lefs thy miftrefs praife ; 
¥f he believe, thou may’ft a rival raife, 
*Tis true, Patroclus, by no Iuit mifled, 
‘Sought not to ftain his dear companion’s bed, 
“Nor Pylades Hermione embrac’d ; 
dv'n Phiedra to Pirithons ftiil was chafe. 
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But hope not thou, in this vile age, to find 
Thofe rare examples of a faithful mind. 
The fea fhall fooner with fweet honey flow ; 
Or from the furzes pears and apples grow. 
We fin with gut, we love by fraud to gain; 
And find a pleafure in our fetlow's pain, 
From rival foes you may the fair defend; 
Bat, would you ward the blow, beware your 
friend: 
Beware your brother, and your next of kin: 
But from your bofom-friend your cares begin. 
Here I had ended, but experience finds, 
That fundry women are of fundrv minds; 
With various crotchets fill'd, and hard to pleafe : 
They therefore muft be caught by various ways. 
All things are not produc'd in any {oil ; 
This ground for wine is proper, that for oil, 
So ‘tis in men, but more in womankind : 
Different in face, in manners, and in mind: 
But wife men fhife their fails with every wind : 
As changeful Proteus vary’doft his thape, 
And did in fundry forms and figures "icape ; 
A running ftream, a ftanding tree became, 
A roaring lion, or a bleating lamb. 
Some fifh with harpsons, fome with dans are 
ftruck, 
Some drawn with nets, fome hang upon the hook + 
So turn thyfelif; and, imitating them, 
Try feveral tricks, and change thy flratagem 
One rule will not for different ages hold, 
The jades grow cunning, as they grow more old. 
Then talk not bawdy to the bafkfut maid; 
Broad words will make her innocence afraid, 
Nor to an ignorant girl of learning fpeak ; 
She thinks you conjure, when you talk in Greck, 
And hence ‘tis often feen, gagdimple Shun 
The learn’d, and into vile crs FON, 
Part of my tafk is doné, afd part to do: 
But here ‘iis time to re mytelf and + 
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THE FIRST BOOK OF HOMER’S ILIAS. 


The Argument. 


Ghryles, prieft of Apollo, brings prefents to the Grecian princes, to ranfom his daughter Chryfeis, 


who was prifoner in the fleet. Agamemnon, the general, whofe captive and miftrefs the young 
lady was, refufes to deliver, threatens the venerable old man, and difmiffes him with contumgly. 
‘The prieft craves vengeance of his God; who fends a plague among the Greeks: which ‘occa- 
fions Achilles, their great champion, to -fummon a council of the chief officers: he encourages 
Calchas, the high prieft and prophet, to tell che reafon, why the Gods were fo much incenfed 
againft them. Calchas is fearful of provoking Agamemnon, till Achilles engages to proteét him: 
then, embuldened by the hero, he accufes the general as the caufe of all, by detaining the fae 
captive, and refufing the prefents offercd for her ranfom, By this proceeding, Agamemnon is 
obliged, againgy his will, to reftore Chryfeis, with gifts, that he might appeafe the wrath of 
Phebus; but, at the fame time, to revenge himfelf on Achilles, fends to {eize his flave Brifeis. 
Achilles, thus affronted, complains to his mother Thetis; and begs her to revenge his injury, 
not only on the gencral, but on all the army, by giving victory to the ‘Frojaus, till the ungrates 
ful king became fenfible of his injuftice. At the fame time, he retires from the camp into his 
thips, and withdraws his aid from his countrymen, Thetis prefers her fon’s petition to Jupiter, . 
who grants her uit. Juno fufpects her errand, and quarrels with het hufband for his grant; ~ 
till Vulcan reconciles hls parents with a bowel of Neétar, and fends them peaceably to bed. 


‘Tne wrath of Peleus’ fon, O Mate, refound ; 

‘Whole dire effects the Grecian army found, 

And many a hero, king, and hardy knight, 

Were fent, in early youth, to thades of night : 

Their limbs a prey to dogs and vultures made; 

$o was the fovereign will of Jove obey’d: 

From that ill-omen’d hour when ftrife begun, 

Betwixt Atrides’ great, and Thetis’ godlike fon. 
What Power provok’d, and for what caufe 

relate, 

Sow’d, in their breafts, the feeds of ftern debate : 

Jove’s and Latona’s fon his wrath exprefs’d, 

in vengeance of his violated prieft, 

Againft the king of men ; who, fwoln with pride, 

Refus’d his prefents, and his prayers deny’d. 


For this the God a fwift contagion fpread 

Amid the camp, where heaps on heaps lay dead. 
For venerable Chryfes came to buy, 

With gold and gifts of price, his daughter's liberty. 

Supphant before the Grecian chiefs he ftood ; 

Awful, and arm’d with enfigns of his God : 

Bare was his hoary head ; ore holy hand 

Held forth his laurel crown, and one his fceptre of. 

command. 
His fuit was common ; but above the reft, 


|. To both the brother princes thus addrefs’d : 


Ye fous of Atreus, and ye Greajan powers, 
So may the Gods who dweli in heavenly bowers 
Succeed your fiege, accord the vows you make, 
And give you Troy’s imperial town to take 5 
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So, by their happy condu&, may you come 
With conqueft back to your fweet native home; 
Aa you receive the ranfom which I bring 
(Refpedting Jove and the far-fhooting king), 
And break my danghter’s bonds, at my defire ; 
And glad with her return her grieving fire. 
With fhouts of loud acclaim the Greeks decree 
‘To take the gifts, to fet-the damfel free. 
"The king, of mén.alone with fury burn’d; 
And, haughty, thefe opprobrious words return’d : 
Hence, holy dotard, aud avoid my fight, 
Ere evil intercept thy tardy flight : 
Nor dare to tread this interdiéted ftrand, 
Left not that idle fceptre in thy hand, [tne-f 
Nor thy God’s crown, my vow’deevenge wi 
Hence, on thy life: the captive maid is mine ; 
‘Whom not for price or prayers I will refign : 
“Mine the thal be, till creeping age and time 
Her bloom have wither’d, and confum’d her prime. 
Till then my royal bed fhe fhall attend ; 
And, having firft adorn’d it, late afcend : 
This, for the night; by day, the web and loom, 
And homely houfholdetaik, fhall be her doom, 
Far from thy lov’d embrace, and her fweet na- 
7 tive home. 
He faid: the helplefs prieft reply’d no more. 
But fed his fteps along the hoarfe refounding 
ore : 
Silent he fled ; fecure at length he flood, 
Devoutly curs’d his foes, and thus invok'd his God: 
O fource of facred light, attend my prayer, 
God with the filver bow and golden hair; 
Whom Chryfa, Cilla, Tenedos obeys, 
And whofe broad cye their happy foil furveys ; 
H, Sraintheus, { have pour’d before thy fhrine 
The blood of oxen, goats; and ruddy wine, 
And larded thighs on loaded altars faid, 
Hear, and my juft reverge propitious aid. 
Pierce the proud Grecks, and with thy fhafts atte 
Haw much thy power is injur’d in thy prieft. 
He pray'd,and Pheebus,hearing, urg’d his fight, 
‘With fury kindled, from Olympus’ height ; 
His quiver o’er his ample thoulders threw ; {flew. 
His bow twang’d, and his arrows rattled as they 
Black asa ftormy night, he rang’d around 
‘The tents, and compafs’d the devoted ground. 
Then with fuli farce his deadly bow he bent, 
And feather’d fates among the mules and iump- 
ters fent : 
‘Th’ effay of rage. on faithful dogs the next; 
And laft, in human hearts his arrows fix'd 
The God nine days the Greeks at rovers kill'd, 
Nine days the camp with funeral fires was fill'd ; 
‘The tenth, Achilles, by the Queen’s command, 
Who bears heavens awful fceptre in her hand, 
A council fummon’d: forthe Goddefs griev’d 
Her favour’d hoft fhould perifh uareliey'd. 
The kings aflembled, foon their chief inclofe 5 
Then from his feat the Goddefs bora arole, 
And thus undaunted fpoke: What now remains, 
But that once more we tempt the watery plains, 
‘And, waydering homeward, feek our fafety hence, 
In flight at Icatt, if we can find defence ? 
Such woes at once encompafg us about, 
The plague within the camp, the fword without. 
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Confult, O king, the prophets of ti’ event: 
And whence thefe ilfs,and what the Gods intgnt, { 
Let them by dreams explore; for dreams from 
Jove are fent. 
What want of offer’d vidtime, what offence 
In fa&t committed could the Sun incenfe, 
To deal his deadly fhafts? What may remove 
His fertled hate, and reconcile his love? 
That he may look propitious on our toils; [fpoils 
Aud hungry graves no more be glutted with our 
Thus to the king of men the hero Spoke, 
Then Calchas the defir’d occafion took : X 
Calchas the facred feer, who had in view 
‘Things prefent and the paft; and things to coma 
foreknew. : 
Supreme of augurs, who by Pliorbus raught, 
‘The Grecian powers to Troy's deflruction brought. 
Skili'd in the fecret caufes of their woes, 
he reverend prieft in graceful act arole: 
And thus befpoke Pelides: Care of Jove, 
Favour'd of all th’ immortal Powers above ; 
Wouldi&t thou the feeds deep-fown of niifchicf> 
know, 
And why, provok'd Apollo bends his bow ? 
Plight firft thy faith, inviolably true, 
‘To fave me from thofe ills, that may enfue. 
For I fhalf tell ungrateful truths, to thofe 
Whofe boundlefs powers of life and death difpofe. 
And fovereigns, ever jealous of their Rate, 
Forgive not thofe wham once they mark for hate 5 
Ev’n though th’ offence they feemingly digeft. 
Revenge, lke embers rak'd, within their breaft, 
Burfts forth in flames; whofe unrefifted power 
Will feize th’ unwary wretch, and foou devour. 
Such, and no Jefs is he, on whom depende 
The fam of things; and whom my tongue of 
force offends. 
Secure me then from his forefeen intent, 
That what his wrath may doom, thy valour may 
prevent. 
To this the itern Achilles made reply ¢ 
Be bold ; and on my plighted faith rely, 
To fpcak what Phoebus has iufpir’d thy foul 
For common good ; and {peak without control. 
His Godhead I invoke, by him,] {wear, 
"That while my noftrils draw this vital air, 
None fhall prefume to violate thofe bands; 2 2 
Or touch thy perfon with unhallow'd hands : $ 
Ev'n not the King of men that all commants. 5 
‘At this, refuming heart, the prophet faid : 
Nor hetacomb unflain, nor vows unpaid, 
On Greeks, accurs’d, this dire contagion bring, 
Or cali for vengeance from the howyer King 5 
But he the tyrant, whom,none dares refift, 
‘Affronts the Godhead in his injur’d priett : 
He keeps the damfels captive in his chain, [vair, 
And prefents are refus'd, and prayecs prefer’d in 
For th ging Power ethploys his darts ; 
And cinpties all his quivey in our hearts ; 
‘Thus will perfi®, rclentlefs in his ire, 
Tiil the fair flave be render’d to her fire: 
And ranfom-free reftor’d to his abode, 
With facrifice to reconcile the God : 
Then he, perhaps, aton’d by prayer, may ceafe 
His vengeance juftly vow'd, and give the peace, 
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p Phus having (aid, he fate. thus anfwer’d then, 
Upftarting from his throne, the king of men,. 
His Dreaft with fury Ail'd, his eyes-with fires: - 
Which rolling round, he fhot in fparkles ou the fire: 
Augur of ill, whofe tongue was never found 
‘Without a prieftly curfe, or boding fuund; 
For not one blefs'd event foretold to me bs 
Pafs'd through that mouth, or pafs’d unwillingly. 
And now thoy doft with lies the throne invade, 
By practice harden’d int thy flandering trade. 
Obtending heaven, for whate’er ills befal 
And fputtering under fpecious names thy gall. 
Now Pheebus is provok’d, his rités and laws” 
Are in his prieft profan’d, and I the caufe: 
Since I detain a flave, my fovereign prize; 
And facred gold, your idol-god, defpife. 
YT love her well: and well her merits claim, 
‘Yo ftand preferr’d before my Grecian dame: 
Not Clytemneftra's felf in beauty’s bloom 
More charm’d, or better ply’d the various loom : 
Mine is the maid; and brought in happy hour, 
‘With every houfhold grace adorn’d, to blefs my 
so unptial bower. , 
Yet thall the be reftor'd ; fince public good 
¥or private intereit ought not to be withood, ‘ 
‘To fave th’ effufion of my people’s blood. 
» But right requires, if I refign my own, 
J thould not duffer for your fakes alone ; 
Alone excluded from the prize [-gain’d, 
And by your common fuffrage have obtain’d, 
The flave without a ranfom fhall be fent 
It refts for you to make th’ equivalent. 
, To this the fierce Theffalian prince reply’d : 
O firft in power, bur pafling all in pride, 
Griping, and ftiil tenacious of thy hold, — {foul'd, 
Wouldit thoa the Grecian chiefs, though largely 
Should give the prizes they had gain'd before, 
And with their lols thy facrilege reftore? 
Whate’et by force of arms the foldier got, 
3s cach his own, by dividend of lot: 
Which to refume; were both unjuft and bafe j 
Not to be borne bat by a fervile race. 
But this we can: if Saturn’s fon beRows 
‘The fack of Troy, which he by ptomife owab 
Then fhall the conquering Greeks thy lofs reftore, 
And with large intereft make th’ advantage more, 
To this Atrides anfwer'd : Thotgh thy bodft 
Affames the forémeft name of all our hoft; 
Pretend not, mighty man, that what is mine; 
Controld by thee, I tamely thould refign. 
Shall I releafe the prize [ gain’d by right, 
In taken towns, and ‘many a bloody fight, 
While thou detain’ Brifeis in thy bands, 
By pricflly glofling on the God's commands ? 
Refolve on this, (a fhort-akernative) 
Quit mine, or, in exchange, another give; 
Elie I, affure thy foul, by fovereign right 
‘Will feize thy captive in thy own defpight. 
Or from flout Ajox, or Ulyfles, bear 
What other prize my fancy hall prefer : 
Then foltly murmur, or aloud complain, 
Rage as you pleafe, you fhall refift in vain. 
Bat nore of this, in proper time and place ; 
‘fo things of greater moment Jet us pafs. 
You. Vi 


A hhip to fail. the facred-foas prepares. ON 
Proud.ia hef tritn+ and put an board the fairs 
With facrifice and gifts, and all thé pémp of ( 

: fayer. : 2 : 3 
The pa well chofen; the command fal be 
In Ajax; ot if other Edecree, 4 
In Creta’s king, or Ithacus, or if I pleafe ix thet: 
Molt fic thyfelf to fee perform’d th’ intent 
For which any prifoner from my fight is feat; 
(Thanks to thy pious care) that Phushge. scizp’ 

crelent. . 

At thic Achilles roll’d his furious eyes, - 
Fix’d on the king afkant ; and thys teplics 
O, impudent, regardful of thy own,» - 
Whofe thoughts are ceriter'd on thyfelf alone, 
Advanc’d to fovereign.fway, for better ends 
Than thus like abject flaves to treat thy friends. 
What Greek is he, that, org’d-by thy command, 
Again# the Trojan t¢otps will lift his hand? 
Not f: sor fuch enfore'd refpect t owes 
Nor Pergamius I hate, nor Priam igmy. foe... 
What wrong fronts Troy remote could. I foftain, %, 
To leave my fruitful foi] and happy reign, § 
And plongh the furges of the ftormy main? 
Thee, frontefs mau, we follow’d from afar; 
Thy itiQraments of death, and tools of war. 
Thine is the triumph ; ours the toil alone; .- 
We bear thee on our backs, and mount thee oy: 

the throne. : 

For thee we fall in fight; for thee redrefs 
Thy baffled brother ; not the wrongs.of Greece. ~ 
And now thou threaten’ft with unjoft decree, 
Yo punith thy affronting heaven; on mig. . 
To feize the prize which I fo dearly, bought 
By common frffrage given, confirm’d by lot, 
Meait match to thine: for fill above the rer 
Thy hook’d rapacious hands ufurp the befti:. . 
‘Yhongh mine are &:& in fight, to*force the prey 5 
And lait fuftain the labours-of the day. 
Nor gradge f thee the much. the Grecians give 5 
Nor mormuring take the Httle I receive, 
Yet ev'n this little, thon, who wouldt. engrof. 
The whole, infatiate, envy’ as thy tofs. aa 
Knéw, then, for Phthia fix’dls my verare : i 











Better,at home my iM«paid pains to. mourn, 

Than from an equal hére fuitain the public featn, 3. 
The king, whole brows with shining edit ward: 

bound; 
Who faw his throne with fcepter’d iiaves encort 
pais’d round, 7 

Thus anfwer'd flern: Go, at thy pleafurey go: 

We need riot fuchi a friend, nor fear we fuch a tots 

There will not want.to follow me in fight : 

Jove will alli, and Jove aflert my right. 

But thou of all the Kings (his care below) 

Art leaft at my command, and mioft my Foe. 

Debates, diffenfions, uproars, dre thy joy; 

Provok'd without offence, and prattis’d td deftroyy: 

Strength is of brutes, and not thy boaft alone ; 

At leatk ‘tis lent from heaven; arid not thy own, 

Fly then, ill-manuer’d, to thy narive land, 

And there thy ant-born Myrmidons command, 

Bue mark this menace ; fince | mut refign 

My black-cy'd maid, to pleale the Powers divine? 

Aa 








“Rumbling within, till thus it fovnd a vent : 


* And, fent by Juno, her commands obey. 


870 
(A well rigg’d veffel in the port attends, 
Mann’d at my charge, commanded by my friends,) 
‘The fhip thal] waft her toher with’dabode, (God 
Full fraught with holy bribes to the far-thouting 
"This thus difpatch’d, 1 owe myfelf the care, 
My fame and injur'd honour to repair + 
“From thy own tent, proud man, in thy defpight, 
"This hand fhall ravifh thy pretended right. 
Brifeis fhali be mine, and thou halt fee, ~ 
What odds of awful power I have on thee : 
"That others at thy coft may learn the difference 
of degree. 
__ At this th’ impatient hero fourly fmil'd : 
His heart impetuons in his. bofom boil'd. 
And, juftled by two tides of equal fway, 
Brood, for a while, fufpended in his way. 
Betwixt his reafon, and his rage untam’d 
One whifper'd foft, and one aloud reclaim’d: 
"That only counfel’d to the fafer fide ; 
"This to the fword, his ready hand apply’d. 
‘Unpunith’d to fupport th’ affront was hard : 
‘Nor eafy was th’ attempt to force the guard. 
But foon the thirft of vengeance fir’d his blood : 
‘Half thone his faulchion, and half theath’d it ftood. 
In that nice moment, Pallas, from above, 
Commiffion’d by th’ imperial wife of Jove, 
Defcended fwift (the white arm'd Queen was loath 
"The fight fhould follow; for fhe favour’d both) : 
ft us in act he ftood, in clouds enfhrin’d, 
fer hand fhe faften’d on his hair behind ; 
"Then backward by his yellow curls fhe drew 5 
"Fo him, and him alone, confefs’d in view. 
‘Tam’d by supesioe force, he turn’d his eyes 
‘Aghatt at firlt, avd (tupid with furprife ; 
But by her fparkling eyes, and ardent look, 
"The virgin-warrior known, he thus befpoke : 
Com’it thou, Celeftial, to behold my wrongs? 
"To view the vehgeance which to crimes belongs 
Thushe. The blue-ey’d Goddefs thus rejoin’d ; 
I come to calm thy turbulence of mind, 
If reafon wil! refume her fovereign fway, 





Equal the loves you both, end T protect : 
‘Then give thy guardidn Gods their due refpedt ; 
‘And ceafe contention ; he thy words fevere, 
Sharp as he merits: but the {word forbear. 
An hour unhop’d already wings her way, 
When he his dire affront fhall dearly pay : 
‘When the proud king fhall fue, with treble gain, 
"Yo quit thy lofs, and conquer thy difdain. 
But thou, fecureof my unfailing word, 
Compofe thy fwelling foul, and theath the fword. 

‘The youth thus anfwer'd mild; Aufpicious 

Maid, ‘ 

‘Heaven's will be mine, and your commands obey’d. 
"The Gods are juit, and when, fubduing fenfe, 
We fetve their Powers, provide the recompence. 
He faid; with farly faith believ'd her word, 
‘And in the fheath, relu@ant, plung’d the fword. 
Her meffage done, fhe mounts the blefs'd abodes, 
And mix’d among the fenate of the Gods. 

At her departure his difdain resurn’d, 
The fire the fanu’d, with greater fury burn’d 3 


Daftard, and drinkard, mean and infolent : 
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‘Tongue-valiant hero, vaunter of thy might, 

In threats the foremoft, but the lag in fights 

When did&t thou thruft amid the mingled pr-afe, 

Content to bid the war aloof in peace ? 

Arms are the trade of each plebeian foul ; 

Tis death to fight; but kingly to control. 

Lord-like at eafe, with arbitrary power, 

‘Yo peel the chiefs, the people to devour. 

Thefe, traitor, are thy talents; fafer far 

"Than. to contend in fields, and toils of war. 

Nor couldit thou thus have dar’d the common hate, 

* Vere not their fouls as abject as their ftate. 

Bat, by this {ceptre, folemnly { fwear, 

(Which never more green leaf-or growing branch 

fhall bear, 

Torn from the tree, and given by Jove to thofe 

Who laws difpenfe, and mighty wrongs oppofe ) 

That when the Grecians want my wonted aid, 

No gift fhall bribe it, and no prayer perfuade. 

When Hector tomes, the homicide to wield 

His conquering arms, with corps to ftrow the ficld, 

Then fhalt thou mourn thy pride; and late confuis 

My wrong repented, when ‘tis paft redrefs, 

He faid': and with difdain, in open view, 

Againft the ground his golden {ceptre threw 5 

Then fate : with boiling rage Atrideg burn’d, 

And foam betwixt his gnafhing grinders churn’d. 
But from his feat the Pylian prince arofe, - 

With reafoning mild, their madnefs to compofe 

Words, fweet as honey, from his mouth diftill’d ; 
















Two centuries already he fulfill’d; 

And now began the third; unbroken yet + 

Once fan’d for courage, ftitlin council great. 
What worfe, he faid, can Argos undergo, 

What can more gratify the Phrygian foc, 

Than thefe diftemper’d heats? If both the lights 

Of Greece their private interei difanites ! 

Believe a friend, with thrice: your years increas’d, 

And let thefe youthful paffions be reprefs’d : 

I flourifh’d long before your birth; and then 

Liv’d equal with a race of braver men t 

Than thefe dim eyes fhall e’er behold again. 

Ceneus and Dryas, and, excelling them, 

Great Thefcus, oud the force of greater Polypheme. 

With thefe f went, x brother of the war, 

Their dangers to divide ; their fame to fhare. 

Nor idle flood with unaflifting hands, {bands, 

When falvage beafts, and men’s more falvage 

‘Their virtuons toil fubdu’d: yet thofe I fway’¢, 

Wich powerful fpecch : I fpoke, and they obey'd. 

If fuch as thole my counfels could reclaim, 

Think not, young warriors, your diminifh’d name. 

Shall lofe of lufire, hy fubjecting rage 

To the cool dictates of experienc’d age. 

Thou, king of men, ftretch not thy fovereign {way 

Beyond the bounds free fubjects can obeyt 

But Jet Petides in his prize rejoice, 

Atchicv'd in arms, allow’d by public voice, 

Nor thou, brave champion, with his power contend, 

Before whofe throne, evn kings their lower'd 

fceptres bend. 

The head of ation he, and thou the hand, 

Matchlefs thy force; but mightier his command = 

Thou firft, O king, releafe the rights of fway 5 

Power, feli-refirain’d, the people beft obey. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM. 2OMER: 


San@ions of law from thee derive their fource ; 
Cammand thyfelf, whom no commands can force. 
The fon of Thetis, rampire of our hoft, Jioft. 
Is worth our care to keep; nor fhall my prayers be 
Thus Neftor faid, and ceas’d: Atrides broke 
His filence next; but ponder’d e’er he fpoke. 
Wife are thy words, and glad I would obey, 
But this proud man affedts imperial fiway. 
Controling kings, and trampling on our ftate, 
His will is law; and what he wills is fate. 
‘The Gods have given him flrength: but whence 
the ftiie oe ay 
Of lawlefs power affum’d, or licence to revile? } 
Achilles cut him fhort; and thus reply’d : 
My warth, allow’d in words, is in effeét deny'd. 
For who but a polsron, poffefa'd with fear, 
Such haughty infolence can tamely bear? 
Command thy flaves: my frecborn foul difdains 
A tyrant’s curb; and reftiff breaks the reins. 
‘Lake this along ; that no difpute fhall rife 
(Vheugh mine the woman) for my ravift’d prize : 
But fhe excepted, as unworthy firife, 
Dare not, t charge thee dare not, on thy life, 
‘Touch aught of mine befide, by fot my due, 
But ftand aloof, and think profane to view : 
This fauchion, elfe, not hitherto withftood, 
Thefe hoftile fields thall fatten with thy blood. 
He faid; and rofe the firft: the council broke ; 
‘And all their grave confults diffolv'd in fmoke, 
‘The royal youth retir’d, on vengeancé bent, 
Patroctus follow'd filent to his tent. 
Meantime, the king with gifts a veffel ftores ; 
Supplics the banks with twenty chofen oars ; 
And next, to reconcile the thooter God, 
Within her hollow fides the facrifice he fow'd : 
Chryleis laft was fet on board ; whofe hand 
Ulyfles took, intrufted with command : 
‘They plow the liquid feas, and feave the lefening 
land... 
Atrides then, bis outward zeal to boait, 
Bade purify the fun-polluted hoft. 
With perfeét hecatombs the God, they grac’d ; 
Whote offir’d entrails in the main were caf. 
Black buils and bearded goats on altars bie 5 
And clouds of favory ftens's involve the ky. 
‘Thefe pomps the royal hypocrite defign’d 
Fer thew; but harbour’d vengeance in his mind ¢ 
‘Till holy malice, longitg for a vent, 
At length difcover'd his conceal'd intent. 
‘Talthybius, and Eurybates the juft, 
Heralds of arms, and minifters of truft, 
He call’d, and thus befpoke : Hafte hence your 
way: 
And from the Coddef-born demand his prey. 
Uf yielded, bring the captive : if deny’d, 
The king (fo tell hin.) shall chaftife his pride : 
And with arm’d multitades in perfon come, 
To vindicate his power, and jultify his doom, 
‘This hard ccmmand unwilling they obey, 
And o’er the barren fhore purfue their way, 
Where quarter’d in their camp the fierce The 
falians lay. 
Their fovercign feated on his chair, they find; 
His penfive cheek upon his band reclin’d, 
And ‘anxious thoughts revolving in his mind. 
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a 
With gloomy looks he-faw them entering in 3 
Without falute: son dur& they firit begin; 
Fearful of rafh offence and death forefeens + 2 
He foon, the caufe divining; cloar’d: his brow 3 -" 
And thus did liberty of {peech-allyw. 
Interpreters of Gods and Mexs,-be hold; 


, Awfal your charadter, and umgontral’d; 


Howe’er unpleafing be the nawi-youcbeitig, 

I blame not you, but your imperious jeits 

You come, I know, my captive to deaiieund 
Patroclus, give her to the herald’s hagé 

But you, authentic witneffes I bring, ~- 

Before the Gods; and your ungrateful king; 

Of this my manifeft : that never more 

This hand. fhall combat on the cruoked fhore + 
No, let the Grecian powers, opprefs’d in fight) 
Unpity’d perifh in their tyrant’s fight. 

Blind of the fature, and by rage mifled, 

He pulls his crimes upon his people's head. 

Forc’d from the field ig trenches to contend; 

And his infulted camp from foes defewd, 

He faid ; and foon obeying his intent, 

Patroclus brought Brifeis from her tents 

Then to th’ intrufted meffengers refign’d.s 
She wept, and often caft her eyes behind: [thence} 
Fore’d from the man fhe lov'’d: they led her 
Along the thore, a prifoner to their pri e.: 

Sole on the barren fands the fuffering 
Roar’d out for anguifh, and indulg’d his gtiety 
Caft on his kindréd feas a ftormy look, 

And his upbraided mother thus befpoke : 

Unhappy parent of a fhort-liv’d fon, 

Since Jove in pity by thy prayers was won 

To grace my fmalt remains of breath with famtey’ 
Why loads he this imbitter’d life with fhamé? 
Suffering his king of men to force my flave} 
Whom, well deferv’d in war, the Gfecians gaves: 

Set by oid Ocean’s fide the Goddefy heard 5 
Then fiom the facred deep her head flie rear’; 
Rofe like a. morning-mift ; and thus begun 
‘Yo footh the forrows of her plaintive fon. : 
Why cries my Care, and why conceals his {mart 
Let thy afiliéted parent fhare her part. : 

Then, fighing-from the bottom of his breaft, 
To the Sea-Goddefi thus the Goddefe-born~id# 

drefs’d :. * 
Thou know’ft my pain, which telimg but recals £” 
By force of arms we raz’d the Thebin walhi 
The ranfack’d city, taken by our tails; 
We left, and hither brought the golden {poilss 
Equal we fhar'd them ; but before the reft, © - 
‘Lhe proud Prerogative had feiz’d the beft: 
Chryfeis was the greedy tyrant’s prize, 
Chrytcis rofy-check’d, with charming eyes: 
Her fire, Apollo’s prictt, arriv’d to buy, ; 
With proffer'd gifts of price, his daughters liberty: * 
Suppliaut before the Grecian chiefs he flood, 
Awiul, and arm’d with enfigns of his God - 
Bare was his hoary head; one holy hand 
Held forth his laurel crown, and one, his, fceptes 

of commapd.- 
His fuit was common, but above the reft 
Yo both the brother_princes waa addrefs'd, 
With thouts of loud acclaim the Greeksagted 
Ye take the gifts, to fet the prifoner free, 

Aa ij 








ida 
Not fo the tyrant, who with {corn the prieft 
Receiy'd, and with opprobrious words difinifs'd. 
‘The good old man, forlorn of human aid, 

For vengeance to his-heavenly patron pray’d = 
‘The Godhead gave a favourable ear, 

And granted all to him he heid fo dear ; 

3H an ail hour hié piercing fhafcs he {ped ; 


And heaps on heaps. of faughter’d Greeks Jay dead, 


Awhile round the camp he rang’d: at lengrh 
atofe 
cA feer who well divin'd; and durft difclofe 
The fource of all our ills: I took the word; 
And prg’d the facred flave to be reftor’d, 
‘The God appeas'd : the {welling monarch flormy’d: 
And then the vengeance vow’d,He fince perform’d: 
‘The Greeks, ‘tis. true, their ruin to prevent, 
Have to the royal prieft his daughter fent; 
But from their haughty king his heralds came, 
And feiz'd, by his command, my captive dame, 
By common fuifrage given; but, thou, be won. 
If in thy power, t’ avenge thy injur’d fon: 
* Afcend the dkies ; and fupplicating move 
, ‘Thy jut complaints, to cloud-compelling Jove. 
If thou by either word or deed haft wrought 
, A kind remembrance in his grateful thoughe, 
Urge him by that ; for often hat thou faid 
"Thy power was once aot vfelels in his aid, 
‘When he, who high above the higheft reigns, 
Sugpris'd by traitor Gods, was bound in chains. 
‘When Juno, Palias, with ambition fir’d, 
_ And his blue brother of the feas confpir'd, 
“Chou freed’ the fovereign of unworthy bands, 
‘Thou brought’ft Briareus with his hundred hands, 
(So call’d in heaven, but mortal men below 
By his terrefirial name Aigeon know : 
‘Twiee ftronger than his fire, who fat above 
Aff-Mfor to the throne of thundering Jove.) 
"rhe Gods, difmay’d at his approach, withdrew, 
Nor durft their unaccomplifh’d crime purfue. 
"That ation to his grateful mind recal ; 
Embrace his knees, and at his foorftool fall : 
"That now, if ever, he will aid our foes ; 
Let Troy’s triumphant troops the camp enclofe : 
Ours beaten to the fhore, the fiege forfuke ; 
And what their king deferves, with hisn partake. 
"Yhat the proud tyrant, at his proper coft, 
May learn the value of the man he lolt, 
To whom the Mother-goddefs thus reply"d, 
Sigh'd e’er the fpoke, and while the tpoke the 
ery’d: 


Ah, wretched mre ! by Fates averfe, ciecteed, 
‘To bring thee forth with pain, with care to breed ! 
Did ervieus heaven not otherwife ordain, 
Safe in thy hollow fhips thou fhouldft remain ; 
Nor ever tenmpt the fatal field again, . 

Bat now thy planet theds his poifonons rays 
And fhort, and full of forrow are thy days. 
For what remains, to heaven { wiil afceanl, 
And at the Thanderer’s throne thy fuit commend. 
"Till then, fecure in fhips, abflain from fight; 
‘Induige thy grief in tears, and vent thy fpiyht. 
For ycfterday the court of heaven with Jove 
Remov'd: "tis dead vacation now above, 

‘Twelve days the Gods their folemn revels keep, 
And quaff with biamelgis Ethicps in the deep. 
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Return’d fron thence, to heaven my figiit T take, 
Knock at thy brazen gates, and Providence awake. 
Embrace Jjs knees, ead fuppliant to the fire, « 
Doubt not J will obtain the graut of thy defire. 

She faid : avd parting left him on the place, 
Swain with difdain, refeuting his difgrace : 
Revengefal thoughts revolving in his mind, 

He wept for anger, and for love he piu'd. 

Meantime with profperous gales Ulyfles brought 

‘The flave, and thip with facrificea franghe, 

‘To Chryfa's port; where, entering with the tide, 

He dropp'd his anchors, and his oars he ply’d 5 
Pd every jail, and drawing down the matt, 

His veffel moor'’d, and made with haulfers faft. 

Defcending on the plain, athore they bring 

‘The hecatomb, to pleafe the fhooter king. 

The dane before an altar’s holy fire 

Ulyffes ted, and thus belpoke her fire : 

Reverenc'd be thou, and be thy God ador’d; 
The king of men thy daughter has refter’d, 

And fent by me with prefents and with prayer ; 
He recommennds him to thy pious care, 

That Phoebus at thy fuit his wrath may ccafe, 
And give the penitent offenders peace. 

He faid, and gave her to her father’s hands, 
Who glad receiv’d her, tree from fervile bands, 
This done, in order they, with fober grace, 

Their gifts around the well-built altar place ; 

Then wath’d, and took the cakes; while Chryfes 
ftood 

With hands upheld, and thus invok’d his God: 

God of the fiver bow, whofe eyes furvey 
The facred Cilla, thou whofe awful fway 
Chryfa the blefs’d, and Tenedos, obey, 
Now hear, as thou before my prayer haft heard, 
Againtt the Grecians an] their prince preferr'd ¢ 
Once thou haft honour'd, honour once again 
Thy prieft; vor let his fecond vows be vain; 
But from th’ afflicted hoft, and humbled prince, 
Avert thy wrath, and ceale thy, peitilence, 
Apollo heard, and, conquering his difdain, 
Unhent his bow, and Greece refpir’d again. 

Now when the fojemu rites of prayer were 

patty 
ted cakes on -.ackling flames they caft: 
Then turning back, tie facrifice they fped, 
The futted oxen flew, and fica’d the de: 
Chopp’d off their nervous thighs, and ioxt pre- 
pae’d 
T’ involve the Jean in cau!s, and u with lard. 
Sweet-breads aud ccllups were with tkewees 
prided 

About the fides, imb: 
Phe prift with holy 
“Vae cloven wood, « 
The youth approa: 
On five fharp breachers 
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The firft libationste the Gods they pours 
And then with fongs indulge the genial hour, 
Holy débavch ! ‘Til day to night they bring, 
‘With hymns and pxans to the bawyer king. 
At fun-fet to their fhip they make retern, 
And fnore fecure on decks ti rofy morn. 
‘The ikies with dawning day were purpled o’ee, 
Awak’d; with fabouring oars they leave the fhore. 
"The Power appeas’d, with winds fuffic’d the fail; 
The bellying canvas “herutted with the gale: 
The waves indignant roar with farly pride, 
And prefs againft the fides, and heatcn off, divide. 
They cut the foamy way, wich force impel?'d 
Superior, till the Trojan port they held ; 
Then hauling on the ftrand, their galley moor, 
And pitch their tents along the crooked fhore. 
Meantime the Gaddefe-born in fecret pin’d, 
Nor vifited the camp, nor in the council join’d; 
But keeping clofe, his gnawing heart he fed 
With hopes of venygeange on the tyrant’s head, 
And with’d for bloody wars and mortal wounds; 
And of the Grecks opprefs’d in fight to bear the 
dying founds. 
Now wien twelve days complete had run their 
race, 
The Gods hethoughe them of he | @ares belonging 
to their. place. 
Jove at their head afcending from the fea’s 
A fhoal of puny Powers attend his way. 
Then Thetis, not unmindful of her fon, 
Emerging from the deep, to beg her boon, 
Purfued their track ; and waken’d from his seit, 
Before the fovertign ood a morning gueft. 
Him in the circle, but apart, the found : 
The reft at awful diftance ftood around. 
She bow’d; and ere the durft ber fuic begin, 
One hand embrac’d his knees, one prop’d his 
chin, 
Then thus: If J, celeftial fice in oncht 
Have ferv’d thy will, or gratify'd thy thought, 
One glimpfe of glory to my iffue give, 
Grac’d for the little time he has to live. 
Difhonour’d by the king of men he ftandst 
His rightful prize is ravith’d from his hands. 
But thou, O father, in my fon's defence, 
Affime thy power, affert thy providence, 
Let Troy prevail, till Greece th’ affront has paid 
With doubled honours, and redeem’d his aid. 
She ceas’d; but the confidering God was mute; 
Till the, refolv'd to win, recew'd her fuit, 
Nor loos’d her hold, but fore’d him to reply ; 
Or grant me my petition, or deny: 
ove cannot fear: then tcll’me to my face, 
‘That £, of all the Gods, am leaft in grace. 
This { can bear. ‘The Cloud-compeller movrn’d; 
And fighing firft, this anfwer he scturn’d : 
Kaow'it thos what clamours will diikurb my 
reign, 
What my ftunn’d ears from Jono muft fuflain? 
In council the gives licence to her tongue, 
Loquacious, brawling, ever in the wrong : 
And now the will my partial power upbraid, 
Hf, alienate from Greece, I give the ‘I'rojans aid, 
But thou depart, and fhun her jealous fight ; 
"Fhe care Be ming, to do Pelides right, 
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Go then, and on the faith of Jove rely 5 

When, nodding to thy fnit, he bows the thy. 

This ratifies th’ irrevocable doain : 

The fign ordain’d, that what I will fhall come + 

The ftamp of heaven, and feal of fate. me faid, 

And fhook the facred honours of his head. 

Wich terror trembled heaven's fubfiding hill,’ ~ 

And from his fhaken curls ambrofjal dews difti}. 

The Goddefs goes exulting from his figh:, 

And fecks the feas profound, and leaves the realms. 
of light. 

: He moves into his hall: the Powers refort, 
Each from his howl, to fill the fovereign’s court 5 
Nor waiting fummons, nar expecting flood; 

But met with reverence, and receiv’d thy God. 
He mounts the, throne; and June took her 
places 
But fullen difcontent fate lowering on her face. 
With jealous eyes, at diftance fhe had fecn, 
Whilpering with Jove, the filver-foored Queen, * 
Then, impotent of tongue (her filence broke) 
‘Fhus turbulent in rattling tone the {poke, 

Author of ills, and clofe contriver Jove, 

Which of thy dames, what prottituce of love, 

Has held thy ear fo long, and begg’d fo hard, 

For fome old fervice dove, fome uew reward ? 

Apart you ralk’d, for that’s your fpecial care, 

‘The cqncert never muft the council fhare, 

One gracious word is for a wife too much : 

Buch ss suarriagevoWs and Jove’s own faith is. 
such. 

‘Then thus the Sire of Gods, and men below, 
What I have hidden, hope not thou to know. 
Ev’n Goddefles are women; and no wife 
Has power to regulate her hufband’s life : 
Counfel fhe may ; and I will give thy car 
The knowledge firlt, of what is fit to hear. 

What I tranfact with others, or alone, : 
Beware to learn, nor prefs too near the throne, 

To whom the Guddefs with the charming eyes: 
What haft thou faid, O tyrant of the fkies! 
When did I fearch the fecrets of thy reign, 
Though privileg’d to know, but privileg’d in 

vain ? 
But well thou do'ft, to hidg from common fight 
Phy clofe murigues, tuo bad té peur the light. 
Nor doubt [, but the filver-foote¢:game, 
‘Tripping from fea, on {uch an errafid.caine, 

To grace her iffue, at the Grecians’ colts 
-And for one peevith man deflroy an hoft. 
‘To whom the Thunderer made this ftern re- 

ply: 

My houlchold curfe, my lawful plague, the {py 
Of Jove’s defigns, his other fyuinting cyc! 
Why this vain prying, and for what avail ? 
Jove will be mafter fill, and Juno fail, 

Bheuld thy (ufpicious chgughts divine aright, 
Thau but becom’& more odious to my fight, 
For this attempt: uneafy life to me, 

Suill watch’d and importun’d, but worfe for thee, iy 
Curb that impetuoustongne, before tuo late 
ihe Gods behold, and tremble at thy fate, 
Pitying, but caring not, in thy defence, 

To lit a Band again Ozmnipotence, 
va iy 





sy. 
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This heard, th’ imperious Queen fate mute 
with fear, 
Nor further durft incenfe the gloomy Thunderer. 
Silence was in the court at this rebuke ; 
Nor coyld the Gods, abath’d, {uftain their fove- 
reign’s look. 
* "The limping Smith obferv’d the fadden feaft, 
And hopping here and there, (himfelf a jeft) 
Put in his word, that neither might offend; 
-To Jove obfequious, yet his mother’s friend. 
‘What end in heaven will be of civil war, 
If Gods of pleafure will for mortals jar ? 
Such difeord but difturbs our jovial featt ; 
One grain of bud cmbitters all the beit. 


Mother, though wife yourfelf, my counfel weigh ;; 


2Tis much wufafe my fire to difebey. 
Not only you provoke him to your coft, 
But mirth is marr’d, and the good cheer is loft. 
‘Tempt not his.heavy hand; for he has power 
‘To throw you headlong, from his heavenly tower, 
‘But one fubmiflive word, which you let fail, 
Will make him in good humour with us all. 

He said no more; but crown’d a bowl], unbid; 
The laughing nettar overlook’d the lid : 
‘Then put it to'her hand, and thus purfu'd, 
This curfed quarrel be no more renew’'d, 
Be, as becomes a wife, obedient ftill ; 
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I would not fee you beaten, yet, afraid 

OF Jove’s fuperior force, ¥ dare not aid, 

Too well I know him, fince that haplefs hour® 

When [ and all the Gods employ’d our power 

To break your bonds: me by the heel he drew, 

And o’er heaven’s battlements with fury threw. 

All day 1 fell: my flight at morn begun, 

And ended not but with the fetting fun: 

Pitch’d on my head, at length the Lemnian ground 

Receiv’d my batter’d full, the Sinthians heal’d 
my wound. 

At Valcan’s homely mirth his mother fmil’d, 
And fmiling took the cup the clown had fill'd. 
The reconciler bowl went round the board, 
Which empty’d, the rude finker till reftor'd. 
Loud fits of laughrer feiz’d the guetts, to fve 
‘The limping God fo deft at his uew miniftry. 
‘The featt continued till declining light : 

‘They drank, they laugh’d, they lov’d, and then 
"twas night. 


j Nor wanted tuneful harp, nor vocal quire; 


The Mafes fung; Apolio rouch'd the lyre. 
Drunken at laft, and drowly they depart, 
Each to his hovfe; adorn’d with Jabour’d art 
Of the Jame architect: the thundering Gud 
Ev’n withdrew to sett, and had his load. 

His fwimming head to needful fieep apply’d ; 


Though griev'd, yer fubje& to her-hufband’s will.’ And Juno jay uzhoeded by his fide. 
seen GS f ’ 
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THE LAST PARTING OF 


HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 


FROM THE 


SIXTH BOOK OF THE ILIAD, 








The Argument. 


_ 


TleGtor, returning from the ficld of battle, to vifit Helen his fifter-in-law, and his brother Paris, 
who had fought unfuccefstully hand in hand with Menelans, from thence goes to bis ovgg palace, 


to fee his wife Andromache, and his infant fon Aftyanax. 


is the fubject of this tranflation, 


Tvs having faid, brave Hector went to fee 

His virtuous wife, the fair Andromache. 

He found her not at home ; for fhe was gone, 
Attended by her maid and infant fon, 

To climb the fteepy tower of Ilion: 

From whence, with heavy heart, the might furvey 
The bloody bufinels of the dreadful-day. 

Her mournful eyes fhe caft around the plain, 
And fought the lord of her defires in vain. 

But he, who thought his peopled palace bare, 
When the, his only comfort, was not there, 
Stood in the gate, and afk’d of every one, 
Which way the took, and whither fle was gone; 
If to the court, or, with his mother’s train, 

Jn long proceflion, to Minerva's fane ? 
The fervant’s anfwer'd, Neither to the court, 
Where Priam’s fons and davghters did refort, 


‘The defcription’ of that interview. 


Nor to the temple was fhe gone, to move 
with prayers the blue-ey'd progeny of Jove3 . 
But, more folicitous for him alone, 
Than all their fafety, to the tower was gone, 
There to furvey the labours of the field, 
Where the Greeks conquer and the Trojans yield 
Swiftly fhe pafe’d, with fear and fury wild; x 
‘The nurfe went lagging after with the child.’ ~ 

This heard, the noble Hector made no ftay ; 
Th’ admiring throng divide, ta give him way; 
He pafs’d through every, ftrect, by which nh 

camé, 

And at the gate he met the monrnful dame. 

His wife beheld him, and with eager pace 
Ficw to his arms, to meet a dear embrace :* 
His wife, who brought in dower Celicia’s crosiat 
And, in herfelf, a greater dower alone; 
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Actian’s heir, who on the woody plain 
Of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign. 
Breathlefs the flew, with joy and paffion wild; 
The nurfe came lagging after with the child, 
The royal babe upon her breaft was laid ; 
‘Who, like the morning ftar, his beams difplay’d, 
Stamandrius was his nanie, which He@or-ydve, 
From that fair flood which Iion’s wall did lave : 
But him Aftyanax the Trojans call, 
From his great father, who defends the wall, 
Hedétor beheld him with a filent fmile : 
His tender wife flood weeping by the while : 
Prefe’d in her own, his warlike hand the took, 
Then figh'd, and thus prophetically {poke : 
t Thy caundefs heart (which I forefee too late) 
‘Too daring man, will urge thee to thy fate : 
‘Nor dott thon pity, with a parent's mind, 
This helpicfs orphan, whom thou leaw’ft behind ; 
Nor me, th’ unhappy partner of thy bed ; 
‘Who muft in triumph by the Greeks be led : 
‘They fcek thy life, and, in unequal fight 
‘With many, will opprefs thy fingle might : 
Better it were for miferable me 
To die, before the fate which ! forefee. 
For ah! what comfort can the world bequeath 
‘To He@or’s widaw, alter Hedtor’s death ? 
Eterual forrow and perpetual tears 
Began ‘thy yeuth, and will conclude my years: 
1 have no parents, friends, nor brothers left ; 
By ftern Achilles all of life bereft. 
"Then when the walls of Thebes he pverthrew, 
«His fatal hand iny royal father flew; 
He flew Action, but defpoil’d him nat ; 
Nor in his hate the funeral rites forgot; 
Arm’d as he was he fent him whole below, 
wAnd reverenc’d thus the manes of his fee : 
iA tomb he rais’d;_ the mountain nymphs around 
Enclos'd with planted elms the holy ground, 
My feven brave brothers in one fatal day 
‘To death’s dark manfions took their mournful 
ways 
Slain by the fame Achilles, while they keep 
‘The beliowing dxen and the bleating fheep. 
My mother, who the royal fceptre {way'd, 
‘Was captive to the cruel vior made, 
And hither led; but, hence redeem’d with gold, 
Her native country did again behold, 
And but beheld; for foow Diana’s dart 
Te an unhappy chace transfix’d her heart. 
But thceu, my Hedtor, art thyfelf alone 
‘My pareuts, brothers, and my lord in one : 
© kill not all my kindred o'er again, 
Wor tempt the dangers of the dufty plain ; ‘ 
But in this tower, for our defence, remain, 
Thy wile and fon are in thy ruin loft: 
‘This ia.a hufband’s and a father’s pot. 
"The Scaan gate commands the plains helow ; 
Here marhal all thy foldiers as they go; 
And heuce with other hands repel the fue. 
‘By yon wild fig-tree lies their chief afcent, 
And thither all their powers are daily bent: 
‘The two Ajaces |.ave | often fren, 
‘And the wrong’d hufband ef the Spartan queen : 
With him his greater brother; and with thefe 


Fierer Diomede aud buld Meriones : 
ie ‘ 
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j Uncertain if by augury or chance, 


Bat by this eafy rife they all advance; 
Guard well that pdfs, fecure of all befide. 
‘To whom the nople Heétor thus reply’d : 
That and the reft are in my daily care; 
But should I fhun the dangers of the war, 


|. With {corn the Trojans would reward my pain. 


And their proud ladies with their fweeping trains. 
‘The Grecian fwords and lances I can bear : 
But lofs of honour is my only fear. 
Shail He@or, born to war, his birthright yield, 
Belie his courage, and furfake the field? 
Early in rugged arms I took delight, 
And ftill have been the foremoft in the fight : 
With dangers dearly have I bought renown, 
And am the champion of my father’s crown. 
And yet my mind forebodes, with fure prefage, 
That Troy thall perith by the Grecian rage. ~ 
‘The fatal day draws on, when I moft fall; 
And univerfal ruin cover all. 
Not Troy itfelf, though built by hands divine, 
Nor Priam, nor his people, nor his line, 
My mother, nor my brothers of renown, 
Whofe valour yet defends th’ unhappy town ; 
Not thefe, nor all their fates which I forefee, 
Are half of that concern I have for thee. 
I fee, { fee thee, in that facaf hour, 
Subjected to the vidtor’s cruel power ; 
Led hence a flave to fome infulting fword, 
Forlorn, and trembling at a foreign lerd ; 
A fpectacle in Argos, at the loom, 
Gracing with Trojan fights a Grecian room ; 
Or from deep wells the living flream to take, 
And on thy weary fhoulders bring it back. 
While, groaning under this laborious life, 
They infolently call thee Heétor’s wife ; 
Upbraid thy bondage with thy hufband’s name ; 
And from my glory propagate thy fhame. 
This when they fay, thy forrows will increafe 
With anxious thoughts of former happinefs; 
That he is dead who could thy wrongs redrefs. 
But [, oppreis’d with iron fleep before, 
Shall hear thy unavailing cries no more, 

He faid— . 
Then, hoiding forth his arms, he took his boy, 
‘The pledge of love ad other hope of Troy. 
The fearful infant turn’d his head away, 
And on his nurfe’s neck reclining lay, 
His unknown father thunning with affright, 
And looking back on fo uncouth a fight ; 
Daunted to lee a face with fteel o’er{pread, 
And his high plume that nodded o'er his head, 
His fire and mother fmil’d with filent joy ; 
And Hedtor haften’d to relieve his boy ; 
Difmifs’d his burnith'd helm, and fhone afar, 
The pride of warriors, and the pomp of war: 
Th illuftrious babe, thus reconcil'd, he took : 
Hugy’d in his arms, and kife’d, and thus he 

fpoke : 

Parent of Gods ard men, propitious Jove, 
And you bright fyned of the Powers above ; 
On this my fon your-gracious gilts beftow ; 
Grani him to live, and great in arms to grow, 
‘Vo rcign in Troy, to govern with renown, 
Yo fhield the people, and affert the crown s 
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har, when hereafter he from war thall come, 
Aad bring his Trojans peace and triumph home, 
Some aged man, who lives this act to fee, 
And who in former times remember’d me. 
May fay, the fon in fortitude and fame 
Outgoes the mark, and drowns his father’s name : 
‘That at thefe words his mother magtejuice, 
And add her fuffrage to the public voice. 
Thus having faid, 

He firft with fuppliant hands the Gods ador’d: 
‘Then to the mother’s arms the child reftor’d; 
With tears and files the took her fon, and prefe’d 
‘Th’ illaftrious infant to hei fragrant breaft. 
He, wiping her fair eyes, indulg’d her grief, 
And eas'd her forrows with this laft relief. 

My wife and miftrefs, drive thy fears away, 
Nor give fe bad an omen’ to the day ; 


a 
‘Think not it lies in any Grecian’s power, 
To take my life before the fatal hoar. 
When that arrives, nor good nor bad can fly 
Th’ irrevocable doom of deftiny. 
Return, and, to divert thy thoughts at home, | 
There tafk thy maids, and exercife the loom, 
Employ’d in works that womankind become, 
The toils of war and feats of chivalry 
Belong to mea, and moft of all to me. 

At this, for new replics he did not flay, 
But lac’d his crefted helm, and ftrode away. 
His lovely confort to Ker houfe return'd, 
And leoking often back in filence mourn’d : 
Home when fhe came, her fecret woe fhe vents, * 
And fills the palace with her loud laments; 
Thofe loud laments her echoing maids reftore, 
And Heétor, yet alive, as dead deplore, 
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PREFACE, CONCERNING MR. DRYDEN’S 
TRANSLATIONS. 


. 


Fox this laf half year I have been troubled with 
the difeafe (as I may call it) of tranflations: the 
cold profe fits of it, which are always the moft 
‘tedious with me, were fpent in the hiftory of the 
League; the hot, which fucceeded them, in verfe 
mifcellanies. The truth is, I fancied to myfelf a 
kind of eafe in the change of the paroxyfm; ne- 
ver fufpecting but the humour would have wafted 
itfelf in two or three paftorals of Theocritus, and 
as many odes of Horace, But finding, or at leaft 
thinking { found, fomething that was more pleaf- 
ing in them thaa my ordinary produétions, I en- 
couraged myfelf to renew my old acquaintance 
with Lucretius and Virgil, and immediately fixed 
upon fome parts of them which had mot affeéted 
me in the reading. Thefe were my natural im- 


pulfes for the undertaking. But there was an acs | 


cidental motive, which was fall as forcible. Ic 
was my Lord Rofcommon’s Effay on Tranflated 


Verfe; which made me unealy, till I tried whe- | 
ther or no I was capable of following his rules, | 
and of reducing the fpeculation into practice : © 


For many a fair precept in poetry is, like a feem- 
ing demonftration in the mathematics, very fpe- 
cious in the diagram, but failing in the mechanic 
operation. { think 1 have generally obferved his 
nftru@ions: Lam fare my reafon is fufficiently 
convinced both of their truth and ufefulnefs; 
which, in other words, is to confefs no kefs a va- 


| nity, than to pretend that f have at leaft in fome 
| 


places made examples to his rules. Yet, withal, 
I muft acknowledge, that I have many times ex~ 
ceeded my commiffion; for I have both added 
and omitted, and even fometimes very boldly 





| made fuch expofitions of my authors, as no Dutch 
t 


commentator will forgive me. Perhaps, in fuch 
| particular paffages, I have thought that [ difco- 
vered fome beauty yet undifcovered by thofe pe- 
dants, which none but a poet could have found. 
Where 1 have taken away fome of their expref+ 
' fions, and cut them fhorter, it may poflibly he on 

this confideration, that what was beautiful in the 

Creek or Latin, would not appear fo fhining in 
' the Englih: and where I have enlarged them, £ 
defire the falfe critics would not always think, 
that thofe thoughts are wholly mine; but that 
either they are fecretly in the poet, or may be 
fairly deduced from him; or at leat, if both 
thofe confiderations fhould fail, that my own is of 
a picce with his; and that, if he were living, and 
an Englifhman, they are fuch as he would proba- 
bly have written. 

For, after all, a tranflator is to make his author 
appear as charming as pofibly he can, provided 
- Ke maintains his chara@er, and makes him not 
unlike himfelf. Tranflation is a kind of drawing 
, aft life; where every one will acknowledge 
| there isa double fort of likencfs, « good one and 


i 
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abad. {t is one thing to draw the outlines true, 
the Features like, the proportions exact, the co- 
Jouring ir(elf perhaps folerable; and another 
thing to make all thefe graceful, by the pofture, 
the ihadowings, and chiefly by the fpirit which 
animates the whole. I cannot, without fome in- 
dignation, look on an ill copy of an excellent ori- 
ginal. Much lefs can 1 behold with patience Vir- 
git, Homer, and fome others, whofe beautics 1 
have been endeavouring ali my life to imitate, fo 
abufed, as I may fay, to their faces, by a botching 
interpreter. What Englifh readers, unacquainted 
with Greek or Latin, will belicve me, or any 
cther man, when we commend thofe authors, 
and confels we derive all that is pardonable in us 
from their fountains, if they take thofe to be the 
fame poets whom our Ogilby’s have tranflated ? 
But I dare affure them, that a gond poet is no 
more like himfelf, in a dall tranflation, than his 
carcafe would be to his living body. There are 
many who under(tand Greek and Latin, and yet 
ate ignorant of their mother tongue. The pro- 
prietics and delicacies of the Englifh are known to 
few: it is impoffible even for a good wit to un- 
derftand and practife them, without the help of a 
liberal education, long reading, and digefting of 
thofe few good authors we have amongit-us, the 
knowledge of men and manners, the freedom of 
habitudes and converfation with the beft of com- 
pany of both fexes 5 and, in fhort, without wear- 
ing off the ruft which he contracted while he was 
laying in a ftock of learning. Thus difficult it is 
to underftand the parity of Englith, and critically 
to difcern not only good writers from bad, and a 
proper ftyle frem a corrupt, but alfo to diftin- 
guifh that which is pure in a good author, from 
that which is vicious and corrupt in him. And 
for want of all thefe requifites, or the greateft 
pirt of them, moft of our ingenious young men 
take up fone cry’d-up Englifh poet for their mo- 
del, adore him, and imitate him, as they think, 
without knowing wherein he is defeGive, where 
he is boyifh and trifling, wherein either his 
thoughts are improper ta his fubjedt, or his ex- 
preflions unwarthy of his thoughts, or the turn of 
oth is unharmonious, Thus it appears neceflary, 
that a man thould be a nice critic in his mother- 
tongue, before he attempts to tranflate a foreign 
language. Neither is it {uflicient, that he be able 
to judge of words and ftyle; but he muft hea 
after of them too : he muft perfeétly underftand 
his author’s tongue, and abfolutcly command his 
own, So that, to be 3 thorough tranilator, he 
muft be a thorough poet. Neither is it enough 
to give his author's fenfe in good English, in po- 
etical expreffions, and in mufical numbers: tor, 
though all thefe are exceeding difficult to per- 
form, there yet remains an harder tafk ; and it is 
a fecret of which few tranilators have fuficiently 
thought. I have already hinted a word or two 
concerning it; that is, the maintaining the cha- 
acter of an author, which diftinguifhes him from 
ali others, and makes him appear that individual 
poet whom you would interpret. . For example, 
pot only the thoughts, but the ftyle and veriifics- 
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tion, of Virgil and Ovid are very different. Yet 
T fee, even in our beft poets, who have rranflated 
fome parts of them, that they have confounded. 
their feveral talents; and, by endeavouring only 
at the fweetnefs and harmony of sumbers, have 
made them both fo much alike, that, if 1 did not 
know the originals, I fhould never be able to 
judge by the copies, which was Virgil, and which’ 
was Ovid. It was objected againit a late noble 
painter (Sir P. Lely), that he drew many grace- 
ful pictures, but few of them were like: and this 
happened to him, becaufe he always ftudied hims 
felf more than thofe who fat to him. Tn fae 
tranflators I can eafily diftinguith the hand whith 
performed the work, but { cannot diftinguifte. 
their péet from another. Suppofe. two author 
are equally fweet, yet there is a great diftinétion, 
to be made in fweetnefs; as in that of fagar, amd 
that of honey. 1 can make the difference more 
plain, by giving you (if it be. worth knowing) 
my own method of proceeding, in my tranflations: 
out of four feveral poets; Virgil, Theocritus, Lu- ‘ 
cretius, and. Horace. In each of thefe, before £ 
undertook them, 5 confidered the genius and dif+ 
tinguifhing charaéter of my author. looked on 
Virgil as a fuccin&, grave, and majeftic writer 3 
one who weighed not only every thought, bat 
every word and fyllable ; who was fill aiming to 
“crowd his fenfe into as narrow a compafs as poffi« 
bly he could; for which reafon he is fo very figue 
rative, that he requires ({ may almoft fay) a 
grammar apart to conftrue him. His verte is. 
every where founding the very thing in your care 
whofe fenfe it bears: yct the numbers are perpe~ 
tually varied, to increafe the delight of the read~ 
er; fo that the fame founds are never repeated. 
twice together. On the contrary, Ovid and Clan« 
dian, though they write in ftyles differing from 
each other, yet have each of them but one fort of 
mufic in their verfes. All the verlification and 
little variety of Claudian is included within the 
compafs of four or five lines; and then he begins. 
again in the fame tenour; perpetually clofing his 
fenfe at the end ofa verfe, and that verfe com 
monly which they call golden, or two fubftane 
tives and two adjectives, with a verb betwixt 
them to keep the peace. Ovid, with all his fweet- 
nef, has as little variety of numbers and founit as 
he: he is always, as it were, upon the hang- 
gallop, and his verfe runs upon catpet-ground, 
He avoids, like the othe®, all Synalapha’s, or cut- 
ting off one vowel when it comfies before auother, 
in the following word. ' But to return to Virgil; 
though he is fmooth where fihoothnefs is required, 
yet he is fo far from affeéting it, that he feems 
rather to difdain it, frequently makes ufe of Syna~ 
lxpha’s, and concludes his fenfe in the middle of 
his verfe, He is every where above conceits of 
epigrammatic wit, and grofs hyperboles: he 
maintains majefty in the midft of plainnefs: he. 
fhines, but glares not; and is ftately without amr: 
bition, which is the vice of Lucan. I drew my 
definition of poetical wit from my parti¢ular ton~ 
fideration of him; for propriety of thoughts and 


1 words are only to be found in him; and where 
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they are proper, they will be delightful. Plea- 
{ure follows of neceflicy, as the effe does the 
«avfe; and therefore is not to-be put into the de- 
finition. This exad propriety of Virgil I particu- 
Jarly regarded, as a great part of his charadter ; 
but muft confefs, to my fhame, that 1 have not 
Deen able to tranflate any part of him fo well, as 
40 wake him appear wholly like himfelf; for 
awhare the original is clofe, no verfion can reach 
it ip the fame compafs, Hannibal Caro’s, in the 
Tealian, is the neareft, the moft poetical, and the 
smott foporons, of any tranflation of the AEneid ; 
yet, though he takes the advantage of blank 
werfe, he commonly allows two lines for-one of 
‘Mirgil, aud does not always hit his fenfy. ‘Taflo 
tells.us, in his Iettcrs, that- Sperone Speroni, a 
great. Italian wit, who was his contemporary, ob- 
Served of Virgil and Tully, that the Latin orator 
endegvoured to imitate the copioufnels of Homer, 
the Greck poet; and that the Latin poct made it 
his bufinefs to reach the concifenefs of Lumof- 
henes, the Greek orator. Virgil therefore, being 
fo very {paring of his words, and leaving fo much 
to be imagined by the reader, can never be tranf- 
Jated as he ought, in any modern tongue. To 
make him copious, is to alter his character; and 
to tranflate him line for ling, is impoflible, becaufe 
the Latin is naturally a more fuccingé language 
than either the Italian, Spanifh, French, or even 
than the Englith, which, by reafon of its mono- 
fyllabies, is far the moft compendious of them, 
Virgil is much the clofeft of any Roman poet; 
and the Latin hesameter has more fect than the 
* Englith heroic, 

Betides all this, an author has the choice of his 
own thoughts and words, which a tranflator has 
not; he is confined by the fenfe of the inventor 
to thofe expreflions which are the neareft to it: 
fo that Virgil, fludying brevity, and having the 

. command of his own language, could bring thofe 
words into a narrow compals, which # trauflator 
cannot render without cireumlacutions. In fhore, 
they who have called him the torture of gramma- 
riane, might alfo have called him the plague of 
tranilators; fur he feems to have ftudied not to 
he tranflated. {own that, endeavouring to turn 
his Nifas avd Euryalus as clofe as { was able, I 
have performed that Epifode too literally ; that, 
giving more feope to Mezentius and Lauius, that 
verfion, which has move of the majeity of Virgil, 
has left of his concifemef; and all that I can pro- 
mife for myfelf, gs only, that 1 have done both 
hetter than Ogilby, and perhaps as well as Caro. 
By confidering him fo carefully as 1 did before 
my attempt, 1 have made fome faint refemblance 
of him; and, had { taken more time, might pof- 
fibly have fucceeded better ; but never fo well as 
to have fatisticd myfelf. 

He who excels all other Poets in his own lan- 
guage, were it poffible te do him right, meft ap- 
pear ahave them in our tongue, which, 2s my 
Lord Rofcommon juftly obferves, approaches 
neareft co the Roman in *its majefly : neareft in- 
deed, but with a vaft interval betwixt them. 








‘There is an inimitable grace in Virgil's words, 


: 


OF DRYDEN. 


and in them principally confifts that beauty, which 
gives fo inexpreffible a pleafure to him who beft 
underftands their force, This diction of his (t 
muft once again fay) is never to be copied; and, 


fince it cannot, he will appear but lame in the , 


beft tranflation- 
ings, his propriety, his numbers, and his gravity, 
TY have as far imitated, as the poverty of our Jan- 
guage, and the haftinefs of my performance, would 
allow. 1 may feem fometimes ‘to have varied 
from his fenfe : but [ think the greateft variations 
may be fairly deduced from him; and where t 
leave his commentators, it may be, 1 underftand 
him better: at leaft I writ without confalting 
them in many places. But two particular lines 
in Mezentins and Laufus | cannot {o eafily excufe: 
they are indeed remotely allied to Virgil’s fenfe 5 
but they are teo like the tendernefs of Ovid, and 
were ptinted before I had confidered them enough 
toalter them, The firft of them I have forge:- 
ten, and cannot eafily retrieve, becaufe the wpy 
is at the prefs ; the fecond is this: 





* When Laufus died, I was already fain.” 


This appears pretty enough at firft fight; but 
Tana convinced, for many reafons, that the ex- 
preffion is too bold; that Virgil would not have 
faid it, though Ovid would, ‘The reader may 
parden it, if he pleafe, for the freencfs of the con- 
feffion ; and inftead of that, and the former, ad- 
mit thefe two lines, which are more according to 
the author : 


© Nor atk I life, nor fought with that defign ; 
* As {liad us'd my fortune, ufe thou thine,” 


Having with much ado got clear of Virgil, t 


have in the next place to confider the genius of 


Lucretius, whom { bave tranflated more happily 
in thefe parts of him which 1 undertook. If he 
was not «f the beft age of Roman Poetry, he was 
at leaft of that which preceded it; and he bimfelf 
refined it to that degree of perfection, both in the 
language and the thoughts, that he left an eafy 
talk to Virgil; who as be fucceeded him in time, 
fo he copied bis excellemcies : for the methad uf 
the Georgics is plainly derived from him. Lu- 
cretius had chofen a fubjest naturally crabbed ; he 
therefore adorned it with poetical defcripticns, 
and precepts of morality, in the beginning and 
ending of his books, which you fee Virgil has 
imitated with great fuccefs in thoft four books, 
which in my opinjon are more perfe& in their 
kind than even his divine AEneid, The tury of 
his verfes he has likewife followed in thefe places 
which Lucretius has moft laboured; and fome of 


his very lines he has tranfplanted into his own” 


works, without much variation. If } am not 
miftaken, the diftinguithing charatter of Lncre~ 
tius (I mean of his foul and genius) is a certain 
kind of noble pride, and pofitive affertion of his 
opinions. He is every where confident of his own 
reafon, and affuming an abfolute command, not 
only over his vulgar readers, but even his patron 


The turns of his verfe, his break- | 
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Memmius. For he is always bidding him attend, 
as if he had the rod over him; and afing a ma- 
gifterial authority while he inftrudts him. From 
his time to ours, I know none fo like him, as our 
Poet and Pailofopher of Malmefbury, Tis is 
that perpetual di@tatorthip, which is exercifed by 
Lucretius; who, though cften in the wrong, yet 
feems to deal dond fide with his reader, anil tells 
him nothing but what he thinks: in which plain 
fincerity, 1 believe, he differs from our Lobes, 
who could not but he convinced, or at leaft doubt ; 
of fome eternal truths, which he has oppofed. 
But for Lucretius, he feems to difdain all manner 
of replies and is fo confident of his cause, that he 
is beforchand with his antagonifts; urging for 
them whatever he imagined they could fay, and 
Jeaving them, as he fuppofes, without an abjeGion 
for the future; all this too with fo much icorn 
and indignation, as if he were affured of the tri- 
umph before he entered inte the lifts. From this 
fablime and daring genius of his it muft of necef- 
fity come to pafs, that his thoughts muft be maf- 
culine, full of argumentation, and that fufficiently 
warm. From the fame fiery temper proceeds the 
Joftinefs of his expreffions, and the perpetual tor- 
rent of his verfe, where the barrennelfs of his fub- 
ject does not too much conftrain the quicknefs of 
his fancy. For there is no doubt to be made, but 
that he could have been every where as poctical 
as he is in his defcriptions, and in the moral part 
of his Philofophy, if he had not aimed more to 
infra&, in his fyftem of nature, than to delight. 
But he was bent upon making Memmius a ma- 
terialift, and teaching him to defy an invifible 
power. In thort, he was fo much an atheift, that 
he forgat fometimes to be a Poet. Thefe are the 
confiderations which 1 had of that author before 
J attempted to tranflate fume parts of him, And 
accordingly I laid by my satural diffidence and 
fcepticifm for a while, to take up that dogmatical 
way of his, which, as § faid, is fo mach his cha- 
racter, us to make him that individual Poet. As 
for his opinions concerning the mortality of the 
foul, they ate fo ablurd, that T cannot, if 1 would, 
believe them. I chink a future ftate demonftrable 
even by natural arguments ; at leaft, to take away 
rewards and punifhments is only a pleafing prof 
pect toa man, who refolves befere-hand not to 
live morally. But, on the other fide, the thought 
of being nothing after,death, is a burthen infup- 
portable to a virtuous man, even though a hea 
then. We naturally aim at happincfs, and cannot 
hear ta have it confined to the fhortnefs of our 
prefent being, efpecially when we confider, that 
virtue is generaliy unhappy iu this world, and vice 
fortunate. So that it is hope of futuricy alone 
that makes this life tolerahle, in expectation of a 
wetter, Who would not commit all the exceffes, 
ta which he is prompted by his natnral inclina- 
tions, if he may do them with fecurity while he is 
alive, and be incapable of punifhment after he is 
dead? if he be cunning and fecret enough to 
avoid the laws, and there is no band of morality 
to reftrain him : for fame and repotation are weak 
tices many meu have not the Ieaft feufz of them: 











st 
powerful men are only awed by them, as they 
conduce to their interef@, and that not always, 
when a paflion is predominant : and 10 man will 
he contained within the bounds of duty, when he 
may fafely tranfgrefs them. Thefe are my thoaghts ~ 
abftraGtedly, and without entering into the nd- 
tions of our Chfiftian faith, which is the prope 
bufinels of divines. : 

But there are other arguments in this poco’ 
(which I have curned into Englifh) not belonging 
to the mortality of the foul, which are ftrong 
enough to a reafonable man, to make him léfeii © 
love with life, and confequently in lefs apprebed~ 
fions of death, Such as are the nataral fatie 
proceeding from a perpetual enjoyment of the 
fame things; the inconveniencies cf old age, which, 
make him incapable of corporeal pleafures; thie 
decay of anderftanding and memory, which render 
him contemptible, and ulelefs to others, Thefe, 
and many other reafons, fo pathetically urged, fo 
beautifully expreffed, fo aderned with examples, 
and fo admirably raifed by the Profopopeia af na- 
ture, who is brought in {peaking to her children, 
with fo much authority and vigour, deferve the 
pains { have taken with them, which I hope have 
not been unfuccefsful, or unworthy of my author. 
At leaft Emuft take the liberty to own, that L 
was pleated with my own endeavours, which but 
rarely happens to me; and that 1 am not diffae 
tisfied upon the review of any thing I have done 
in this author, : 

I have not here defign’d to rob the ingeniows 
and learned tranfator of Lucretius of any part of . 
that commendation which he has fo juftly acquire 
ed by the whole author, whote fragments only 
fall to my portion. What I have now pérfarmed: 
is more than I intended ahove twenty years ago. 
‘The ways of our tranflations are very different. 
He follows him more clefely than I have done, 
which became an interpreter of the whole Poem: 

I take more liberty, becaufe it beft fuited with my 
defizn, which was to mrake him as pleafing as” 
could. He had been too voluminous had he ufed | 
my method in fo long a work; and Tchad com 
tainly taken his, had I made ic my bufinela te 
tranflate the whole. The preference then is july: 
his; and 1 join with Mr. Evelyn in the conteffion, 
of it, with this additional advantage to him, that 
his reputation is already eftablifhed in’ this Pret, 
minv is to make its forrune in the world: fT 
have been any where obfcure in following out 
common author, or if Lucretius himfelf is to be 
condemned, I refer myfelf to his excellent anne 
tations, which | have often read, and always wit 
fome new pleafore. 

My preface begins already to fwell upon me, 
and looks as if | were afraid of my reader, by 
fo tedious a befpeaking of him; and yet I have 
Horace and Theocritas upon nry hands; but the 
Greck geutleman fhall quickly be difpatched, be-. 
caufe | have more bufinefs with the Roman. 

That which diflinguifhes Theocritus from ait 
other Puers, both Greek and Latin, and whiei 
raifes him even above Virgil in his Eclogues, is 
the inimitable sendergedi of his paffions, and the 
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natural expreflion of them in words fo becoming 
@ paftoral. A fimplicity fhines through all he 
«writes, He fhews his art and learning, by dif 
guifing both: ° His thepherds never rife above | 
their country education in their complaints of love. 
‘Thera is the fame difference betwixt him and | 
Virgil, as there is between Taffo’s Aminta and | 
the Paftor Fido of Guarini. Virgil’s fhepherd’s 
are too well read in the philofophy of Vpicurus | 
and Plato, and Guarini’s {ecm to have been bred ! 
in courts. Bnt Theocritus and Taffo have taken {| 
their’s from cottages and plains. Js was faid of j 
Taffo, in relation to his fimilitudes, that he never | 

1 

1 


departed from the woods, that is, all his compa- 
rifons were taken from the country. The fame 
may be faid of our Theocritus. He is fofter than ; 
Qvid: he touches the paflions more delicately, | 
and performs all this oat of his own fund, wit 
out diving into the arts and feiences for a fupply. 
Even his Doric diale@ has an incomparable {weet- 
nefs in its clewnifhnels, like a fair fhepherdefs in 
her country ruffer, talking in a Yorkfhire tone. 
This was impoflible for Virgil to imitate, becaufe 
- the feverity cf the Roman language denied him 
that advantage. Spenfer has endeavoured it 
in his Shepherd’s Kalendar; but neither will it 
fucceed in Englifh : for which reafon I have fer- 
bore to attempt it, For Theocritus writ to 
Fiaus, wh» {poke that dialeét; and I direct this 
part of my tranflations to cur ladies, who neither 
wnderftand, nor will take pleafure in fuch home- 
ly exprelfions, I proceed to Horace. 

‘Fake him in parts, and he is chiefly to be con- 
fidered in his three different talents, as he 
Critic, a Satyrift, and a Writer of Odes. His 
morals are uniform, and run through all of then: 
for, let his Dutch commentators fay what they 
will, his philofephy is Epicurcan ; and he made 
ufe of Gods and Providence only to ferve a turn 
in Poetry. But fince neither his Criticifins, 
which are the moft infirudtive of any that are 
written in this art, nor his Satires, which are in- 
comparably beyond Juvenal’s, if to Jaugh and 

“ yally is to be preferred to railing and declaimix 
are no part of my prefent undertaking, I 
myfelf wholly to his Odes. ‘Thefe are alfo of few 
veral forts: fome of them are pauegyrical, others 
moral, the ruft jovial, or (if I may fo call them) 
Bacchanalian, - As difficult as be makes it, and as 
indeed it is, to imitate Pindar, yct, in his moft 
elevated flights, and in the fudden changes of his 
fubje&, with almoft imperceptible ccnnexions, 
that Theban Poet is his mafier. But Horace is 
ef the more bounded fancy, and confines himfelf 
ftriGtly to one fort of verfe, or fanza, in every | 
Ode. ‘That which will diftingyifh his ftyle 
from all other Poets, is the elegance of his words, ; 
‘and the numeroufnefs of his verfe, ‘Where is no 
thing fo delicately turned in all the Roman lz 
guage. ‘There appears in every part wef his dic- 
tion, or (to fpcak Englith) in ail his expreflions, 
a kind of noble and bold purity. His words are 
ehofen with as much exactnefs as Virgil’s; but 
there fecms to be a greacer fpizit in them. here 
isa fecret happincly attends his choice, which in 
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Petronius is called,  Curivfa Felicitas,” and which 
I fuppofe he had from the “ Feliciter audere” of 
Horace himfelf. But the moft diftinguithing part 
of all his character feems to me to be his briik- 
nefs, his jollity, and his good humour: and thofe 
Ihave chiefly endezvoured to copy. His other 
cscellencies, L confefs, are above my imitation. 
One Ode, which infinitely pleafed me in the read- 
ing, 1 have atrempted to tranflate in Pindaric 
verfe; it is that which is infcribed to the prefent 
Earl of Rochefter, to whom I have particular ob- 
ligations, which this {mall teftimeny of my gra- 
titude can never pay, It is his darling in the La- 
tin, and I have taken fome pains to mzke it my 
mafter-piece in Englifh; for which reafon 1 took 
this kind of verfe, which allows more Jatitude 
than any other. Every one knows it was intro~ 
duced into our language in this age, by the happy 
genius of Mr. Cowley. ‘The feeming eafinels 
of it has made it fpread: but it has not been con- 
fidered erough, to be fo well cultivated. It lan- 
guithes in almof every hand but his, and fome 
very few, whom (to keep the reft in counte~ 
nance) I do not name, He, indeed, has brought 
it as near perledtion as was poflible in fo fhort a 
time. But if I may be allowed to fpeak my 
mind modeftly, and without injury to his facred 
afhes, fomewhat of the purity of the Englith, 
fomewhat of more equal thoughts, femewhat ¢f 
fweetnefs inthe numbers, in one word, fome- 
what of a finer turn, and mere Lyrical Verfe, is 
yet wanting. As forthe foul of it, which con- 
fifts in the warmth and vigour of fancy, the ma- 
fterly figures, and the copioufnefs of imagination, 
he has excelled ail others in this kind. Yer, if the 
kind ifelf be capable of more petfeGion, though 
rather in the ornumental parts of it than the ct» 
fential, what rules of morality or refyect have £ 
broken, in naming the defeats, that they may 
herealter be amended? Imitation is a nice pe 
and there are few poets who deferve to be moi 
in all they write. Milton’, Paradife Loft is adin 
rable; but am I therefore bound to maintain, that 
there are no flats againtt his elevations, when it 
is evident he creeps along fometimes for above aa 
hundred yards together? Carnot I admire the 
height of his invention, and the ftrength of lis 
expreflion, without defending his antiquated words, 
and the perpetual harthnefs of their found? It 
is as much conmmencation as a man can bear, to 
own him © all beyond it is idolatry, 
Since Pindar was the Prince of Lyric Poets, let 
me have leave to fay, that, iu imitating him, our 
numbers fiould, for the moft part be Lyri 
For variety, or rather where the majeliy of 
thought requires it, they may be ftretched to the 
Englith Hercic of five feet, and to the French 
Alexandrine of fix. But the ear mutt prefs 
and dire& the judgment to the choice of num- 
bers. Without the ricety cf this, the harmoay of 
Pindaric Verfe can never be complste: the ca- 
cency of ove linc muft be a rule to that of the 
next; and the found of the former muft fice 
gently into that which follows, without leaping 
from one extreme into another. It muff be dong 


























PREFACE 


Ike the thadowing of a pidure, which falls by 
degrces into a darker colour. 1 fhall be glad, if 1 
have fo explained myfelf as to be underitood ; 
but if Uhave not, “ quod nequeo dicere & fentio 
« tantum’” muft be my excufe. There remains 
much more to be faid on this fubject; but, to 
avoid envy, F will be filent. What [ have faid is 
the general opinion of the beft judges, and ina 
manner has been forced from me, by feeing a 
nobler fort of Poetry fo happily reftored by one 
man, and fo grofsly copied by almoft all the reft. 
‘A mulical ear, and a great genius, if another Mr. 
Cowley could arife in anocher age, and bring it 
to perfegtion. In the mean time. 


« _.. Fungar vice cotis, acntum 
« Reddere qua ferrum valet, exfors ipfa fe- 
“ candi,” 
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To conclude, 1 am fenfible that I have written 
this too haftily and too loofely: ¥ fear 1 have 
been tedious, and, which ia worfe, it comes out 
from the firft draught, and uncorrected. This, £ 
grant, is no excule; for it may be reafonably 
urged, why did he not write with more leifure, 
or, if he had it not (which was certainly my cafe), 
why did he attempt to write on fo nice a fubjedt? 
This objection is unanfwerable; bur, in part of 
recompence, let me affure the reader, that, im 
hafty productions, he is fure to meet with an au- 
thor’s prefent fenfe, which cooler thoughts would 
poflibly have difguifed. There is undoubtedly 
more of fpirit, though not of judgment, in thefe 
incorre& Effays, and confequently, though.my ha« 
zard be the greater, yet the reader’s pleafure is. 
not the iefs. 


JOHN DRYDEN. 


—— 
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AMARYLLIS: 


OR, 


THE THIRD IDYLIUM OF THEOGRITUS, 


1 PARAPHRASED. 


‘To Amaryllis Love compels my way, | 
‘My browzing goats upon the mountains ftray + 
© Tityrus, tend them well, and fee them fed 
Jn paftures frefh, and tg their watering led ; ¢ 
And ’ware the ridgliug with his budding head. 
Ah, beauteous nymph! can you forget your love, 

« "The confcious grottos, and the fhady grove ; 
‘Where ftretch’d at eafe your tender limbs were 

laid, ij 

‘Your namelefs beauties nakedly difplay’d? | 
‘Then I was call'd your darling, your defire, 
‘With kiffes (uch as fet my foul on fire : 
Bat you are chang’d, yet | am ftill the fame ; 
My heart maintains for both a deuble flame ; 
Griev'd, but unmov’d, and patient of your feorn: | 
So faithful I, and you fo much forfworn ! 
I die, and death will finifh all my pain ; 
‘Vet, e’er I die, behold me once again : 
And I fo much deform’d, fo chang’d of late ? 
‘What partial judges are our love and hate ! 
‘Ten wildings have 1 gather'd for my dear; 
How ruddy, like your lips, their ftreaks appear! 
Far off you view’d them with a longing eye 
‘Upon the topmoft branch (the tree was high) : 
Yet nimbly up, from bough to bough I fwerv’d, 
And for to-morrow have ten more referv'd, 
Look on me kindly, and fgme pity fhew, 

Or give me leave at Icaft to look cn you. 


Some God transform me by his heavenly powéz 

Ev'n to a bee to buzz within your bower, 

‘The winding ivy chaplet to invade, 

And folded fern that your fare forchead fhade. 

Now to my coft the force of Love I find; 

‘The heavy hand it bears on human-kind. 

The milk of tigers was his infant food, 

Taught from his tender years the tafte of blood ; 

His brother whelps and he ran wild about the 
wood. 

Ah, nymph, train’d up in his tyrannic court, 

“Po make the {ufferings of your flaves your fpurt 

Unheeded ruin! treacherous delight ! 

O polith’d hardnefs foften’d to the fight ! 

Whofe radiant eyes your ebon brows adorn, 

Like midnight thofe, and thefe like break of morn ! 

Smile once again, revive me with your charms; 

Aud let me die contented in your arms, 

I would not afk to live another day, © 

Might I but {weetiy kifs my foul away. 

Ah, why am I from empty joys debarr’d? 

For kiffes are but empty when compar’d. 

Lrave, and in my raging fit thall tear 

The garland, which I wove for you to wear, 

Of parfly, with a wreath of ivy bound, 

And border’d with a rofy edging round. 

‘What pangs I feel, wnpity'd and unhear'd ! 

Since } muft dic, why is my fate deferr’d ! 


TRANSLATIONS FROM THEOCRITUS. 


1 Grip my body of my thepherd’s frock 
Behold that dreadful downfall of a rock, 
Where yon old fither views the waves from high! 
"Tis that convenient leap I mean co try. ia 
You would be pleas’d to fee me plunge to fhore, 
But better pleas’d if { fhould rife no more. 
YShight have read my fortune long ago, 
When, feeking my fuccefs in love to know, 
I try'd th’ infallible prophetic way, 
‘A poppy-leat upon my paim to lay : 
1 ftruck, and yet no lucky crack did follow s 
Yet | ficuck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow : 
(And which was worle, if any worle could prove, 
The withering leaf forethew'd your withering 
Jove. 
Yet farther (ah, how far a lover dares!) 
My laft recourfe I had to fieve and theers 5 
“And told the witch Agreo my difeafe + 
‘Agreo, that in harvelt us'd to leafe + 
But harveft done, to chare-work did afpire 5 
Meat, drink, and two-pence, was her daily hire. 
"Vo work fhe went, her charms fhe mutter’d o’er, 
And yet the refty fieve wagg’d ne’er the more it 
I wept for woe, the tefty beldame fwore, 
And, foaming with her God, foretold my fate; 
“That 1 was doom’d to love, and you to hate. 
A milk-white goat for you ( did pravide ; 
Two milk-white kids ran frifking by ber fide, 
For which the nut-brown lals, Erithacis, 
Full often offer’d many a favoury kifs. : 
Hers they thall be, fince you refufe the price : 
What madman would o’erftand his market 
twice! 
My right cye itches, fome good luck is near, 
Perhaps my Amaryllis may appear ; 
Tl fet up fuch a note as the fhall hear, 
‘What nymph but my melodious voice would move? 
She mutt be flint, if fhe refufe my love. 
Vor, Vi. 
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Hippomenes, who ran with noble ftrife 

“Lo win his lady, or to lofe his life, i 

(Whar fife forme men will make to get a wife r 

"Phrew down a yolden apple in her way 3 

For all her hafte fhe could not chool: but flay: 

Renown faid, Run; the glittering bribe ery'dy 
Hold; ‘ 

‘The man might have heen hang’d, but for his gold; 

Yet fame fuppefe “twas Love (ieme few indeed} 

That fiopi the fatal fury of her fpeed : 

She faw, fhe figh’d; her nimble fect refufe 

‘Their worted {pced, and fhe rook pains to lofe. 

A Prophet fome. and fome a Poet cry, 

(No matter which, fo neither of theni lie) 

From ftecpy Othrys’ top to Pylus drove’ 

His herd; aud for his pains enjoy’d his love 

If fuch another wager fhould be laid, 

V'll find the man, if you can find the maid, 

Why name { men, when Love extended finds 

His power on high, and on celeftial minds 5 

Venus the thepherd’s homely habir took, 

And manag’d fomething elfe befides the crook} 

Nay, when Adonis died, was heard to roar, 

‘And never from her heart forgave the boar, 

How bleft was fair Endymion with his Moon, 

Who flecps on Latmos’ top from night to noon $ j 

What Jalon from Medea’s love pofleft, 

You fhall not hear, but know ‘tis like the rett. 

My aking head can fearce fupport the pain; 

This curfed love will firely curn my brain + 

Feel how it shoots, and yct you take no pity 5 

Nay then ’tis time to end my dolefal ditty. 

‘A clanimy fweat does o'er my temples creep § 

My heavy cyes are urg’d with iron fleep + 

I lay me down to gafp my lateft brearh, 

The wolves will get a breakiaft by my death j 

Yet fcarce enough their hunyyr to fupply, 

¥or Love has made me carrion eer I dies 


Bb 














THE EPITHALAMIUM OF 
HELEN AND MENELAUS. 
EIGHTEENTH IDYLLIUM OF THEOCRITUS, 








Tweive Spartan virgins, noble, young, and fair, 

With violet wreaths adorn’d their flowing hair; 

And to the pompous palace did refort, 

‘Where Menelaus kept his royal court. 

‘There hand in hand a comely choir they led ; 

‘To fing a blefling to his nuptial bed, 

‘With curious needles wrought, and painted 
flowers befpread. 

Jove’s beauteous daughter now his bride muft be, 

And Tove himfelf was lefs a God than he : 


For this their artful hands inftruct the lute to found, | 


‘Their feet aflift their hands, and juitly beat the 
ground. 
‘This was their fong: Why, happy bridegroom, 
why, 
Ere yet the ftars are kindled in the fey, 
Ere twilight hades, or evening dews are fhed, 
‘Why doft thou fieal fo fon away to bed ? 
Has Somnus bruth'd thy eye-lids with his rod, 
,Or do thy legs refufe to bear their load, 
With lowing bowls of a more generous God? § 
Hf gentle flumber on thy temples creep, 
(But, naughty man, thou dof not mean to feep) 
Betake thee to thy bed, thou drowzy drone, 
Sleep by thyfelf, and leave thy bride alone : 
Go, leave her with her maiden mates to play, 
At forts mere harmilefs till the brexk of day 


} Give us this evening ; thou haft morn and night, 

And all the year before thee, for delight. 

O happy youth ! to thee, among the crowd, 

Of rival princes, Cupid fneez’d aloud; 

And every lucky omen fent before, 

‘To meet thee landing on the Spartan fhore. 

Of all our herves thou canft boaft alone, 

That Jove, whene’er he thunders, calis thee fon 

Betwixt two fheets thou fhalt enjoy her bare, 

With whom no Grecian virgin can compare ; 

So fofe, fo fweet, fo balmy, and fo fair. 

| A boy, like thee, would make a kingly line : 

| But oh, a girl like her mutt be divine. 

+ Her equals, we, in years, but not in face, 

| Twelvefcore viragoes of the Spartan rac 

While naked to Eurota’s banks we be 

And there in manly exercife contend, 

When the appears, are ail eclips’d and loft, 

And hide the beauties that we made our beat: 

| So, when the night and winter difappear, 

| The perple morning, rifing with the year, 

| Salutes the (pring, as her celeftial eyes 

} Adorn the world, and brighien all the fkics + 

' So beauteous Helen éhines among the reft, 
‘Fall, lender, ftraight, with all the Graces biefi, 

As pines the mountain z 

lore ak 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM THEOGRITUS. 
+) Qu the, fmoorh rind the paffenger thail fee 


So rofy-colour’d Helen is the pride 

‘Df Lacedemon, and of Greece befide. aa IR 

Kike hee no nymph cag willing offers bend,.... 

Ta bafket-works, which painted ftreaks com- 
mend: ; ‘ 

With Pallas in the oom dhe may contend. 

But oone, ah! none can animate the lyre, 

‘And the mute ftrings with vocal fouls infpire ; 

‘Whether the learn'd Minerva be her theme, 

Or chafte Diana bathing in the ftream ; 

None can record theic heavenly praile fo well 

‘As Helen, in whole eyes ten thoufand Cupids 
dwell, 

© fair, O graceful! yet with maids inroll’d, 

But whom to-morrow’s fun a matron thall behold 

Yet ere tu-morrow’s fun fhall thew his head, 

"The dewy paths of meadows we will tread, ‘ 

For crowns and chaplets to adorn thy head. 

Where all fhall weep and with for thy return, 

As bleating lambs their abfent mother mourn, 

Our noblett maids thall to thy name bequeath 

‘The boughs of Lotos, form’d into a wreath, 

‘This monument, thy maiden beauty’s due, 

High on a plane-tree fhall be hung to view : 


Ty 


‘Thy name engrav'd; and worthip Helen’s tree: 
Balm, from a fiver box ditill’d around, - (ground, 
Shall all bedew.the-roots, and feent the faced. 
The balm, ’tis true, can aged plants prolong, 

But Helen’s name will keep it ever. young.. 7” 
Hail.bride, hail bridegroom, fon-in-law to Jove! 
With fruitful joys Latona bleis your-love ; ~ 

Ler Venus furnith you with full defires, 

Add vigour to your wills, and fuel to.your firep > 


- | Almighty Jove augment your wealthy ftore, 


Give much to you, and to his grandfons more, 

From generous loins a generous race will “ 

Bach gidl, like her. -e quecu eich bey, fe 
. a king. 

Now fleep, if fleep you can; but while you rely, , 

Sleep clofe, with folded arms, and breaft to breaftr 

Rife in the morn; but oh! before you rife, . 

Forget not to perform your morning facrifice. 

We will be with you.ere the crowing cock. , 

Salutes the light, and ftruts before his feather’d 

flock. oe 
Hymen, oh Hymen, to thy triumphs cup, 
Aod view the mighty fpoils thou hatt in battle woas 








THE DESPAIRING LOVER: 


FROM THE 


TWENTY-THIRD IDYLLIUM OF THEOCRITUE: 


Wuru inaufpicious love, a wretched fwain 

Purtued the faireft nymph of all the plain 5 

Faireft indeed, but prouder far than fair, 

She plung'd him hopelefs in a deep detpair = 

Her heavenly form too haughtily the priz'd, 

His perfon hated, and his gifts defpis'd ; 

Nor knew the force of Cupid’s cruel darts, 

Nor fear’d his awful power on human hearts 5 

But either from her hopelefs lover fled, 

‘Or with difdainful glances faot him dead. 

No kifs, no look, to cheer the drooping boy ; 

No word fhe fpeke, fhe fcorn’d ev'n to deny. | 

But, as a hunted panther cafts about [feout, 

Her glaring eyes, and pricks her liftening ears to 

So fhe, to fhun his toils, her cares employ’d, 

«And fiercely in her favage freedom joy’d. 

Her mouth fhe writh’d, her forehead tanght to 
frown, 

Her eves to fparkle Gres to love unknown : 


Her fallow cheeks her envious mind did thew, 
Aud every feature {poke aloud the curffuely of 
Shrew, : 7 

Yet could nn: he his obvious fate efcape : i 
His love fill drefs’d her in a pleafing fhape ; ” 
And every fullen frown, and hitter toorn, 
But fann’d the fuel that coo fatt did burn. 
Loag time, unequal to lis mighty pain, 
He ftrove to curb it, but he ftrove in vain :_ 
At lait his woes broke out, and begg’d relief 
With tears, the dumb petitioners of grief + 
With tears fo tender as adorn’d his Jove, 
And any heart, but only hers, would move. 
Trembling before her bolted doors he Qood,, 
Aad there pour'd out th’ unprofitable fload : 
Staring his eyes, and haggar’d was his lpok 
Then, kifling firft che threfhold, thus he Tp 

Ah nymph, more crue! than of human tage £ 
Thy tigcefs heart aaa id angel face ¢ 

bi 





888 
Too well thou thew’dft thy pedigree from ftone : 
‘Thy grandame’'s was the firft by Pyrrha thrown: 
Wnworthy thou to be fo long defir'd ; 

But fo my love, and fo my fate requir’d. 
J beg not now (for ‘tis in vain) to live ; 

But take this gift, the laft that I can give. 

'Yhis friendly cord thal foon decide the ftrife 
Betwixt my lingering love and loathfome life: 
‘This moment puts an end to all my pain; 

¥fhall no more defpair, nor thou difdain. 
Farewell, ungrateful and unkind ! 1 go 
Condenin’d by thee to thofe fad thades*below. 
Lgo th’ extremeft remedy to prove, 

To drink oblivion, and to drench my love : 
‘There happily to lofe my long defires : 

But ah! what draught fo deep to quench my fires? 
Barewell, ye never opening gates, ye ftones, 

And threfhold guilty of my midnight moans. 
‘What J have fuffer'd here, ye know too well; 
What I fhall do, the Gods and | can tell. 

The rofe is fragrant, but it fades in time 5 

"The viclet fweet, but quickly paft the prime; 
‘White lilies hang their heads, and foon decay, 
And whiter fnow in minutes melts away: 

Such is your blooming youth, and withering fo: 
‘The time will conie, it will, when you fhall 

know 

‘The rage of love; your hanghty heart fhall burn 
In flames like mine, and meet a like return. 
Obdurare as you arc, oh ! hear at leaft 

My dying prayers, and grant my lait requcft. 
When firft yon epe your doors, and paffing by 
‘The fad ill omen’d object meets your eye, 

“Think it not loft, a moment if you ftay; 

‘The breathlefs wretch, fo made by you, furvey : 
Some cruel pleafure will from thence arile, 

‘Yo view the mighty ravage of your eyes. 
.with'(but oh! my wish is vain, ( fear) 

“Che kind cblation of a falling tear : 

‘Ther locfe the knot, and take me from the place, 
And {pread your mantle o’er my grizly face ; 








THE WORKS OF DRYDEN. 


Upon my livid lips beftow a kifs: 
O envy not the dead; they feel not blifs! 
Nor fear your kiffes can reftore my breath ; 
Ev’n you are not more pitylefs than death. 
Then for my corpfe a homely grave provide, 
Which love and me from public fcorn may hide. 
Thrice call upon my name, thrice beat your 
breaft, 
And hail me thrice to everfafting reft : 
Laft, let my tomb this fad infcription bear : 
A wretch, whom love has kill’d, lies bia 
O paffengers, Aminta’s eyes beware. _—[here +. 
Thus having faid, and furious with his love, 
He heav’d with more than human force to move 
A weighty ftone (the labour of a team), 
And rais’d from thence he reach'd the neighbour- 
ing beam : 
Around its bulk a fliding knot he throws, 
And fitted to his neck the fatal noofe ; 
Then fpurning backward, took a fwing, till death 
Crept up, and ftopt the paflage of his breath. 
The bounce burft ope the door; the fcornful fair 
Relentlefs look’d, and faw him beat his quivering 
feet in air; 
Nor wept his fate, nor caft a pitying eye, 
Nor took him dwn, but brufh’d regardlefs by z 
And, as fhe paft, her chance or fate was iuch, 
Her garments touch’d the dead, polluted by the 
touch : 
Next to the dance, thence to the bath did move; 
‘The bath was facred to the God of Love; 
Whofe injur’d image, with a wrathful eye, 
Stood threatening from a pedeftal on high : 
Nodding a while, and watchful of his blow, 
He fell, and falling, crafh’d th’ ungrateful nymph 
below : 
Her guthing blood the pavement all befmear’d : 
And this her laft expiring voice was herad : 
Lovers, farewells revenge has reach’d my 
feorn = [turn, 
Thus warn’d, be wife, and love for love ree 
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THE BEGINNING OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF LUCRETIUS, 


Deuieut of buman kind, and Gods above, 

Parent of Rome, propitious Queen of Love, 

‘Whole vital power, air, earth, and.fea, fupplies ; 

And breeds whate’er is born beneath the rolling 
tkies : . 

For every kind, by thy prolific might, 

Springs, and beholds the regions of the light. 

‘Thee, Goddefs, thee the clouds and tempeits fear, 

And at thy pleafing prefence difuppear : 

For thee the land in fragrant flowers is dreft ; 

For thee the ocean fmiles, aud fmooths her 
wavy breaft; 

And heaven itfelf with more ferene and purer 
light is bleft. 

For when the rifing {pring adorns the mead, 

And a new fcene of nature ftands difplay'd 5 

When teeming buds and cheerful greens appear, 

And weftern.gales unlock the lazy year, 

‘The joyous birds thy welcome firlt ‘exprefs, 

‘Whote native fongs thy genial fire confels : 

‘Then favage beafts bound o’er their flighted food, 

Struck with thy darts, and tempt the raging 
flood. 

All nature is thy gift; earth, air, and fea; 

Of all that breathes, the various progeny, i 

Stung with delight, is goaded on by thee. 

O’er barren mountains, o’er the flowery plain, 

‘The leafy foreft, and the liquid main, i 

Eatends thy uncontrol'd and boundlefs reign : 

‘Through all the living regions dott thou move, 

And fcatter'ft, where thou go’ft, the kindly feeds 
of love. 

Since then the race of every living thing 

Obeys thy power ; fince nothing new can fpring 

‘Without thy warmth, without thy influence, bear, 

Or beautiful cr lovefome can appear ; 

Be thou my aid, my tuneful fong infpire, 

And kindle with thy own produdive fire : 

‘While all thy province, Nature, 1 furvey, 

And fing to Memmius an immortal lay 

Of heaven and carth, and every where thy 
wondrous power difplay ; 


* 

Ta Memmius, under thy fweet influence born, 

Whom thou with, all thy gifts and graces dofk 
adorn, . 

The rather then afiit my Mufe and me, 

Infufing verfes worthy him and thee. {ceafe, 

Meantime on land and fea let barbarous difeord 

And lull che liftening world. in univerfal peace. 

To thee mankind their foft repofe muft owe, 

For thou alone that bleffing cantt beftow ; 

Becaufe the brutal bufinefs of the war 

ts manag’d by thy dreadful fervant’s care ; 

Who oft retires from fighting fields, to prove 

The pleafing pains of thy cternal love; 

And, panting on thy breaft, fupincly lies, 

While with thy heavenly form he faeds his fan 
mith'd eyes, 

Sucks in with open lips thy balmy breath, [dea 

By turns reftor'd to life, and plung’d in plea! 

‘There while thy curling limbs about him mova,” 

Involv’d and fetter’d in the links of love, 

When, withing all, he nothing can deny, 

Thy charms in that aufpicious moment try, 

With winning cloquence our peace implore, 

And quiet to the weary world reftore. 








THE BEGINNING OF THE SECOND. 
BOOK OF LUCRETIUS, 


"Tis pleafant, fafely to behold from hore 
The rolling fhip, and hear the tempeft roar: 
Not that anozher’s pain is our delight ; 
But pains unfelt produce the pleating fight. 
"Tis pleafant alfo to behold from far 
‘Vhe moving legions mingled in the war : 
But much more {weet thy labouring fteps to: 

guide ' 
To virtue’s heights, with wifdom well fupply’d,, 
And all the magazines of learning fortify'd : 
From thence to look below on human kind, 
Sewilder’d in the maze of life, and blind; 
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“Yo fee vain fools ambitioufly contend 
For wit and power; their Jaft endeavours bend 
'T’ outthine each other, waite their time and 
health e 
In fearch of honour, and purfuit of wealth, 
O wretched man! in what a mift of life, 
Inclos'd with dangers and with noify ftrife, 
He fpends his little fpan, and overfeeds 
. His cramm’d defires with more than nature needs! 
For nature wifcly flints our appetite, 
And craves no more than undifturb’d delight ; 
Which minds, unmix’d with cares and fears, ab- 
tain; 
A foul ferene, a body void of pain. 
. Bo little this corporeal frame requires, 
Bo bounded are our natural defires, 
‘That, wanting all, and fetting pain afide, 
‘With bare privation fenfe is fatisfy'd. 
If golden fconces hang not on the walls, 
To light the coftly fuppers and the balls; 
If the proud palace fhines not with the ftate 
Of burnith’d bowls, and of reffeGed plate ; 
“Mf well-tug’d harps, nor the more pleafing found 
OF voices, from the vaulted roofs-rebound ; 
‘Yet on the grafs, beneath a poplar thade, 
By the cool ftream, our carclefs limbs are laid; 
‘With cheaper’ pleafures innocently bleft, 
‘When the wart {pring with gaudy flowers is 
dreft. ie : 
Nor will the raging fever’s fire abate, 
‘With golden canopies and beils of ftate : 
‘But the poor patient wilk'as foon be found 
‘On the hard mattrafs,‘or the mother ground. 
‘Then finee our bodies are not eas’d the more 
‘By birth;or power, or-forttine’s wealthy ftore, 
Tis plain, thefe ufelefs toys of every kind 
As-little‘can relieve the labowring mind ; 
‘Unlefs we could fuppofe the dreadful fight 
Of marthal’d fegions moving to the fight, 
‘Could, with cheir found and terrible array, 
¥xpel our fears, and drive the thoughts of death 
away. : ‘ 
But fince the fuppofition vain appears, 
Since clinging cares, and trains of inbred fears, 
Ase not with founds to be affrighted thence, 
But in the micft of pomp purfte the prince, 
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Not aw’d by arms, but in the prefence bold, 

Without refpeét to purple or to gold ; 

Why fhould not we thefe pageantries defpife, - 

Whofe worth but in our want of reafon lies ? 

For life is ail in wandering errors led; 

And juft as children are furpriz’d with dread, 

And tremble in the dark, {0 riper years, : 

Ev’n in broad day-light, are poifeis'd with fears, 

And fhake at fladows fanciful and vain 

As thofe which in the breafts of chitdren reigm, 

Thefe bugbears of the mind, this inward hell, 

No rays of cutward funfhine can difpel ; 

But nature and right reafon mutt difplay 

Their beams:abroad, and bring the darkfome fou} 
to day. 


FROM THE FIFTH BOOK OF LU- 
2 CRETIUS, 


* Tum porrd puer, &c.” 


Taos, *ike a failor bya tempeft hurl’d 


-| Athore, the babe is fhipwreck’d on the world 3 


Naked he lies, and ready to expire ; 

Helplefs of all that human wants require; 

Expos’d upon unhofpitable earth, * 

From the firft moment of his haplefs birth. 

Straight with foreboding cries he fills the room, 

Too true prefages of his future doom. 

But flocks and herds, and every favage beaft, 

By more indulgent nature are increas'd. 

‘They want no rattles for their froward mood, 

Nor nurfe to reconcile them to their food, 

With broken words; nor winter biafts they fear; 

Nor change their habits with the changing year'y 

Nor, for their fafety, citadels prepare ; 

Nor forge the wicked inftruments of wat : 

Unlabour’d earth her bounteous treafure grants ; 

And -nature’s lavith hand fupplies their common 
wants, > 
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THE THIRD ODE OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE. 


Infcribed to the Earl of Roscommon, on his in- 
tended Voyage to Ireland. 


So may th’ aufpicions qucen of love, 
And the twin flars, the feed of Jove, 
And he who rules the raging wind, 
To thee, O facred fhip, be kind ; 

And gentle breezes fill thy fails, 
Supplying foft Rtefian gales : 

As thou, to whom the Mufe commends 
The beft ef poets and of friends, 

Doft thy committed pledge reftore, 
And land him fafely on the fhore, 
And fave the better part of me 

From perifhing with him at fea. 

Sure he, who firft the paffage try'd, 
Jn harden’d oak his heart did hide, 
And ribs of iron arm’d his fide ; 

Or his at leaft, in hollow wocd, 

Who tempted firft the briny flood, 
Nor fear'd the winds contending roar, 
Nor billows beating on the fhore, 
Nor-Hyades portending rain, 

Nor all the tyrants of the main. 
What form of death could him affright, 
Who unconcern’d, with ftedfaft fight, 
Could view the furges mounting feep, 
And monfters rolling in the deep ! 
Could through the ranks of ruin go, 
With ftorms above, and rocks below ! 
In vain did Nature’s wife command 
Divide the waters from the land, 

If daring thips, and men prophane, 
Invade th’ inviolable main, 

Th eternal fences overleap, 

And pafs at will the boundlefs deep. 
No toil, no hardfhip, can reftain 
Ambitious man, inur'd to pain : 

‘The more confin’d, the more he tries, 
And at forbidden quarry flies, 

‘Thus hold Prometheus did afpire, 
And ftole from heaven the feeds of fire: 
A train of ills, a ghattly crew, 

‘Phe robber’s blazing track purfue : 
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Fierce famine with her meagre face, 

And fevers of the fiery race, 

In fwarms th’ offending wretch furround, 
All brooding on the blafted ground; 
And limping death, lafh’d on by fate, 
Comes up to fhorcen half our date. 

This made not Dadalus beware, 

With borrow’d wings to fail in air: 

To hell Alcides forc’d his way, 

Plung’d through the lake, and fnatch’d the prey 
Nay fearce the Gods, or heavenly climes, 
Are fafe from our audacious crimes; 

We reach at Jove’s imperial crown, 

And pull th’ unwilling thunder down, 


THE NINTH ODE OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE, 


t 
Benop yon mountain’s hoary height 
Made higher with new mounts of fnow ; 
Again behold the winter’s weight 
Opprefs the labouring woods below : 
And ftreams, with icy fetters bound, 
Benumb'd and crampt to folid ground. 
mM. 
With well-heap'd logs diffolve the cold, 
And feed the genial hearth with. fires ; 
Produce the wine, that makes us bold, 
Aad fprightly wit and love infpires: 
For what hereafter fhall betide, 
God, if "tis worth his care, provide. 
qt, 
Let him alone, with what he made, 
To tofs and turn the worid below ; 
At his command the ftorms invade ; 
The winds by his commiffion blow ; 
‘Till with a ned he bids them ceafe, 
And then the calm returns, and al] is peace. 
Iv, 
To-morrow and her works defy, 
Lay hold upon the prefent hour, 
And {natch the pleafures paffing by, 
‘To put them out of fortune’ 
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Nor Jove, nor love's delights difdain ; 

Whate'et thou gett’it to-day, is gain. 
ve 


Secure thofe golden earthly joys, 
‘That youth unfour’d with forrow bears, 
Ere withering time the tatte deftroys, 
‘With ficknefs and unwieldy years. 
For ative fports, for pleafing reit, 
This is the time to be poffett ; 
‘The beft is but-in feafon beft. 


vi 
Th’ appointed hour of pronvis'd blifs, 
The pleafing whifper in the dark, 
The half unwilling willing kifs, 
The laugh that guides thee to the mark, 
“When the kind nytaph would coynefs feign, 
And hides but to be found again ; $ 
Thete, thefe are joys the Gods for youth ordain. 





THE TWENTY-NINTH ODE OF THE 
FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


hras'd in Pindaric Verfe, and infcribed to 
the Right Honourable Laurence Earl of Ro- 
chefter. 


Descenvev of an ancient line, 
‘That long the Tufcan feepre fway'd, 
* Make hafte to meet the generous wine, 
“~~ ‘Whole piercing is for thee delay’d ; 
‘The rofy wreath is ready made: 
And artful hands prepare {hair- 
es ‘The fragrant Syrian oil, that fhall perfume thy 
le 
When the wine {parkles from afar, 
And the well-vatur'd friend cries come away ; 
fake hafte, and leave thy butinefs and thy care: 
No mortal intereft can be worth thy ftay. 
an 
Leave for a 1 whilg thy coftly country feat; 
* And, to be great indeed, forget 
The naufeous pleafures of the great: 
. | Make hafte and come + 
€ome, and forfake thy‘cloying ftore ; 
Vhy turret that furveys, from high, 
“The fmoke, and wealth, and noife of Rome 5 
And all the bufy pageantry 
"The wife men feorn, and fools adore : 
Come, give thy foul a loofe, and tafte the plea- 
fures vf the poor. 
TY. 
Sometimes tis grateful to the rich, to try 
A hort vicillitude, and fit of poverty : 
* A favory dith, a hotnely treat, 
‘Where alt is plain, where all is neat, 
Without the ftately {pacious room, 
The Periian carpet, or the Tyrian icor, 
Clear up the cloudy foreheads of the great. 









Shhe £ fa: isin the Lion sacuted high, 
Phe Syrian tar, 
Barks froiu star, 
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And with his faltry breath infects the tky; 
The ground below is parch’d, the Heavens ae 
bove us fry. 
The fhepherd drives his fainting flock 
Beneath the covert of a rock, 
Ané feeks refrefhing rivulets nigh : 
The Sylvans to their fhades retire, 
Thofe very fhades and ftreams new fhades and 
ftreams require, 
And want a cooling breeze of wind to fan the 
ra¢ing fire. : wR. 
vi. 
Thou, what befits the new Lord Mayor, 
And what the city factions dare, 
And what the Gallic arms will do, 
And what the quiver-hearing foe, 
Art anxioully inquilitive to know : 
But God has, wifely, hid from human fight 
"Phe dark decrees of futare fate, 


“And fown their feeds in depth of night ; 


Be laughs at all the giddy turns of ftate : 
When mortals fearch too foon, and fear to late. 
vite 
Enjoy the prefent fmiling hour ; 
And put it out of fortune’s power : 
The tide of bufinefs, like the running flream, 
Js fometimes high, and fometimes low, 
Avquict ebb, or a tempeftuous flow, 
And always in extreme. 
Now with a noifelefs gentle courfe 
It keeps within the middle bed ; 
Anon it lifts aloft the head, 

And bears down all before it with impetuous forces 
And trunks of trees come rolling down, 
Shecp and their folds together drown : 

Both houfe and homefted into feas are borne ; 
And rocks are from their old foundations torn, 
And woods, made thin with winds, their {catter’d 
honours mourn. 
vu 
Happy the man, and happy he alone, 
He, who can call to-day his own: 
He who, fecure within, can fay, 
Ta-merrow do thy wortt, for have liv’d to-day 
Be fair, or foul, or rain, or fhine, 

The joys { have pofefa’ ‘dyin “tpire of fate are mine, 
Nor Heaven itfelf upon the paft has power; 
But whar has becn, has been, and I have had my 

hour, 





Ix. 
Fortune, that, with malicious joy, 
{Docs man her flave opprefs, 
Proud of her office to dettroy, 
Is feldom pleas’d to blets 
Still vai and inconfant fill, 
But with an inclination to be ill, 
Lromotes, degrades, delights in ftrife, 
And makes a ‘lottery of Sife. 
T can enjoy her while fhe’s kind; 
But when fhe dances in the wind, 
Acd shakes the winds, and will not flay, 
T puff the proftitate away: ffign’d 3 
The little or the much fhe gave, is qnictly ree 
Content with poverty, my foul Tarm; 
And virtue, though in rags, will keop me warm, 














TRANSLATIONS 


x. 
' ‘What is "t to me, 
Who never fail in her unfaithful fea, 
If forms arife, and clouds grow blacks 
If the maft fplit, and threaten wreck ? 
‘Then let the greedy merchant fear 
For his ill-gotten gain; 
And pray to Gods that will not hear, 
‘While the debating winds and billows bear 
His wealth into the main. 
For me, fecu-e from fortune’s blows, . 
Secure of what I cannot lofe, 
4n my {mall pinnace I can fail, 
Contemning all the biuftering roar ; 
And, running with a merry gale, 
With friendly ftars my fafety feek 
‘Within {ome little winding ercek : 
And fee the ftorm afhore. 


'THE SECOND EPODE OF HORACE. 


How happy in his low degree, 
How rich in humble poverty, is he, 
‘Who leads a quiet country life ; 
Difcharg’d of bufinefs, void of ftrife, 
‘And from the griping f{crivener freé! 
"Thus, ere the feeds of vice were fown, 
Liv’d men in better ages born, 
‘Who ptow’d with oxen of their gwn 
Their fmall paternal field of corn. 
Nor trumpets fummon him to war, 
Nor drums difturb his morning fleep, 
Nor knows he merchants’ gainful care, 
Nor fears the dangers of the deep. 
"The clamours of contentious law, 
And court, and ftate, he wifely fhuns, 
Nox, brib’d with hopes, nor dar’d with awe, 
To fervile falutations runs’; 
But either to the clafping vine 
Does the supporting poplar wed, 
Or with his pruning-hook disjoin 
Unbearing branches from, their head, 
And grafts more happy in their ftead : 
Or, climbing to a hilly-fleep, 
Fe views his herds in vales afar, 
Or fhears his overburden’d fieep, 
Or mead for cooling drink prepares, 
Of virgin honey in the jars. 
Or in the now declining year, 
When bounteous autumn rears his head, 
He joys te pull the ripen’d pear, 
And cluftering grapes with purple {pread. 
"The fairefl of his fruit he ferve:, 
Priapos, thy rewards; 
Sylvanus too his part deferves, 
Whole care the fences guards, 
Sometimes beneath an ancient oak, 
Or on the matted gr: 
No God of fleep he necd inveke : 
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‘The ftream that o’er the pebbles flies 
With gentle flumber crowns his eyes. 
The wind thac whiftles through the fpraye 
Maintains the concert of the fong ; 
And hidden birds with native lays 
‘The golden fleep prolong. 
But, when the blafts of winter blows, 
And hoary froft inverts the year, 
Into the naked woods he goes, 
And fecks the trufty boar to rear, : 
With well-mouth’d hounds and pointed {pear} 
Or spreads his fubtle nets from fight 
With twinkling glaffes, to betray 
The larks that in the mefhes light, 
Or makes the fearful hare his prey, 
Amidtt his harmlefs eafy joys 
No anxious care invades his healthy 
Nor love his peace of mind deftroys, 
Nor wicked avarice of wealth, 
But if a chafte and pleafing wife, 
"To eafe the bufinefs of his life, 
Divides with him his houfehold care, 
Such as the Sabine matrons were, 
Such as the fwift Apulian’s bride, __ 
Sun-burnt and fwarthy though the be, 
Will fire for winter nights provide, 
And wichout noife will overfee 
His children and his family ; 
And order all things till he come, 
Sweaty and overlabour'd, home 5 
If fhe in pens his flocks will fold, 
And then produce her dairy ftore, 
With wine to drive away the cold, 
And unbought dainties of the poor 
Not oyfters of the Lucrine lake 
My fober appetite would with, 
Nor turbot, or the foreign fith 
That rolling tempefts overtake, 
And hither waft the coftly difh. 
Not heathpout,-or the rarer bird, 
Which Phafis or Ionia yields, 
More pleafing morfels would afford 
‘Than the fat olives of my fields 
Than fhards or mallows for the pat, 
‘Yhat keep the loofen’d body found, 
Or than the Jamb, that falls by lot 
To the juft guardian of my ground, 
Amid thefe feaits of happy {wains, 
The jolly fhepherd {miles to fee 
His flock returning from the plains; 
‘The farmer is as pleas’d as he 
To view his oxen fweatiug fnoke, 
Bear on their necks the loofen’d yoke 
‘To look upon his menial crew, 
“Phat fit around his.cheerful hearth, 
And bedies fpent in'toil renew 
Wich wholefome food and country mirth, 
This Movecraft faid within himfelf, 
Refolv’d to leave the wicked town : 
And live retiy’d upon his own, 
He call’d his money in; 
Bur the prevailing love of pelf, 
Soon fplit him on the former fhelf, 
He put it out again. 
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JOHN EARL OF ROCHESTER, 


Containing hia 


SELECT POEMS. 


‘To which is preixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


Y'm none of thofe who think themfelves infpir’d, 
Nor write with the vain hope to be admir’d; 
But from a rule { have (tipon Jong trial) 

'T’ avoid with care all fort of felf-denial. 

Which way foe’er defire and fancy lead, 
(Contemning fame) that path I boldly tread: 
And if expofing what I take for wit, 

‘To my dear felf a pleafure I beget, 

No matter though the cenfuring critics fret. 


EPISTLE TO LORD MULGRAVE, 


I loath the rabble ; *tis enough for me 
If Sedley, Shadwell, Shephard, Wycherley, 
Godolphin, Butler, Buckburft, Buckingham, 
And fome few more, whom I emit to name, 
Approve my fenfe : I count their cenfure fame. 
IMITATION OF HORACE. 
n 
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Jonn Wiimor, Earl of Rochefter, was born at Ditchley, near Woodftock, in Oxfordhhite, om 
the roth of April 1647. His father, Henry Earl of Rochefter (better known by the title of Lord 
Wilmot), engaged with great zeal in the fervice of Charles I. during the civil wars; and was much 
in favour with Charles II, who intrufted his perfon to him after the battle of Worcefter, and 
owed his efcape into France chiefly to his care, application and. vigilance. He died in 1660, im~ 
mediately before the Reftoration, leaving his fon his titles, and the merit of his fervices, axthe . 
principal part of his inheritance. : 

His mother was of the ancient family of the St Johns, in Wiltfhire; and was no lefs celebrated 
for her beauty, than for her ecowomy, by which ihe fupplied the deficieney of fortune, in giving 
her fon an education fuitable to his birth. : 

He was inftruced in claffical learning at the free-{choo] of Burford, where he gave early proofs 

“of the vigour of his underitanding, and the vivacity of his imagination 5 and acquired the Latiz in 
fuch perfection, that he retained-a relith for the beft writers in that language during the remainder 
of his life. : 

In 1659, when only twelve years old, he was entered a nobleman into Wadham college, Ox-- 
ford, under the tuition of Dr. Blandford, afterwards bifhop of Worcefter; and, in 1662, was,. with 
fome other perfons of high rank, made matter of arts by Lord Clarendon, then chancellor of the 
univerfity, in perfon. 

He travelled afterwards into France and Italy, under the care of Dr. Balfour, a man of probity 
and learning ; whofe fine addrefs reclaimed him from the intemperance to which he was very early 
addisted, and reconciled him: to his ftudies, which he had, through youthfel levity, forfaken; and 
of which he was never afterwards wholly negligent, except in his paroxy{ms of ebriety. . 

He returned from,his travels in the eighteenth year of his age, with the advantages of a graceful 
perfon, and the moft refined breeding; and devoted himfelf to the court, which then abounded 
with men of wit and pleafure, countenanced by a merry king, who relifhed nothing fo much as 
brilliant converfation and licentious gaiety. The elegance of his manners, and the vivacity of his 
colloquial wit, made his company eagerly coveted by King Charles, who firft made him one of the 
gentlemen of his bed-chamber, and then comptroller of Woodftock park. 

In 1665, he went to fea with the earl of Sandwich; and was in the thip commanded by Sir Tho 
mas Tiddeman, when the attack was made on the Dutch Eaft India fleet, in the port of Bergen, in 
which,he diftinguilhed himfelf by uncommon intrepidity ; and the next fammer he ferved on beard 
Sir Edward Spragge, who, in the heat of the great feaefight of that year, having a meflage of re- 
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proof to fend to one of his captains, could find no man ready to carry it, but Rochefter ; 3 who, in an 
open boat, went and returned amidf the ftorm of fhot. Ei 

He appeared at court with great advantage after his naval expeditions. But his reputation for 
sourage was not lafting; for, in many ftrect quarrels, he difcovered a timid, pufillanimous fpirit ; 
and the Earl of Mulgrave has left a ftory of his refufal to fight him, when he came to the place ap- 
pointed; urging, that he was fo weak with a certain diftemper, that he found himiclf unfic 
to fight. 
~ His reputation for wit, however, ftill kept him from totally finking in the opinion of the world ; 
till he unhappily abandoned himfelf to the diffolutencfs and debauchery which were the feandalous 
charaGteriftics of the court; by which his principles were corrupted, and his manners depraved, to 
foch an excefs of grofs fenfuality, that, as he confeffed to Dr. Burnet, he was for five years together. 
continually druak, or fo much inflamed by frequent ebriety, as in no interval to be matter of 
himfelf. 

Tn this ftate, he often purfued low amours, in mean difguites ; 3 and played many wild pranks and 
extravagant frolics, with an avowed contempt of decency and order, and a total difregard to every 
moral and religious obligation. 

He once creéted a ftage on Tower-hifl, and harangued the populace as a mountebank; and, 
having made phyfic part of his ftudy, acted the chara@er which he aflumed with great exaéinefe 
and dexterity. The fpeech which he made upon the occafion foon became the fubieét of general 
converfation ; by which his vanity was at once flattered and his turn for invcétive rendered more 
keen by the fuccefs it met with. ; 
" Licentious in his fatire, as in every thing elfe, he fpared neither frierids nor foes; but let it loofe 
‘on all without difcrimination. Even majetty itfelf was not fecure from it; for he often amufed 
himfelf with writing libels againft the king, in which he had fo peculiar a talent of nnixing his wit 
with his malice, that his compofitions were eafily known. ; 

‘Thus he lived worthlefs and ufelefs, in a courfe of dranken gaiety and grofs fenfuality, with in- 
tervals of ftudy perhaps yet more criminal, till at the age of thirty-one, he had entirely worn out 
an excellent conftitatios, and reduced hiinfelf to a fate of weakhefs and decay. 

At this time he was vifited by Dr. Burnet, to whom he laid open the tenor of his opinions and. 
the courfe of his life, and from whom he received fuch convi@ion of the reafonablenefs of moral 
‘uty, and che truth of Chriftianity, as produced a total ¢hange of his manners and opinions. ‘he 
accouat of his converfion and dying moments, is given by Dr. Burnet in a book entitled, “ Some 
“ Remarkable Paflages of the Life and Death of John Earl of Rochetter,’ “ which,’ Dr. Johnfon’ 
fays, “ the critic ought to read for its clegance, the philofopher for its arguments, and the faint 
“* for its piety.” 

He died July 26. 1680, before he had completed his thirty-fourth year, and was fo worn away 
by a long illnefs that life went out without a ftriggle. 

He left behind him a fon named Charles, who died on the 12th Nevember following, and three 
daughters: The male line ceafing, the title wax confetred on a younger fon of Lord Clarendon, 

‘The firft edition of his poems was publiihed in the year of his death, profefling in the title page 
to be printed at Antwerp. It is not known by whom the original colleGion was made, or by what 
authority its genuinenefs was afccrtained. Of fome of the picces, however, there is no doubt. ‘The 
imitation of Horace’s fatire, the verfes on Lord Mulgrave, the fatire againft Man, and the verfes 
upon Nothing, are genuine, and perhaps moft of thofe which are received into this colle@ion. Much 
has probably been imputed to him which he did not write; and the blaze of reputation which his 
character diffufed on what he did write, if it be not extinguifhed, is fa Wearing away ; for impartial 
criticifm warrants no diftin@ion beyond that which genius beftows. 

His fongs are {prightly and ealy ; but have little nature and Jittle fentiment. In his imitation of 
Horace on Lucilius, the parallelifm between ancient and modern times is happily preferved ; but the 
verfification is carelefs; though it is fometimes vigorous. The poem upon Nothing difplays an ad~ 
wmirable fertility of inventiou on a barren topic, ‘This little pocm, and his tragedy of Valentinian, 
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altered from Beaumont and Fletcher, and aéted in 1685, shew that he was not incapable of more. 
ferious productions. Another of his moft vigorous pieces is his ampoon on Sir Car Scroop; to 
which he made in reply an epigram ending with thefe lines : 


* Thou canft hurt no man’s fame with thy iil word; ON 
“ ‘Thy pen is full as harmlefs as thy fword.”” 


thor 


Of the fatire againft Man, a confiderable part is taken from Boileau; who was his favourite ar 
in French, as Cowley was in Englith. : i 


* tn all his works,” fays Dr. Johnfon, ‘there is fprightlinefs and vigour, and every where may 
« be found tokens of a mind which ftudy might have carried to excellence, What more can be 


* expected from a life fpent in oftentatious contempt of regularity, and ended before the abilities of 
“ many other men began to be difplayed.” 





a Sten, 





SELECT POEMS. 








DIALOGUE. 


STREPHON. 
Pr’yraez now, fond fool, givé o’ers 
Since my heart is gone before, 
To what purpofe thould I ftay ? 
Love commands another way. 
DAPHNE, 
Perjur’d fwain, I knew the time 
‘When diffembling was your crimé, 
In pity now employ that art, 
Which firft betray'd, to cafe my heart. 
STREPHON. 
Women can with pleafure feign : 
Men diffemble ill with pain. 
What advantage will it prove, 
lf { lye, who cannot love ? 
DAPHNE. 
Tell me then the reafon, why 
Love from hearts in love does fly ? 
Why the bird will build a neft, 
Where fhe ne'er intends to reft ? 
STREPHON, 
Love, like other little boys, 
Cries for hearts, as they for toys + 
‘Which when gain’d, in childith play, 
‘Wantonly are thrown away. 
DAPRNE, 
Still on-wing, or on his knees, 
Love does nothing by degrees; 
Bafely flying when mot priz’d, 
Meanly fawning when defpis'd. 
Flattering or infulting ever, 
Generous and grateful never: 
All his joys are fleeting dreams, 
All his woes fevere extremes. 
STREPHON. 
Nymph, unjuftly you inveigh ; 
Love, like us, mutt fate obey. 
Since ‘tis Nature's law to change; 
Conftancy alone is ftrange. 
Vor. Vi 


‘See the heavens in lightnings break, 


Nexg in ftorms of thunder {peak ; 

‘Yill a kind rain from above 

Makes a calm—fo ’tis in love. 

Flames begin our firft addrefs, 

Like meeting thunder we embrace; 

Then, you know, the fhowers that fail 

Quench the fire, and quiet all, 
DAPHNE, 

How fhould J the fhowers forget ? 

’T was fo pleafant to be wet! 

They kill'd love, I knew it well. 

1 dy’d all the while they fell. 

Say at leaft what nymph it is, 

Robs my breaft of fo much blifs ? 

If the’s fair, I fhall be eas’d, 

Through my ruin you'll be pleas’d. 

STREPUON. 

Daphne never was fe fair, 

Strephon, fcarcely, fo fincere. 

Gentle, innocent, and free, 

Ever pleas’d with only me. 

Many charms my heart enthral, 

But there’s one above them all> 

With averfion, fhe does Ay 

Tedious, trading, conftancy. 
DAPHNE, 

Cruel fhepherd ! 1 fubmit, 

Do what love and you think fit: 

Change is fate, and not defign, 

Say you would have ftilt keen mine. 

STREPMON. 

Nymph, I cannot : "tia too true, 

Change has greater charms than you, 

Be, by my example, wife; 

Faith to pleafure facrifice. 
DAPHNE. 

Silly fwain, I'll have you know, 

’Twas my practice long ago: 
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‘Whilft you vainly thought me true, 
1 was falfe, in {corn of you. 

By my tears, my heart's difguile, 

I thy love and thee defpife. 
Womankind more joy difcovers, 
‘Making fools, than keeping lovers. 





A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN 
ALEXIS AND STREPHON. 


‘Written at the Bath in the year 1674. 
ALEXIS. 

Taerr fighs not on the plain 

So ioft a fwain as T; 
Scorch’d up with love, froze with difdain, 
OF killing fweetnels I complain.’ 

STREPHON, 

If ’tis Corinna, die. 

. Since firft my dazzled eyes were thrown 
_1 On that bewitching face, 

Like ruin’d birds robb’d of ‘their young, 
Laomenting, frighted, and undone, 
T fly from place to place. 
Fram’d by fome cruel powers above, 
So nice fhe is, and fair; 
_ None from undoing can remove 
. Since all, who are not blind, muft love ; 
* Who are not vain, defpair, 
ALEXIS,” 
‘The gods no fooner give a grace, 
But, fond of their own art, 
Severely jcalous, ever place, 
“To guard the glories of a face, 
| | A dragon in the heart. 
Proud and ill-natur’d powers they are, 
Who, peevith to mankind, 
For their own honour’s fake, with care 
Make a fweet form divinely fair : 
Then add a cruel mind. 
STREPHON,, 
Since he’s infenfible of love, 
By honour taught to hate ; 
If we, forc’d by decrees above, 
Mutt fenfible to beauty prove, 
How tyrannous is Fate! 
1 to the nymph have never nam’d 
The caule of all my pain, 
7 ALEXIS. . 
Such bafhfulnefs may well be blam’d; 
For, fince to ferve we're not afham’d, 
Why fhould the binfh to reign ? 
STRETHON. 

But, if her haughty heart defpife 
My humble proffer’d on :, 

"The juft compaffion fhe denies, 

I may obtain from others’ eyes; 
Her’s are not fair alone. 

Devouring flames require new food; 


My heart’s confum’d almoft : 
New fires muft kindle in her blood, 
Or mine go out, and that’s as good. 

ALEXIS, 

Would’ft live when love is loft ? 
Be dead before thy paffion dies; 

For if thou fhould’ft furvive, 
What anguifh would thy heart furprife, 
To fee her flames begin to rife, 

And thine no more alive ? 

STREPHON, 
Rather what pleafure fhould 1 meet 

In my triumphant fcorn, 

To fee my tyrant at my feet ; 
While, taught by her, unmov’d I fit 

A tyrantin my turn. 

ALEXIS, 
Ungentle thepherd! ceafe, for fhame, 

Which way can you pretend 
To merit fo divine a flame, 

Who to duil life make a mean claim, 

When love is at an end? 

As trees are by their bark cmbrac’d, 

Love to my foul deth cling + 
When torn by the herd’s greedy tafte, 
The injur’d plants feel they're defac’d, 

They wither in the {pring. 

My rifled Jove would ioon retire, 

Diffolving into air, 

Should 1 that nymph ceafe to admire, 
Blefs'd in whofe arms | will expire, 
Or at her feet defpair. 








THE ADVICE, 


Axx things {ubmit themfelves to your command, 

Fair Calia, when it does not love withftand : 

‘The power it borrows from your eyes alone ; 

Ail but the god mutt yield to, whe has none. 

Were he not blind, fuch are the charms you have, 

He’d quit his godhead to become your flave : 

Be proud to act a mortal hero’s part, 

And throw himfelf for fame on his own dart. 

But fate has qtherwife difpos’d cf things, 

In different bands fubjected flaves and kings : 

Fetter’d in forms of royal ftate are they, 

While we enjoy the freedom to obey. 

That fate. like you, refiftlefs does ordain 

To love, that over Beauty he thall reign. 

By harmony the univerfe does move, 

And what is harmony but mutual love ? 

Who would refift an empire fo divine, 

Which univerfal nature does enjoin ? 

See gentle brooks, how quietly they glide, 

Kiffing the rugged banks on either fide ; 

While in their cryfal ftreams at once they thew, 

And with them feed the flowers which they be- 
ftow : 

Though rudely throng’d by a too near embrace, 

In gentle murmurs they keep on their pace 
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‘To the lov'd fea; for ftreams have their defires; 
‘ool as they are, they feel love’s powerful fires, 

And with fuch paffion, that if any force, 

Stop or moleft them in their amorous courfe, 

‘They fwell, break down with rage, and ravage 

oer 

The banks they kif,'d, and flowers they fed before. 

Submit, then, Calia, ere you be reduc’d, 

For rebels, vanquifh’d once, are vilely us'd. 

Beauty’s no more but the-dead foil, which Love 

Manures, and does by wife commerce improve : 

Sailing by fighs, through {cas of tears, he fends 

Courtfhips from foreign hearts, for your own ends: 

Cherith the trade, for as with Indians we 

Get gold and jewels, for our trumpery, 

So to each other, for their ufelefs toys, 

Lovers afford whole magazines of joys. 

But, if you're fond of baubles, be, and ftarve, 

Your gewgaw reputation {till preferve : 

Live upon modelty and empty fame, 

Foregoing fenfe for a fantaftic name, 


THE DISCOVERY. 


Crtra, that faithful fervant you difown, 
Would in obedience keep his love his own: 
Bue bright ideas, fuch as you infpire, 

‘We can no more conceal, than not admire. 

My heart at home in my own breaft did dwell, 
Like humble hermit in a peaceful cell : 
Unknown and undifturb’d it refted there, 
Stranger alike to Hope and to Defpair. 

Now Love with a tumultuous train invades 
‘The facred quiet of thofe hallow’d hades; 

His fatal flames thine out to every eye, 

Like blazing comets in a winter tky. 

How can my paffion merit your offence, 

That challenges fo little recompence ? 

For I am one born only to admire, 

‘Too humble ¢’er to hope, fearce to defire. 

A thing, whole blifs depends upon your will, 
Who would be proud you'd deign to ufe him ill. 
Then give me leave to glory in my chain, 

My fruitlefs fighs, and my unpity’d pain. 

Let me but ever love, and ever be 

‘Th’ example of your power and cruelty. 

Since fo much feorn does in your breaft refide, 
Be more indulgent to its mother Pride : 

Kill all you ftrike, and trample on their graves ; 
But own the fates of your neglected flaves : 
When in the crowd yours undiftinguifh’d lies, 
You give away the triumph of your eyes. 
Perhaps (obtaining this) you'll think I find 
More mercy than your anger has defign’d : 
But Love has carefully defign'’d for me 

"The lait perfe@iion of mifery; 

For to my ftare the hopes of common peace, 
Which every wretch enioys in death, mutt ceafe. 
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My worft of fates attend me in my grave, 
Since, dying, I muft be no more your flave. 








WOMAN'S HONOUR, 
» A SONG. 


I. 
Love bid me hope, and [ obey’d : 
Phillis continued fill unkind : 
Then you may e’en defpair, he faid; 
In vain I ftrive to change her mind, 
Mu. 
Honour’s got in, and keeps her heart 
Durft he but venture once abroad, 
In my own right 1’d take your part, 
And thew myfelf a mightier god. 
phi 
This huffing Honour domineers 
In breafts, where he alone has place: 
But if true generous Love appears, 
The Heétor dares not thew his face. 
Iv. 
Let me ftill languifh and complain, 
Be moft inhumanly deny’d : 
T have fome pleafure in my pain; 
She can have none with all her pride, 
ve 
{ fall a facrifice to Love: 
She lives a wretch for Honour’s fake; 
Whofe tyrant does moft cruel prove, 
The difference is not hard to make, 
vie 
Confider real Honour then ; 
You'll find hers cannot be the fame : 
Tis noble confidence ia men, 
In women mean miftruftful fhame. 





GRECIAN KINDNESS., 


A SONG. 


i. 
Tue utmoft grace the Greeks could thew, 
When to the Trojans they grew kind, 
Was with their arms to Jet them go, 
And leave their lingering wives behind, 
They beat the men, and burnt the town; 
Then all the baggage was their own, 


We 
There the kind deity of wine 
Kiis’d the foft wanton god of love; 
This clapp’d his wings, that pref’d his vine} 
And their beft powers united move ; 
While each brave Greek embrac’d his punk, 


Lull'd her afleep, and then grew drunk, 


» ci 


Ey 
THE MISTRESS. 


A SONG, 


I. 
+AN age, in her embraces paft, 
‘Would feem a winter's day ; 
‘Where life and fight, with envious hafte, 
Arc tora and fnatch'd away. 
It. 
But, oh! how fowly minutes roll, 
When abfent from her eyes; 
‘That fed my love, which is my foul; 
It languifhes and dies. 
ny 
For then, no more a foul, but fhade, 
Jt mournfully does move, 
And haunts my breaft, by abfence made 
The living tomb of love. 
tv, 
You wifer men defpife me not, 
‘Whofe lovesfick fancy raves 
On fhades of fouls, and heaven knows what: 
Short ages live in graves, 
ve 
‘Whene’er thofe wounding eyes, fo full 
Of {weetnefs, you did fee, 
Had you not been profoundly dull, 
You had gone mad like me. 
vie 
Nor cenfure us, you who perceive 
My beft-belov’d and me, 
Bigh and lament, complain and grieve ; 
You think we difagree. 
VI. 
Alas! “tis facred Jealoufy, 
Love rais'd to un extreme} 
‘The only proof, "twixt them and me, 
‘We love, and do not dream. 
vu, 
Fantaftic fancies fondly move, 
And in frail joys believe ; 
"Taking falfe pleafure for true love; 
But pain can ne'er deceive, 
x. 
Kind, jealous doubts, tormenting fears, 
And anxious cares, when pat, 
Prove our heart’s treafure fix’d and dear, 
And make us blefs’d at laft. 











A SONG. 


Hees 
Axsent from thee, I Janguifh fill; 
Then afk me not, When I return ? 
‘The flraying fool ’t will plainly kill, 
To with all day, all night to mourn. 
i. 
Dear, from thine arms then let nie fly, 
That my fantaftic mind may prove 
*¥he torments it deferves to try, 
That tears my fix’d heart from my lve. 
* 
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Ink 
When wearied with a world of wos; 
‘Yo thy fafe bofom I retire ; 
Where love, and peace, and truth, does flow : 
May 1 contented there expire! 
lv. 
Left, once more wandering from that heaven, 
J fall on fome bale heart unbleft ; 
Faithlefs to thee, falfe, unforgiven, 
And lofe my everlafting ret. 


A SONG. 


i. 

Puitxis, be gentler, 1 advife, 
Make up for time mif-fpent ; 
When beauty on its death-bed lies, 
’ Tis high time to repent, 

Th. 

Such is the malice of your fate, 
‘That makes you old fo foon; 
Your pleafure ever comes too late, 

How early c’er begun, 
ur 
Think what 2 wretched thing is fhe, 
Whofe ftars contrive in {pight, 
The morning of her Jove fhuuld be 
Her fading beanty’s night. 
av. 
‘Then if, to make your ruin more, 
You'll peevifbly be coy, 
Die with the feandal of a whore, 
And never know the joy. 





TO CORINNA, 
A soNG. 


1 
Wuar crucl pains Corinna takes, 
‘Yo force that harmiels frown ; 
When not one charm her face forfakes, 
Love catmot lofe his own, 
nm 
So fweet a face, fo foft a heart, 
Such eyes fo very kind, 
Berray, alas! the filly are 
Virtue had ill defign’d. 
1, 
Poor feeble tyrant?: who in vain 
Would proudiy take upon her, 
Againft kind Nature to maintain 
Affe@ed rules of honour. 


™ 
The fcorn fhe bears {fo helplefs proyes, 
When I plead paffion to her, 
‘That much fhe fears (but more fhe lovesY 
Her vailal fhould undo her, 
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LOVE AND LIFE. 


A SONG. 
L 
Att my paft life is mine no more, 
‘The flying hours are gone: 
Like tranfitory dreams given o'er, 
Whofe images are kept in ftore 
By memory alone. 
i. . 
The time that is to come is not; 
How can it then be mine ? 
‘The prefent moment's all my lot 3 
And that, as faft as it is gor, 
Phillis, is only thine. 
. ui, 
‘Then talk not of inconftancy, 
Falfe hearts, and broken vows 5. 
If I, by miracle, can be ‘ 
jive-long minute true to thee, 
Tis ail that heayen allows, 











SONG, 


a 
‘Wirt on thofe lovely looks f gaze, 
‘Co fee a wretch purfuing, 
An raptures of a blefs’d amaze, 
His pleafing happy ruin : 
"Tis nos for pity that I move; 
His fate is too afpiring, 
Whofe heart, broke with a load of love, 
Dies withing and admiring. 
Wy 
But if this murder you'd forego, 
Your flave from death removing; 
Let me your art of charming know, 
Or learn you mine of loving. 
But, whether life.or death betide, 
In love ‘tis equal meafure ; 
‘The victor lives with empty pride, 
‘The vanquith’d die with pleafure, 





A SONG, 


1 , 

To this moment a rebel, 1 throw down my arms, 
Great Love, at firft fight of Olinda’s bright charms: 
Made proud and fecure by fuch forces as thefe, 
You may now play the tyrant as {oon as you pleafe, 


I Fi 
When innocence, beauty, a df wie, do confpire 
‘To betray, and engage. inflame my defire; 
‘Why thouldyt dppb vhat I cannot avoid, 


And let pleafing are by bafe fear be deftroy’d? 
: ‘ pen Bs 
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HL 
Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me, 
Her heauty’s inclin’d, or why fhould it purfue me? 
And wit has to pleafure been ever a friend; [end? 
‘Then what room for defpair, fince delight is Love’s 

Iv, 
There can be no danger in fweetnefs and youth, 
Where love is fecur’d by good nature and truth. 
On her beauty I'll gaze, and of pleafure complains 
While every kind look adds a link to my chain. 

Be ee aes 

Tis more to maiatain, than it was to furprife, 
But her wit leads in triumph the flave of her eyes3 
| I beheld, with the lofs of my freedom before ; 
But, hearing; for ever mutt ferve and adore, 


vie 
Too bright is my goddefs, her temple too weak 
Retire, divine image ! I feel my heart break. 
Help, Love; { diffolve in a rapture of charms, 
At the thought of thofe joys 1 fhould meet in her 
warts. 





UPON HIS LEAVING HIS MISTRESS. 


"Tis not chat Iam weary grown © 
Of being yours, and yours alone + 
But with what face can J incline 
To damn you to be only mine : : 
You, whom fome kinder power did fathion, 
By merit, and by inclination, 
‘The joy at leaft of a whole nation ? 

Ie 
Let meaner fpirits of your fex, 
With humble aims their thoughts perplex: 
And boatt, if, by their arts, they can 
Contrive to make one happy man. 
While, mov’d by an impartial fenfe, 
Favours, like Nature, you difpenfe, 
With univerfal influence. 


5 


PU 
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UPON DRINKING IN A BOWL. 


eae 
Votcan, contrive me fuch 4 cup 
As Neftor us'd of old 5 
Shew all thy {kill to trim it up, 
Damafk it round with gold. 
Me 
Make it fo large, that, fill’d with fack 
Up to the fwelling brim, 
Vaft toafls on the delicious lake, - 
Like ships at fea, may fwim, 
i. 
Engrave not battle on his cheek ; 
With war I’ve nought to do; 
I’m none of thofe that took Meftrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew, 
G ii . 
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i. 
Let it no name of planets tell, 
Fix’d ftars, or conftellations : 
For I am fio Sir Sidrophel, 
Wor none of his relations. 
v. 
But carve thereon a fpreading vine ; 
Then add two lovely boys; 
Their limbs in amor: folds entwine, 
_ The type of tunes joys. 
evi. “ 
Cupid and Bacchus my faints are, 
May drink and love ftill reign! 
, With wine I wah away my cares, 
And then to love again. 








As Chloris full of harmnle 
Beneath a willow lay, 
» Kind Love a youthful thepherd brought 
‘To pafs the time away, 


U 
She blufh’d to he encounter’d fo, 
And chid the amorous fain ; 
But, as the {trove to rife and go, 
He pull’d her down again. 
Mie 
Asfudden paftion {ci2’d her heart, 
In fpite of her difdain ; 
She found a polfe in every part, 
_And love in every velo. 


ph youth! (faid fhe) what charms are theft, 
©” That conquer and furprife ? 

‘Ah! let me—for, unlefs you pleafe, 

‘T have no power to as . 





She fainting {poke, and trembling lay, 
For fear he fhould comply ; 
ler lovely eyes her heart betrzy, 
And give her tongue the lie. 
vie 
“Thus the, who princes had deny'd, 
With all their pomp and train, 
‘Was in the lucky minute try'd, 
And yielded to the fwain, 





A SONG. 


1 
Give me leave to rail at you, 
Yafk nothing but my due; 
'To cail you falfe, and then to fay 
You fhall not keep my heart a day ¢ 
But alas! againit my will, 
T mutt be your captive fill. 
Ah! be kinder then; for I 
Cannot change, ard would not die. 






but weakly move, { 
anger it difarma, 

And clips the wings of Aying love. 
Beauty does the heart invade, 

Kindnels only can perfuade ; 
Tt gilds the Jover's 
And maxes the: flaves grow pleas’ “vd 














«THE ANSWER, 
1 5 
Notnine adds to yout iond fire 
More th ifeera, and cold difdain : 
I, to ck your Gefire, 
Kin udnefs us’d, bat twas in wair 
ue 
You infied on your Dave, 
_ Humble love you foon refus'ds 
Hope net then a power to nave 
Which inglurigafy you us'd. 
{ io Tes hs 
Think not, Vhyrfis,lwifle’er — - 

















{bil poets my heart, 
rigeur 1 mutt feign + 
tha: only art 

eft your love to gait.” 








Let th’ exarepie muke me truc,” 
And of a conquer’d foe a fricad. 

5 vi 

Then, if e'er J thouid complain 
Of your empire, or my chain, 

Summon all the powerful charms, 
And kill the rebel in your arms. 





CONSTANCY% 
A SENG. 
no 
TI cassor change, as cthers do, 
Though you unjuft!y feorn ; 
Since the peor fwain that fighs for you, 






A furer way Vil ers; 
And, to revenge my dighted i iove, 
Will ftill love on, will #ill love on, and die. 
nm 
When, kill'd with grief, Amyntas ties, 
And you to mind fhall call 
The fighs chat now unpity’d rife, 
The tears that vainly fil: 7 
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Bovy’s a beauty, if fome few agree 
‘Yo call him fo, the reft to that degree 4 

» Affected are, that-with their ears they fee. 

Where I was vifiting the other night, 

Comes a fine lady, with her humble knight, 

Who had prevail’d with her, through her own 

pe. fill, 

At His requeft, though much againft his will, 

"To come to London: ‘ 

<As tie coach ftopt, I herd her voice, more loud 

‘Than a great belly’d woman's in a crowd; 

“Telling the knight, that her affairs’ require 

He for fome hours, obfequionfly retire. 

I think the was afbanv'd he fhould be feen : 

Hard fate of hufbands! the gallant hal been. 

"Though a difeas’d, ill-favour’d fool, brought ip. 

Dilpatch, fays the, the bufinefs you pretend, 

‘Your beaftly vifit to your drunken friend, - 

A bottle ever makes you look: fo fine :! 

Mcthinks I iong to fmell you ftink of wine, 

Your country drinking breath ’s enough to kill; 

‘Sour ale correéted with a Jemon-peel, . 

Pr’ythee, farewell; we'll mect again anon : 

“Che neceffary thing bows, and is gone. 

She flies up ftairs, and all the hafte does thew: 

‘That fifty antic poftures will allows 

And then burits out—Dear madam, am nur E 

‘The ftrangeft, alter’d, creature ; let me die, 

J find myfelf ridiculoufly grown, 

Embarrat with my being out of town’: 

Rude and untaught, like any Indian queen, 

My country nakednefs is plainly feen. 

How is Love govern’d ? Love that rules the ftate; 

And pray who are the men moft worn of late ? 

When I was marry’d, fools were a-la-mode, 

‘The men of wit were then held incommede : 

Slow of belief, and fickle in defire, ; 





Who, ere they ’ll be perfuaded, muft inquire, 

As if they came to {py, and not t’ admire : 

With fearching wifdom, fatal to their cafe, 

‘They fill find out why what may dhould Bot 
pleafe ; . F 

Nay, take thenfelves for injur’d, when we dare 

Make them think better of us than we are; 

And if we hide our frailties from their fights, 

Call us deceitful jilts and hypocrites; 

‘Chey little guefs, who at our arts are griev'd, 

The perfed joy of being well deceiv'd; | 

Inquifitive as jealous cuckolds grow; 

Rather than not be knowing, they wit know ‘ 

What, being known, creates their certain woe, 

‘Women thould thefe, of all mankind avoid, 

For wonder, by clear knowledge, is deftroy’d. , 

‘Woman, who is an arrant bird of night, 

Bold in the duik, before a fool's dull fight 

Muft fly, ‘when’. Reafon “brings the glaring 
light. tres 

But the kind eafy fool; apt so admire 

Himfelf, trufts us; his follies all confpire 

“fo flatter his, and favour our defire = 

Vain of his proper merit, he with eafe 

Believes we love him belt, and beft can pleafe; 

On him our grofs, dul, common flatteries pafs, 

Ever moft happy when moft-made an afs; - .° 

: : 3 
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Heavy to apprehend, though all mankind 
Percéive us falfe, the fup him(elf is blind $ 


} Who, doating on himfelf— +t 


‘Thinks every one that fees him of his mind. 
Thefe are tthe women’s men—Here, forc’d te 
ceafe : x 
Through want of breath, not. will, to hold 
peaces 

She tp the window runs, where fhe had {py’d:. 
Her much eftecm’d dear friend, the monkey, ty’d; 
With forty fmiles, as many antic bows, 
As if ’t had been the lady of the houfe, 
The dirty chattering montter the embyac’d, 
And made it this fine tender fpeech at Jatt: 

’Kifs me, thou curious miniature of man; 
How odd.thou art, how pretry, how japan !- 
Oh! I could live and die with thee: ‘then on, - 
For half an hour, in compliments fhe ran : 
} took this time to think what Nature meant, 
Wher this mixt thing into the world the fent, 
So very wife, yet fo impertinent : f 
One that knowgs.every thing that God thought fit 
Should be an afs through choice, not want of wit * 
Whofe foppéry, without the help of fenfe, 
Could ue’er have rofe to fuch an excellence t 
Nature ‘s as lame in.making a true fop, 
Asa philofopher; the very top 
And dignity of folly we attain 
By ftydions fearch and labour of the brain, 
By obfervation, counfel, and deep thought + 
God never made a coxcomb worth a groat; 
We owe that name to induflry and arts: 
An eminent fool muft be a fool of parts, 
And fuch a one was fhe, who had turn’d o’er 
As many books as men, low’d much, read more, 
Had a difcerning wit; to her was known 
Every one’s fault or merit, but her own, 
All the good qualities that ever bleft A { 


her 


A woman fo diftinguith’d from the reft, 

Except difcretion only, thé poflett, 

But now, mon cher, dear Pug, the cries; adicus 

And the difcourfe broke off, does thus renew : 
You {mile to fee me, who the world perchance 

Miftakes to have fome wit, fo far advance 

‘The intereft of fools, that | approve 

Their merit more than men vf wit in love; 

But in our fex tog many proofs there are: 

Of fuch whom wits undo, and fools repair. ~~ 

This, in my time, was fo obferv’d a rule, 

Hardly a wench in town but had her fool ; 

The meaneft common flut, who long was grown 

The jeft and fcorn of every pit buffoon, 

Had yet left charms enough to have fubdued 

Some fop or other, fond to be thought lewd, 

Fofter could make an Irith Lord-a Nokes, 

And Betty Morris had her city Cokes. 

A woman's ne’er fo ruin’d, but the can 

Be ftill reveng’d on her undoer, man : 

How loft fo’er, the*ll find fome lover more 

A lewd abandon’d fool than fhe a whore. 

That wretched thing, Corinna, who has run 

‘Through all the feveral ways of being undone + 

Cozen’d at firft by love, and living then 

By turning the too dear bought cheat on men: 
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Gay were the hours, and wing’d with joy they 
flew, 
When firit the town her early beanties knew; 
Courted, admir'd, and lov’d, with prefents fed, 
Youth in her looks, and pleafure in her bed; 
Till fate, or her ill angel, thought it fit 
‘To make her doat upon a man of wit; 
* Who found ‘twas dull to love above a day, 
Made his ill-naturd jeft, and went away, 
Now fcorn'd of all, forlaken and oppreft, 
She ’s a memento mori to the reft: 
Difeas’d, decay'd, to take up half a crown 
Mui mortgage her long fcart and mantua gown ; 
Poor ‘creature, who, unheard-of, as a fly 
In fome dark hole muft all the winter lie, 
‘And want and dirt endure a whole half-year, 
‘That for one month fhe tawdry may appear. 
In Eafter-term the gets her a new gown; 
‘When my young mafter’s worfhip comes to town, 
From pedagogue and mother juft fet free, 
The heir and hopes of a great family ; : 
Who with ftrong beer and beef the country 
-rules, 
And ever fince the Conqueft have been fools; 
And now, with careful profpect to maintain 
‘This character, left crofling of the ftrain 
Should mend the booby breed, his friends provide 
A coufin of his own to be his bride : 
And thus fet out——— 
- ‘With an eftate, ne wit, and a young wife, 
"Phe folid comforts of a coxcomb’s life, 
Dunghill and peafe forfook, he comes to town, 
‘Turns {park, learns to be lewd, and is undone; 
Nothing fuits worfe with vice than want of fenfe, 
, Fools are ftill wicked at their own expence, 
‘This o’ergrown fchool-boy loft Corinna wins ; 
At the firit dafh to make an afs begins: 
Pretends to like a man that has not known, 
"The vanities or vices of the town; i 
Freth is the youth, and faithful is his Jove, -- 
Eager of joys which he does feldom prove ; 

, Healthful and ftrong, he does no pains cudure 
But what the fair one he adores can cure ; 
Grateful for favours, does the fex efteem, * 

“And hibels none for being kind to him ; * 

‘Then of the lewdnefs.of the town complains, 
Rails at the wits and atheifts, and maintains 

"Tis better than good fenfe, than power or wealth, 
To have a blood untainted, youth, and health, 
‘The unbred puppy, who had never feen 

A creature lock fo gay, or talk fo fine, 

Believes, then falls in love, and then in debt; 
Mortgages all, ev’n to the ancient feat, 

Yo buy Lis miftrefs a new houfe for life, 

To give her plate and jewels, robs his wife 5 
And when to th’ height of fondnefs he is grown, 
*Tis time to poifon him, and all’s her own : 

‘Thus meeting in her common arms his fate, 

He leaves her baftard heir to his eftate ; 

And, as the race of fuch au owl deferves, 

His own dull Jawful progeny he ftarves. 

Nature (that never made a thing in vain, 

But does each infect to fome end ordain) 

Wilely provokes kind keeping fools, no doubty — 
‘To patch up vices men of wit weag cut. _ 
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"Thus-the ran on two hours, fome grains of fenfe 
Still mixt with follies of impertinence, 

But now °tis time I fhould fome pity fhew 

"Yo Cloe, fince’l cannot choofe but now, i 
Readers muft reap what dulleft writers fows 

By the next poft I will fuch ftories tell, 

As, join’d to thefe, shall co a volume {well ;. 

As true as heaven, mare infamous than helt. 

But you are tir'd, and fo am 1, Farewell. 








AN EPISTOLARY ESSAY 
FROM 
Lord Rocnester to Lord Mutogave, 
UPON 
THEIR MUTUAL POEMS. 


Dzar friend, I hear this town does fo abound 

In fancy cenfures, that faults are found 

With what of late we, in poetic rage’ 

Beltowing, threw away on the dull age. 

But howfoe'er envy their fpleen may raife, 

‘To rob my brows of the deferved bays) 

Their thanks) at leat, I merit; fince through me 
They are partakers of your poetry. 

And this is all ll fay in my defence, 

T’ obtain one line of your well worded fenfe, 
i’ be content ¢’ have it writ the “ Britith 
“ Prince.” ‘ 

I'm none of thofe who think themfelves infpir’d, 
Nér write with the vain hope to be admir’d 5 
But from a rule I have (upon long trial) 

‘TV avoid with care all fort of felf-denial, 
Which way foe'er defire and fancy lead, 
(Contemning fame) that path I boldly tread : 
And if expoling what § take for wit, 

To my dear felf a pleafure t beget, 

No matter though the cenfuring critics fret. 
“Lhefe whom my Mufe difpleafes are at ftrife, 
With equal fpleen, againft my courfe of life ; 
‘The leat delight of which I'l not forego, 

For all the flattering praife man can bellow. 

If I defign’d to pleafe, the way were then 

To mend my manners rather than my pen: 
The firft’s unnatural, therefore unfit ; 

And for the fecond I defpair of it, 

Since grace is not fo hard to get as wit : 
Perhaps ill verfes ought to be confin'd, 

In mere good breeding, like unfavoury wind. 
Were reading forc’d, I fhould be apt to think, 
Men might no more write feurvily than ftink. 
Tl own that you write better than 1 do, 

Bat { have as much need to write as you. 

In all I write, fhould fenfe, and wit, and rhyme, 
Fail me at once, yet fomething fo fublime 
Shali ftamp my poem, that the world may fee, 
It could have been produc’d by none but me, ° 





‘ee 
And that 's my end; for man can wifh no more 
"Than fo to write, as none e’er writ before ; 

Yet why am I no poet of the times? 

Thave allufions, fimilies, and rhymes, 

And wit; or elfe *tis hard that I alone, 

OF the whole race of mankind, fhould have none. 
Unequally the partial hand of heaven 

Has all but this one only bleffling given. 

The world appears like a great family, 

‘Whofe lord, opprefi’d with pride and poverty, 
(That to a few great bounty he may thew) 

Is fain to ftarve the numerous train wow, 

Juft fo feems Providence, as poor and vain, 
Keeping more creatures than it can maintain 
Here ’tis profufe, and there it meanly faves, 

And for one prince, it makes ten thoufand flaves. 
in wit alone ’t has been magnificent, 

OF which fo juft a thare to each is fent, 

‘That the moft avaricious are content. 

Yor none e’er thought (the due divifion fuch) 
His own too little, or his friend’s to¢Amuch, 

Yet moft men thew, or find, great want of wit, 
‘Writing themfelves, or judging what is writ. 

Bue {, who am of fprightly vigour ful, 

Look on mankind as envious and duil, 

Born to mytelf, I like myfelf alone, 

‘And mutt conclude my judgment good, or none; 
For could my fenfz be naught, how fhauld ! know 
‘Whether another man’s were good or no? 

‘Thus I refolve of my own poetry, 

‘That ’tisthe beit; and there ’s a fame for me. 

If then’ I'm happy, what does it advance, 
‘Whether to merit due, or arrogance ? 

Oh, ‘but the world will take offence hereby ! 
‘Why then the world fhail fuffer for it, not I. 
Did e’er the faucy world and } agree, 

To let it have its beaftly will cn mc? 

‘Why thould nty proftituted fenfe be drawn, © 

To every rule their mutty cuftoms {pawn ? 

But men may cenfure you; 'tis two to onc, 
‘Whene’er they cenfure, they “Il be in the wrong. 
‘There's not a thing on earth, that I can name, 
So foolith, and fo falte, as common fame. 

It calls the courtier knave, the plain man rude, 
Haughty the grave, and the delightful lewd, 
Impertinent the brifk, moroie the fad, 

Mean the familiar, the referw’d one mad. 

Poor helplefs woman is not favour’d more, 
She’s a fly hypocrite, or public whore. 

‘Then who the devil would give this—to be free 
From th’ innocent reproach of infamy ? 

‘Thele things confider’d, make me (in defpight 
Of idle rumour) keep at home and write. 


. 
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ATRIAL OF THE POETS FOR THE BAYS, 
IN IMITATION OF A SATIRE IK BOILLAU. 


Since the fons of the Mufes grew numerous and 
Joud, 

For th’ appeafing fo fadtious and clamorous 3 
crowd, 
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Apollo thought fit, in fo weighty a canfe, 

T’ eftabdlith a government, leader, and laws, 

The hopes of the bays, at the fummoning call, 

Had drawn them together, the devil and all? 

All threnging and liftening, they gap'd for the 
bleffing : : 

No prefbyter fermon had more crowding and 
prefling = 

In the head of the gang, John Dryden appear’d, 

That ancient grave wit fo long lov'd and fear’d, 

But Apollo had heard a ftory in town, 

Of his quitting the Mules, to wear the black gown; 

And fo gave him leave now his poetry ’s done, 

‘To let him turn prieft fince R. is turn’d note 

This reverend author was no fooner fet by, 

But Apolio had got gentle George * in his eye, 





| And frankly confefs’d, of all men that writ, 


Theve’s none had more fancy, fenle, judgment, 
and wit : 

But in th’ erying fin, idlenefs, he was fo harden’, 

‘That his long feven ycars filence was not to be 


pardon'd. 
——-W-—-y ¢ was the next man fhew'd bis face. 
But Apello e’en thought him too good for the 
place 5 


But atrader in wit the laurel fhould wear, 

As nove but a Cit—e'er makes a Lord Mayor. 
Next in the crowd, ‘Jom Shadwell docs wallow, 
And f{werrs by his guts, bis paunch, and his tallow, 
That ’tis he alone beft pleales the age, . 
Himfclf and his wife have fupported the flage : 
Apollo, well pleas’d with fo bonny a lad, 

1” oblige him, he told him, he fhould be huge } 


No gentleman writer that office fhould bear, : 


glad, 
Had he half fo much wit, as he fancy’d he had. 
Nat Lee ftepp’d in next, in hopes of a prize, 
Apollo remember’d he had hit once in thrice 5 
By the rubies in’s face, be could not deny, 
But he had as much wit as wine could fupply 5 
Confefs’d that indeed he had a mufical note, 
But fometimes ftrain’d fo hard that he rattled in 
throat; : 
Yet owning he had fenfe, t’ encourage him for’t, 
He made him his Ovid in Auguftus’s court. 
Poor Settle, his trial was the next came about, 
He brought him an !brahim with the preface torn 
out, 
And humbly defir’d he might give ne offence 5 
D—n him, cries Shadwell, he cannot write fenfe + 
‘And Warcks, cry’d Newport, ! hate that dullrogue ; 
Aplio, confidering he was not in vogue, 
Would not cruft his dear bays with fo modeft a 
fool, 
And bid the great boy be fent back to {chool. 
Ton: Otway came next, Lom shadwell’s dear Zany, ° 
And fwears, for heroics, he writes beft of-any : 
Don Carlos his pockets fo amply had fill’d, 
That his mange was quite cur’d, and his lice were 
all kilrd ; 
Anahabaluthy put in for a fhare, 
Aud litle ‘Jom: Effence’s author wae there : 


* Sir Georpe Fikeregcs 
yolerley. 
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And prudently did not think fit to engage [pge. 

The {cym of a play-houfe, for the prop of an 

In the numerovs crowd that encompaf’d him 
round, {found, 

Little ftarch'’d Johnny Crown at his elbow he 

His cravat ftring new iron’d, he gently did ftretch 

His fily white hand out, the laurel to reach, 

-Alleging that he had moft right to the bays, 

For writing romances, and fh-ting of plays: 

Apollo rofe up, and gravely confels'd, 

Of all men that writ, his talent was bef; 

for fince pain and difhoneur man’s life only 
damn, 

The greateft felicity mankind can claim, [fhame; 

Ys to want fenfe of fmart, and be paft fenfe of, 

And to perfect his blifs in poetical rapture, 

He bid him be dull to the end of the chapter. 

‘The poetefs Afra next fhew'd her {weet face, 

«ind {wore by her poetry, and her black ace, 

‘The laurel by a double right was her own, 

For the plays the had writ, and the conquelts the 
had won. 

Apollo acknowledg’d ’twas hard to deny her, 

Yet, to deal frankly and ingenuoufly by her, 

He told her, were conquelts and charms her pre- 
tence, 

She ought to have pleaded a dozen years fince. » 

Nor could D’Urfey forbear for the laurel 


But Apollo had feen his face on the ftage, } 


fickle, 
Protefting that he had the honour to tickle 
Th’ cars of the town, with his dear madam 
Fickle, 
‘With other pretenders, whofe names I'd rchearic, 
But that they're too long to fland in my verfe : 
Apollo, quite tir’d with their tedious harangue, 
At laft found Tom Betterton’s face in the gang, 
For, Hines pocts without the kind players may 
hang, 
By his one facred light he folemnly fwvore, 
‘that in fearch of a laureat he'd look out no more, 
A general murmur ran quite through the hall, 
“Co chink that the bays to an aétor fhould fail ; 
Tom told them, to put his defert to the teft, 
That he had Mato plays ws well as the bett, 
And was the great’ft wonder the age ever bore, 
Of all the play fcribbicrs that e’er writ before, 
His wit had mot worth, aud modefty in’t, 
For he had writ plays, yet ue’er came in print, 





A SATYR AGAINST MANKIND. 


Wene I, who to my coft already am 

Ose of thofe ftrange prodigious creatures mat, 
A frpirit free, to choole for my ewn fhare, 
‘What fort of flefi and blood I pleas’d to wear, 
T'd be a dog, a monkey, or a bear, 

Or any thing, but that vain animal, 

Who is fe proud of being rational. 

The funfes are too grofs, and he'll contrive 

A fixth, to contradict the othgr five ; 





ai. 


And, before certain inftin@, will prefer 

Reafon, which fiity times for one does err. 

Reafon, an ignis fatuus of the mind, 

Which leaves the light of nawure, fenfe, behind : 

Pathlefs and dangerous wandering ways it takes, 

Through error’s tenny bogs, and thorny brakes; 

Whilft the mifguided follower climbs with pain 

Mountains of whimfics, heapt in his own brain: 

Stumbling from thought to thought, falls headlong 
down 

Into Doubt’s boundlefs fea, where like to drown 

Books bear him upa while, and make him try 

Yo fwim with bladders of philofophy ; 

In hopes ftill ro o’ertake the ikipping light, 

‘The vapour dances in his dazzled fight, ' 

Till, fpent, it leaves him to eternal night. 

Then Old Age and Experience, hand in hand, 

Lead him to death, and make him underftand, 

After a fearch fo painful and fo long, 

That all his life he has been in the wrong. 

Huddled in djst, this reafoning engine lies, 

Who was iv piroud, fo witty, and fo wife: 

Pride drew him in, as cheats their bubbles catch, 

And made bim venture to be made a wretch : 

His wiidom did his happinefs deftroy, 

Aiming to know the world he fhould enjoy: 

And wit was his vain frivolous pretence, 

Of pleafing others at his own expence ; 

For wits are treated juft like common whores, . 

Firft they’re enjoy'd, and then kick’d out of doors: 


| The pleafure paft, a threatening doubt remains, 


That frights th’ enjoyer with fucceeding pains. - 
Women, and men of wit, are dangerous tools, 
And ever fatal to admiring fools. : 
Pleafure allures; and when the fops efcape, 

*Tis not that they are lov’d, but fortunate ; : 
And therefore what they fear, at heart they ‘hate, 
But now, methinks, fome formal band and beard. 
Takes me to task : come on, Sir, I'm prepar'd, 
"Then, by your favour, any thing that’s writ, 
Agaiutt this giding, giogling knack, call’d Wit, 
Like me abundantly ; but you'll take care, 

Upon this point, tot to be too fevere ; 

Beibaps my Mute were fitter for this part 5 } . 





For, { profeis, ¥ can be very finart 
On wit, which E abhor with all my heart. . 
Tiong to laih it in fume tharp flay, r 





But your grand indiferetion bids me ftay, 

And turns my tide of ivk another way. 

What rage ferments in your degenerate mind, 
‘To make you rail at seafon and mankind? 
Bick giorious man, to whom alone kind heaven 
An everlaflting foul hath freely given ; 

Whom his great Maker took fuch care to make, 
has from himfelf he did the image take, 

And this fair frame in fhining reafon dreft, 
ignify his nature above beaft : 

y whofe aSpiring influence, 

We takz a flight beyond material fenfe, 

Dive into myferies, then foaring pierce 

‘The flaming limits of the univerie, 

Search heaven and hell, find out what’s ated there, 
And give the world true grounds of hope and fear. 
Hold, mighty man, I cry; all this we know 

From the pathetic pen of Ingelo, 








ais 
From Patrick’s Pilgrim, Sibb's Soliloquies, 
And "ts this very reafon I defpife 
‘This fupernatura! gift, that makes a mite 
Think he’s the image of the Infinite; 
Comparing his fhort life, void of all reft, 
‘Yo the Eternal and the Ever-bleft : 
‘This bufy puzzling ftirrer up of doubt, 
That frames deep myfteries, then finds them out, 
Filling with frantic crowds of thinking fools, 
‘The reverend bedlams, colleges and [chools, 
Borne on thofe wings, each heavy fot can pierce 
‘The limits of the boundlefs univerfe, 
So charming ointments make an ald witch fly, 
And beara crippled carcafe through the ky, 
Tis this exalted power, whole buline(s lics 
In nonfenfe and impoflibilities : 
"This made a whimifical philefopher, 
Before the {pacious world his tub prefer ; 
And we have nrany modern coxcumbs, who 
Retire to think, ’caufe they have nought to do. 
But thoughts were given for actions’ government, 
Where action cvafes, thought’s impeithient. 
Our fphere of action is life’s happinels, 
And he that thinks beyond, thinks like an afs. 
‘Thus whilft againtt falfe reafoning I inveigh, 
1 own right repfon, which 1 would obey ; 
"Phat reafon, which diftinguithes:by fenfe, 
And gives us rules of good and ill from thence; 
‘That bounds defires with a reforming will, 
’'Fo keep them more in vigour, not to kill: 
Your reafon hinders, mir : helps to enjoy, 
Renewing appetites, yours would deftroy. 
My reafon is my friend, yours is a cheat : 
Hunger calis out, my reafon bids me eat : 
Perverfely yours your appetite does mock : 
“This afks for food; that anfwers, what's a clock? 
This plain diftinction, Sir, your doubt fecures : 
Tis not true reafon I defpife, but yours, 
‘Thus I think reafon righted : but for man, 
Yl ne’er recant ; defend him, if you can. 
For all his pride and his philofophy, 
*Tis evident beafts are, in their degree, ¢ 
+ As wife at leaft, and better far than he. 
‘Thofe creatures are the wifelt, who attain, 
By fareft means, the ends at which they aim. 
Vf therefore Jowler finds and kills his hare, 
Better than Meres (upplies committec-chair : 
“Though one’s a ftatefman, th’ other but a hound, 
fowler in juitice will be wifer found, 
You fee how far man’s wifdom here extends; 
Look next if human nature makes amends ; 
Whofe principles are moft generous and jult ; 
And to whofe morals you would fooner trutt : 
Be judge yourfelf; 1’ll bring it to the teft, 
Which is the bafeft creature, man or beaft : 
Birds feed on birds, beafts on each other prey, 
But favage man alone does man betray. 
Preft by neceffity, they kill for food ; 
‘Man undoes man, to do himfelf no good : 
With teeth and claws by nature arm’d, they hunt 
Nature’s allowance, to fupply their want ; 
But man, with fmiles, embraces, friendihips, praife, 
Inhumanly his fellow’s life betrays, 
‘With voluntary pains works his diftrefs, 
Not through neceflity, but wantonnefs. 
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For hunger or for love, they bite or tear; 

Whilit wretched man is ftill in arms for fear : 
For fear he arms, and is of arms afraid; 

From fear to fear fucceflively betray’ : 

Bafe fear, the (curce whence his bate paffions came, 
His boafted honour, and his dear-bought fame : 
The luft of power, to which he’s fuch a flave, 
And for the which alone he dares be brave ; 

‘To which his various projects are defign’d, 
Which makes him generous, affable, and kind ; 
For which he takes fuch pains to be thought wife, 
end ferews his actions in a fore’d difguile 5 
Lcads a moft tedious life, in mifery, 

Under laborious, mean hypocrify. 

Lonk to the bottom of his vait defign, 

Wherein man’s wifdom, power, and glory, join: 
The good he aéts, the iff he does endure ; 

"Lis all from fear, to make himfelf fecure, 
Merely for fafety, after fame they thirtt ; 

For all men would be cowards if rhey durft : 
And honetty’s againft all common fenfe ; 

Men muft be kpaves; "tis in their own defence, 
Markind’s difhoneft : if you think ic fair, 
Amongft known cheats, to play upon the {quare, 
You'll be undone ~— 

Nor can weak truth your reputation fave 5 

The knaves will ati agree to call you knave. 
Wrong’d thalt he live, infulted o’er, oppreft, 
Who dares be lefs a villain than the reit. 

“Lhus here you fee what human nature cravea, 
Moft men are cowards, ali men fhould be knaves, 
‘The difference lies, as far as I can fee, 

Not in the thing itfeif, but the degree; 

And all the tubjeét matter of debate, 

Is only who’s a knave of the firft rate. 





POSTSCRIPT. 


Act this with indignation have 1 hurl'd 
At the pretending part of the proud world, 
Who, fwoin with felfith vanity, devife 
Falfe freedoms, holy cheats, and furmal lies, ‘ 
Over cheir fellow-dlaves to tyrannize. 

But if in court fo juft a man there be, 

(In court a juft man, yet un!jiown to me) 
Who does his needfui flattery direct, 

Not to opprefs and ruin, but protect; 
Since flattery, which way foever laid, 

Is {till a tax om that unhappy trade : 

If fo upright a ftatefman you can find, 
Whole paflions bend to his unbias’d mind ; 
Who does his arts and policies apply, 

To raife his country, not his family. 

Is there a mortal who on God relies? 
Whofe lite his faith and doGrine juftifies ? 
Not one blown up with vain, afpiring pride, 
Who, for reproof of fins, dues man deride ; 
Whofe envious heart, with faucy elequence, 
Dares chide at kings, and rail at then of fenfe 5 
Who in his talking vents more peevith lies, 
More bitter railings, feandals, calumnies, 
‘Than at a gofliping are thrown about, 

When the good wives drink free, and then fall 
out. 
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None of the fenfnal tribe, whofe talenzs lie 
In avarice, pride, in floth, and glationy ; | 
. Who kant preferment, but abhor good lives s 
Whofe Juft exalted to that height arrives, Q | 
They at adultery with their own wives; 
And, ere a {core of years completed be, 
Can trem the lofty flage of honour fee i 
Half a large parifh their own progeny. 
Nor doating who would be ador'd, 
For domineering at the council-hoard; 
“A greater fop, in bufinels at fourtcore, 
| Yonder of ferious tcys, affeSed more, 

"Phan the gay, glittering fool at twenty proves, 
Witt: all his noife, his tawdry cloaths, and loves. 
But a meek, humble man, of modekt fenfe, 
Who, préaching peace, docs practife continence ; 

‘Whole pious life's a proof he does believe 
Myiterious eruths, which no man cav conceive. 

If upon earth there dwell {uch godhke men, 

TH here recant my paradox to them, 

Adore thofe fhrines of virtue, homage pay, 

And, with the thinking world, their laws abey. 
if fuch there are, yet grant me this at leaf, 

Man differs more from man, than man from beatt, 








THE MAIMED DEBAUCHEE, 


1. 
As fome brave admiral, in former war 
Depriv’d of force, but preft with courage ‘till, 
Two rival fleets appearing from afar, 
Crawls to the top of an adjacent hill; 


fie 
From whence (with thoughts full of concern) he 
views 
The wife and daring conduct of che fight ; 
And each hold action to his mind renews 
His prefent glory and his paft delight. 
lia. 
From his fierce eyes fiathes of rage he throws, 
As from black clouds when lightning breaks a- 
way, 
‘Tranfported thinks hinafelf amidft his foes, 
And abfent, yct enjoys the bloody day. 
Av. 


So when my days of impotence apptoach, 
And I’m by wine, and love's unlucky chance, 
Driven from the pleafing billows of debauch, 
Qn the dull fhore of lazy temperance, 


ve 
My pains at laft fume refpite fhalt afford, 
While I behold the battles you maintain, 
When fleets of giaifcs fail around the board, 
From whofe broadfides vollies of wit thall rain. 


vi. 
Nor thall the fight of honourable fcars, 
Which my too forwagd valour did procure, 
Frighten new-lifted foldiers from the wars; 
-Paft joys have more than paid what I endure. 


“ 
POEMS. 


ay 
vil. 
Should fome brave youth (worth being drank) 
prove nice, 
And from his fair inviter meanly fhrink, 
*Twould pleafe the ghoft of my departed vice, 
If, at my council, he repent and Grigk, 
visi. 
Or fhould fome cold-complexion’d fot forbid, “te 
With his dull morals, our night’s brifk alarms, - 
Vl fire his blood, by telling what 1 did 
When 1 was ftrong, and able to bear arms, 
1x, 
VIl tell of whores attack’d their lords at home, 
Bawds quarters beaten up, and fortrefs won; 
Windows demolith’d, watches overcome, 
And handfome ills by my contrivance done, 








x. 
With tales like thefe 1 will fuch heat infpire, 
As to imporcant mifchief fhall incline ; 
Pil make him fong fome ancient church to fire, 
And fear no lewdnefs they're cail’d to by wine. | 
xi. 
Thus, ftatefman-like, P'Il faucily impofe, 
And, fafe from danger, valiantly advife ; 
Shelter’d in impotence, urge yau to blows, 
And, being good for nothing clfe, be wife, 





UPON NOTHING, 


Noruinc: thou elder brother ev'n to fhade, 
‘That hadft a being ere the world was made, 
And (well fixc) art alone of ending not afraid. 


it. 
Tyre Time and Place were, Time and Place were. 
not, [gou, 
When primitive Nothing Something ftraight be. 
Then all proceeded from the great united—What, 
ne 
Something, the general attribute of all, 
Sever’d from thee, its fole original, 
Into thy boundlefs felf nul undiftinguith’d fall. 


Yer Something did thy Tnighty power command, 
And from thy fruitful emptinefs’s hand 
Snatch’d men, beafts, birds, fire, air, and land, 


v. 

Matter, the wicked’it offspring of thy race, 

By Form aflifted, flew from thy embrace ; 

And rebel Light obfcur’d thy reverend dufky fitce, 
Vie 

With Form and Matter, Time and Place did join; 

Body, thy foe, with thee did leagues combine, 

To fpoil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy line. 
vit. 

But turn-coat Time affifts the foc in vain, 

And, brib’d by thee, affifts thy fhort-liv’d reign, 

And to thy hungry womb drives back thy flaves 

again. 


alg 
vint. 
Though myfleries are barr’d from laic eyes, 
And the divine alouc, with warrant, pries 
Tato thy bofo:n, where the truth in private lies ; 
< 1X, 
Yet this of thee the wife may freely fay, 
‘Thou from the virtuous Nothing tak’ft away, 
And to be part with thee the wicked wifely pray. 
: x. 


Great Negative! how vainly would the wife 

Inquire, define, diftinguith, teach, devife ? [phies. 

Didi thou not ftand to point their dull philofo- 
ox 

Ws, or is not, the two great ends of Fate, 

And, true or falfe, the fubject of debate, 

‘That perfec or deftroy the valt defigns cf Fate; 


‘Within thy bofom moft fecurcly reft, [bet 

And, when reduc'd to thee, are leaft unfafe and 

xUL 

But Nothing, why does Something {till permit, 

"That facred monarchs fhould at council fit, (fit? 

With perfons highly thought. at beft for nothing 
XIV. 

While weighty Something modefily abttains 

From princes’ coffers, and from ftatefmen’s brains, | 

And nothing there like flately Nothing reigns 


| 

| 

| 

xu. | 

When they have rack'd the politician’s breaft, 
| 





xv. 
Nothing, who dwell’ft with fools in grave difguife, 
For whom they reverend fhapes and forme devife, 
Lawn fleeves, and furs, and guwus, when they like 
thee look wile. 
xv 
French truth, Dutch prowels, Britifh policy, 
Hibernian learning, Scotch civilicy, (thee. 
Spaniards’ difpatch, Danes’ wit, are mainly fecn in; 
XVI. ! 
‘The great man’s gratitude to his heft friend. | 
Kings’ promifes, whores’ vows, towards thee they ; 
bend, 
Flow fwiftly into thee, and in thee ever end. 





LUCRETIUS. 


Tue Gods, by right of nature, mutt poflefs 
Au everlafting age of perfect peace ; 

Far off remov'd from us and our affairs, 
Neither approach’d by dangers or by cares; 
Rich in themfelves, to whouy we cannot add; 


Not pleas’d by good deeds, aor provok’d by bad. 
_* 





TRANSLATION OF SOME LINES IN 


Tue carter Enp or tut CHORUS or THE 
Seconp Act os SENECA’S YROAS,! 
TRANSLATED, 


Aprer Dezth nothing is, and nothing Death, 
‘Vhe utmoft limits of a gap of breath. 


¢ 
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” Let the ambitious zealot ‘lay afide 


His hope of heaven (whofe faith is but his pride); 
Let flavith fouls fay by their fear, 
Nor be cancern’d which way, or where, 
After this life they thal! be hurl’d : 
Dead, we become the Inmber of the world; 
And to that mafs of matter fhall be fwept, 
Where things deftroy'd ‘with things unbora are 
Devouring Time fwallows us whole; [kept : 
Impartial Death confounds body and foul; 
For hell, and the foul fiend that rules 
The everlafting fiery gaols, 
Devis’d by rogues, dreaded by fools, 
With his grim grifly dog that keeps the docz, 
Are fenfelefs ftories, idle tales, 
Dreams, whimfies, and no more. 


TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY, 
On his Restoration in the Year 166c, 


Virtur’s triumphant fhrine! who doft engage 
At once three kingdoms in a pilgrimage ; 
Which in extatic duty ftrive to come 
Out of themfelves, as well as from their home; 
Whilf England grows one camp, and London is 
Ttfelf the nation, not metrepohs: 
And loyal Keat renews her arts again, 
Fencing her ways with moving groves of men: 
Forgive this diftant homage, which does meet 
Your bleft approach on fedentary feet ; 
And though my youth, not patient yet to bear 
‘The weight of arms, denies me to appear 
Tn feel before you; yet, great Sir, approve 
My manly wifhes, and more vigorous love; 
In whom a cold refpe& were treafon to 
A father’s afhes, greater than to you; 
Whofe one ambition ’tis for to be known, 
By daring loyalty, your Wilmot’s fon. 

Wadh, Coll, Rocuster 








TO HER SACRED MAJESTY THE 
QUEEN-MOTHER, 


On the Deatu of Mary, Princele of Orange. 


Respite, great queen, your juft and hafty fears : 
There's no infection lodges in our tears. 

‘Though our unhappy air be arm’d with death, 
Yet fighs have an untainted guiltlefs breath. 

Oh! ftay a while, and teach your equal fkiil 

To underftand, and to fupport our ill. 

You that in mighty wrongs an age have fpent, 
And feem to have out-liv'd ev’n banifhment ; 
Whom traiterous mifchief fought its earlieft prey, 
When to moft facred blood it made its. way, 
And did thereby its black defign impast, 


‘Yo take his head, that wounded firfk his heast > 
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You that uamov'd great Charles's ruin flood, 

When. three great nations funk beneath the load ; 

Thema young daughter loft, yet balfam found 

"To ftanch that new and frefhly-bleeding wound ; 

ind, after this, with fixt and fteady eyes, 

Beheld your noble Gloucefter’s obfequies ; 

‘And then fuftain’d the royal princefs’ fall's 

You only can lament her funeral. 

But you will hence remove, and leave behind 

Our fad complaints, loft in the empty wind ; 

Thofe winds that bid you fay, aud loudly roar 

Deftrudtion, and drive back to the firm fhore ; 

Shipwreck to fafety, and the envy fly 

Of fharing in this fcene of tragedy ; 

While ficknefs, from whofe rage you poft away, 

Relents, and only now contrives your ftay ; 

The fately fatal and infe@ious ill 

Courts the fair princefs, and forgets to kill : 

In vain on fevers curfes we difpenfe, 

And vent our paffion’s angry eloquence 3 

1n vain we blaft the minifters of Fate, 

And the forlorn phyficians imprecate : 

Say they ta death new poifons add and fire, 

Murder fecurely for reward and hire; 

Arts bafilifks, that kill whome’er they fee, 

And truly write bills of mortality ; 

Who, lett the biceding corpfe fhould them betray, 

Virft drain thofe vital {peaking ftrcams away. 

And will you, by your ilight, take part with thefe? 

Become yourfelf a third end new difeafe ? 

Mf they have caus’d our lols, chen fo have you, 

Who take yourfelf and the fair princefs too : 

For we, depriv’d, an equal dumage have, 

When France doth ravifh hence, as when the 

grave: 

But that your choice th’ unkindnefs doth improve, 

And dereliction adds to your remo 
Rocuesrer, of Wa 





Seer 


AN EPILOGUE, 


Some few, from wit, have this true maxim got, > 
© Phat ’tis Mill better to be pleas’d than not ;”* 

And thercfore never their own torment plot: 5 
While the malicious critics fiil agree 
To loath each play they conic and ps 
The firft know ’tis a meaner part oi 
To find a fault, than tafte an exccllen 
Therefore they praife, and firive to like; while 
Are dully vain of being hard to pleafe.  [thele 
Poets and women have an equal right t 












To hate the Gol, who, dead to all delight, 
Feel pain alone, and have no joy but fpight. 
’T was impotence did ftrit this vice begin : 
Fools cenfure wit, as old men rail at fin; 
Who envy pleafure which they cannot tafte, 
And, good for nothing, would be wile at lult. 
Since therefore to the Women it appears, 
“Phat all che enemies of wit are theirs, 

Our poet the dull herd fio longer fears. 
Whate'er bis fate may prove, ’twill be his pride 
‘To iland or fall with beauty on his fide. 





POEMS. 
AN ALLUSION 


415 


Yo THE 


Tenth Satiré of the Firft Book of Horace. ” 





Went, Sir, ‘tis granted,; 1 faid Dryden’s rhymes 

Were ftolen, unequal, nay du}l many times : 

What foolith patron is there found of his, 

So blindly partial to deny me this? 

Bat that his plays, embroider'd up and down 

With learning, juftly pleas’d the town, ‘ i . 

In the fame paper Las freely own. . 

Yet, having this allow'd, the heavy mafs 

‘That ftuffs up his loofe volumes, muft not pags; 

For by that rule 1 might as well admit 

Crown’s tedious feenes for poctry and wit. 

’Tis therefore not enough, when your falfe fenfe 

Hits the falfe judgment of an audience 

Of clapping fools affembling, a vatt crowd, 

‘Till the throng'd playhoufe crack’d with the dull 
load ; ‘ re 

Though ev'n that talent merits, in fome fort, 

‘Thst can divert the rabble and the court, 

Which blundering Settle never could obtain, 

And puzzling Otway labours at in vain : 

But within due proportion circumfcribe 

Whate’er you write, that with a flowing tide 

‘The ftyle may rife, yet in its rife forbear 

With ufelefs words t* opprefa the weary'd ear. 

Here he your language lofty, there more light, 

Your rhetoric with your poctry unite. 

For elegance’ fake, fometimes allay the force 

Of epithets; ’twill foften the difcourfe. 

A jeit in {corn points out and hits the thing 

More home, than the remoteft fatire’s fting. 

Shakefpeare and Joufon did in this excel, 

And might herein be imitated well ; 

Whom refin'd Etherege copics nut at all, 

But is himfelf a theer original. , 

Nor that flow drudge in fwift Pindaric ftrains, 

Flatman, who Cowley imitates wigh pains, 

And rides a jaded Mufe, whipt, with loofe reins. 

When Lee makes temperate Scipio fret and rave, 

And Hannibal a whining, amorous flave, 

U laugh, and with the hot-brain’d futian fool 

in Bufby’s hands, to be well lafh'd at fchoal. 

Of all our modern wits, none feem to me : 

Once to have touch’d upon true comedy, i 


But hafty Shadwell and flow Wycherley. 
Shadwell’s uofinith’d works do yet impart 

Great proofs of force of nature, none of art s 
With juft, bold ftrokes he dufhes*here and there, 
Shewing great maftery with little care, 

Scorning to varnith his good touches o’er, 

‘fo make the fools and women praifé them more. 
But Wycherley earns hard whate’er he gains; 
He wants no judgment, and he fpares no pains: 
He frequently excels, and, at the leaft, 

Makes fewer faults than any of the reft. 

Waller, by Nature for the Bays defign’d, . 
With force and fire, and fancy unconfiu’d, 

In panegyric does excel mankind. 

He beft can turn, enforce, and foften things. 


{ To praife great conquerors, and fatter kiogs. 


até 


For pointed fatire 1 would Buckhurlt choofe, 
‘The beft good man, with the worit-natur’d Mufe. 
For fongs and verfes mannerly obfcene, 
‘That can ftir Nature up by {prings unfcen, ¢ 
And, without forcing blufbes, warm the queen; 
Sedley has that prevailing, gentle art, 
‘That can with a refittlefs power impart i 
"The loofeft withes to the chafteft heart, 
Raife fuch a confit, kindle fuch a fire, 
Betwixt declining virtue and defire, 
Till the poor vanquifh’d maid diffolves away; 
¥n dreams all night, in fighs and tears all day. 
Dryden in vain try’d this nice way of wit ; 
For he, to be a tearing blade, thought fit 
To give the ladies a dry bawdy bob ; 
And thus he got the name of Poet Squab. 
But to be juft, ’twill to his praife be found, 
His excellencies more than faults abound ; 
Nor dare 1 from his facred temples tear 
‘The laurel, which he beit deferves to wear. 
But does not Dryden find even Jonfon dull ? 
Beaumont and Fletcher uncortect, and full 
Of lewd lines, as he calls them? Shakefpeare’s 
ftyle 
Stiff and affected ? To his own the while 
Allowing all the juftice,that his pride 
So arrogantly had to thefe deny’d? 
And may not { have Jeave impartially 
. Yo fearch and cenfure Dryden’s works, and try 
If thofe grofs faults his choice pen doth commit 
Proceed from want of judgment, or of wit? 
‘Or if his lumpifh fancy does refufe 
Spirit and grace to his loofe flattern Mufe? 
Five hundred verfes every morning writ, 
Prove him no moré a poet than a wit : 
Such feribbling authors have been feen before ; 
Muftapha, the [land Princefs, forty more, ‘ 
‘Were things perhaps compos’d in half an hour. 
‘To write what may fecurely ftand the teft 
Of being well read over thrice at leaft ; 
Compare each phrafe, examine every line, 
Weigh every werd, and every thought refine ; 
Scorn all applaufe the vile rout can beftow, 
And be content to pleafe thofe few who know. 
Canft thou be fuch a vain miftaken thing, 
To with thy works might make a play-houfe ring 
With the unthinking laughter and poor praife 
Of fops and ladies, factious for thy plays? 
"Then fend a cunning friend to learn thy doom 
From the ihrewd judges in the drawing-room. 
A've no ambition on that idle feore, 
But fay with Betty Morice heretofore, 
When a court lady call'd her Bnckhurft's * 
whore ; 
I pleafe one mar: of wit, am proud on 't too, 
Let all the coxcombs dance to bed to you. 
Should I be troubled when the Purblind Knight, 
Who fquints more in his judgment than his 
fight, 
Picks filly faults, and cenfures what £ write? 
Or when the poor fed poets of the town 
For icabs and coach-room cry my vertes down ? 
* The fame probably who is celebrated by Lord Buck- 
hur (or Doriet} Ia his Poems, See Geat, Mag, 278. 
Paik. 
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E foath the rabble; ’tis enough for me 

If Sedley, Shadwell, Shephard, Wycherley, 
Godolphin, Butler, Buckhurft, Buckinghamg 
And fome few more, whom I omit to n-me, ¢ 
Approve my fenfe: 1 count their cenfure fame. 


Sir Car Scrore, who thought himflelf reflected 
on at the latter end of the preceding. Poem, 
publithed a Poem “ In Defence of Satire,” which 
occafioned the following Reply. 


‘TO SIR CAR SCROPE. 


To rack and torture thy unmeaning brain, 

In Satire’s praife; to a low untun'd ftrain, 

In thee was moft impertinent and vain, 

When in thy perfon we more clearly fee 

‘That Satire’s of divine authority, 

For God made one on man when he made 
thee; 

To shew there were fome men, as there are apes, 

Fram’d for mere {port, who differ but in fhapes + 

In chee are all thefe contradidtions join’d, 

That make an afs prodigious and refin'd. 

A lump deform’d and fhapelefs wert thou bors, 

Begot in Love's defpight and Nature’s feorn ; 

And art grown up the moft ungrateful wight, 

Harfh to the ear, and hideous to the fight ; 

Yet Love's thy bufinefs, Beauty thy delight. 

Curfe on that filly hour that firft infpir’d 

Thy madnefs, to pretend to be admir'd ; 

To paint thy grifly face, to dance, to drefs, 

And all thofe aukward follies that exprefs 

Thy loathfome love, and filthy daintinefs. 

Who needs wilt be an ugly Beau-Garcon, 

Spit at, and fhunn’d by every gitl in town; 

Where dreadfully Love's fcare-crow thom art plac’d, 

To fright the tender flock that long to tafle: 

While every coming maid, when you appear, 

Starts back for fhame, and ftraight turns chafte 
for fear; 

For none fo poor or proftitute have prov’d, 

Where you made love, t’ endure to he below'd. 

*Twere labour loft, or elfe I would advife; 

But thy half wir will ne’er let thee be wife, 

Half witty, and half mad, and {carce half brave, 

Half honeft (which is very much a knave) 

Made up of all thefe halves, thou canit not pafs 

For any thing entirely, but an aes 2 





EPILOGUE, 


As charms are nonfenfe, nonfenfe feems a charm, 
Which hearers of all judgment does difarin ; 
For fongs and feenes a double audience bring, 
And doggrel takes, which fmiths in fatin 
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Now to machines and a dull matk you run; 

We find that wit ’s the monfter you would 
‘than 

And by my troth "tis moft difcreetly done, 

For fince wiitvice and folly wit is fed, 

Through mercy ’tis moft of you are not dead, 

Players turn puppets now at your defire, 

In their mouth’s nonfenfe, in their tail’s a wire; 

‘They fy through crowds of clouts and {howers 
of fire. 

A kind of lofing Loadum is their game, 

Where the worit writer has the greateft fame. 

To get vile plays like theirs fhall be our care; 

But of fuch aukward a@tors we defpair. 

Falfe taught at firtt 

Like bowls ill bials’d, till the more they run, 

‘They're further off than when they firft begun ; 

In comedy their unweigh'd ation mark, 

“There's one is fuch a dear familiar fpark, 

He yawns as if he were but half awake, 

And fribbling for free {praking does muitake ; 

Falfe accent, and negleétful a¢tion too : 

They have both fo nigh good, yet neither true, 

That both together, like an ape’s mock face, 

By near refembling man, do man difgrace. 

Thorough-pac’d ill ators may, perhaps, be 
cur’d 5 

Half players, like half-wits, can’t be endur’d. 

Yet thefe are they, who durit expofe the age 

Of the great * wonder of the Englifh ftage ; 

Whom Nature feem’d to form for your delight, 

And bid him fpeak, as the bid Shakefpeare 
write. 

‘Thofe blades indced are cripples in thcir art, 

Mimic his foot, but not his {peaking part. 

Let them the Traitor or Volpone try, 

Could they-———— 

Rage like Cethegus, of like Caflius dic, 

They ne'er bad fent to Paris for fuch fancies, 

As monfters’ heads and Merry-Andrew’s dances, 

Wither'd, perhaps, not perith'd, we appear ; 

But they are blighted, and ne'er came to bear. 

Th’ old poets drefs'd your miftrefs Wit before ; 

Thefe draw ycu on with an old painted where, 

And fell, like bawds, patch’d plays for maids 
twice o'er. 

Yet they may {corn our houfe and aétors too, 

Since they have fwell’d fo high to heétor you. 

‘They cry, Pox 0° thefe Covent-garden men; 

Damn them, not one of them but keeps out ten. 

Were they once gone, we for thofe thundering 
blades 

Should have an audience of fubftantial trades, 

Who love oui :>uazi/d boys and tearing fellows, 

My Lord, great Neptune, and great nephew 












PROLOGUE 
SPOKEN AT THE 


COURT AT WHITEHALL, 
BEFORE 


KING CHARLES il. 
By the Lady Elizabeth Howard, 


Wir has of late took up a trick t? appear 
Unmaunerly, or at the belt, fevere ; 
And poets fhare the fate by which we fall,- 
When kindly we attempt to pleafe you all, 
’Tis hard your {corn fhould againft {uch prevail, 
Whole ends are to divert you, though they fail, 
You men would think it an ill-nator’d jet, 
Should we laugh at you when you do your bef. 
Then rail not here, though you fee reafon- 
for’t; ( 
If wit can find itfe!f no better fport, 4 
Wit is a very foolifh thing at court. ma 
Wit’s bufincis is to pleale, and not to fright; ¢ 





Tis no wit to be always in the right; 

You'll find it none, who dare be fo to-night. 

Few fo ill-bred will venture to a play, 

To fpy out faults in what we women fay. 

For us, no matter what we freak, but how : 

How kindly can we fay—t hate you now! 

And for the nen, if you'll laugh at them, dos 

They mind themf{elves fo much, theyll ne'er mind - 
you, 

But why do I defcend to lofe a prayer 

On thcte fall {aints in wit? the god fits there! 


To the KING, 


To you (Great SIR) my meffage hither tends, 
From Youth and Beauty, your allies and friends; 
Sce my credentials written in my face; 

‘They challenge your protcétion in this place ;’ 

And hither come with fuch a force of charms, 

As may give check ev'n to your profperous 
arms. . 

Millions of Cupid’s hovering in the rear, 

Like eagles following fatal troops, appear : 

All waiting for the faughter which drawa nigh, 

Of thofe bold gazers who this night muft die. 

Nor can you ’feape our foft captivity, . 

From which old age alone mutt fet you free, 

Then tremble at the fatal confequence, 

Since ’tis well known, for your own part, great 


fEolus. a : Prince, 
O how the merry citizen’s in love *Gainft us you ftill have made a weak defence, 
With: Be generous and wife, and take our part; 





Pfyche, the goddefs of each field and grove, 

He cries, V faith, methinks ’tis well enough ; 
But you roar out and ery, ‘Tis all damn’d ful 
So to their houfe the graver fops repair ; 

While men of wit Gad one another here. 


Remember we have eyes, and You a heart ; 
Elfe yeu may find, too late, that we are things 
Born to kiil vaffals, and to conquer kings, 

But oh to what vain conqueft I pretend! 

While Love is our commander, and your friend, 
Our vicry your empire more affures : 

i For Love will ever make the triumph yours, 


Wan Vi Dd 
Z 






* Major Mobun, 


as 
ELEGY ON THE EARL OF ROCHESTER, 
By Mrs, Wharton. 


Derr waters filent roll; fo grief like mine 

‘Tears never can relieve, nor words define. 

6top then, ftop your vain fource, weak {prings of 
grief; 

Let tears flow from their eyes whom tears relieve. 

They from their heads thew the light trouble 
there; {clare : 

Could my heart weep, its forrows "twould de- 

‘When drops of blood, my heart, thou'ft loft; thy 

- pride, 

‘The caufe of all thy hopes and fears, thy guide! 

He would have led thee right in Wifdom’s way ; 

And "twas thy faule whene'er thou went’ft aftray: 

And fince thou ftray’d’ft when gnided and led on, 

‘Thou wilt be furely loft, now left alone. 

It is thy Elegy I write, not his: 

He lives immortal and in highedt blifs ; 
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But thou art dead, alas! my hegrt, thou'rt 
dead : i 
He lives, that lovely foul for ever fled; 
But thou ’mong‘ crowds on earth art, buried. 
Great was thy lofs, which thou <aift ne'er xe 
refs; 

Nor was th’ infenfible dull nation’s lefs : 
He civiliz’d the rude, and taught the young, 
Made fools grow wile; fuch artful magic tine 
Upon his ufeful, kind, inftruéting tongue. 
His lively wit was of himfelf a part ; 
Not, as in other men, the work of art: 
For, though his learnisg like his wit was great, 
Yet fare ail learning came below his wit; 
AAs God’s immediate gifts are better far 
Than thofe we borrow from our likenefs here, 
He was—but I want words, and ne’er can tell; 
Yet this | know, he did mankind excel. 

He was what no man cver was before, 
Nor can indulgent Nature give us more, ; 


For, to make him, the exhaufted all her ftore. 
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WENTWORTH EARL OF ROSCOMMON, 


Containing hie 
MisceLranirs, | TRANSLATIONS, 
Paotocuns, ImitTations, 
We, hee We. 
‘To which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 
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The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the Britifh loom : 

‘The Mafes’ empire is reftor'd agen 

In Charles's reign, and by Rofcommon’s pen, 

Rofcommon ! firft in fields of honour known, ‘ 

Tirft in the peaceful triumphs of the gown, ¢ 

‘Who both Minervas jnftly makes his own. 
Davypen. 


Nor muft Rofcommon pafs neglected by, 
‘That makes even rules a noble poetry ; 
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heavenly numbers thew 
The beft of critics, and of poets too, 
Anpison, 
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Wentworra Dutton, Earl of Rofcommon, was born in Ireland in 1633, during the licutenantey 
of the Earl of Strafford, who, being both his uncle and his godfather, gave him his own furname. 
His father, James Dillon, the third Earl of Rofcommon, had been converted by Archbifhop Usher 
te the Proteftant religion; and when the Popith rebellion broke out, Strafford, thinking he would be ; 
expofed to great danger, and unable to protect his family, fent for his godfon, and placed him at hts 
own feat in Yorkthire, where he was inftru@ed in Latin, which he learned to write with claffical 
elegance and propriety, though he was never able to retain the common rules of grammar. When 
Lord Strafford was profecuted by the parliament, he was fent, by the advice of Uther, to profecute 
his ftudies at the Proteftant univerfity of Caen, in Normandy, under the famous Bochart. phe 

At Caen he is faid by Aubrey to have had fome preternatural intelligence of his father's death 
but the name of Aubrey cannot recommend any account of that kind to credit in the prefent age. « 

Upon his leaving Caen, he travelled into Sealy, and took up his refidence at Rome; where he 
grew familiar with the moft valuable remains of claifical antiquity, applying himfelf particularly to. : 
the ftudy of medals, in which ke acquired uncommon fkill. 

He returned to England, with the other friends of monarchy, at the Reftoration, and was made 





Captain of the Band of Penfioners; an employment, which, in the gaieties of that age, tempted him ,” 








to fome extravagancics ; particularly a violent paffion for gaming, by which he frequently hazarded 
his life in duels, and exceeded the bounds of a moderate fortune. ‘ 

‘This was the fate of many other men, whofe genius was of no other advantage to them, than that 
it recommended them to employments, by which the temptations to vice were multiplied, and their 
parts became of no other ufe than that of enabling themi to fucceed in debauchery. 

After fome time, a difpute about part of his eftate obliging him to return to Ireland, he refigired 
his employment; aad, upon his arrival at Dublin, was made Captain of the Guards by the Duke 
of Ormond. 

Fenton relates a ory of his prevailing upon the Duke, that he might refign his commiffion to a° 
poor difbanded officer, whe had accidentally refcued him from three ruffians, who were employed 
to affaflinate him; which, for about three years, the gentleman enjoyed; and upon his death, the 
Dake returned to his generous benefa@or. 

Having finithed his bufinefs im Ireland, he returned to London, was made Matter of the Horfe to 
the Duchefs of York, and married the Lady Frances, eldeft daughter of the Earl of Burlington, and. 
widow of Colonel Courtenay. He married, as his fecond wife, Habella, daughter of Matthew’ 
ate Sa Yorkshire, : 

About this time, in imitation of thofe learned and polite affemblies with which he had been ac« 
quainted abroad, he began to form a fociety for refining and fixing the ftandard of the Englith lan~' 
guage. In this defign he is faid to have been affited by his friend Dryden, But all hopes of new 
literary infitutions were fruftrated by the contentious turbulence of King James's reign. ae 

The fame excellent defign was revived by Swift, under the tniniftry of the Earl of Oxford, and” 
was again defeated by a confli& of parties, and the neceffity of attending only to political difquifi- 
tions, for defending the conduS of the adminiftration, aud forming parties in the parliament, 
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“ That our language,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ is in perpetual danger of corruption, cannot be de- 
nied; but what prevention can be found? The prefent manners of the nation would deride au~ 
thority; and therefore nothing is left, but that every writer fhould criticife himfelf.” 2 

Under an apprehenfion, that fome violent concuffion of the ftate was at hand, he refolved to ee 
to Rome; but his departure was delayed by the gout, of which he was fo impatient, tye 
mitted of an application from a French empiric, which repelled the difeafe into his bowels, 

At the moment in which he expired, he repeated, with the moft fervent devotion, two lines of * 
his own verfion of the Hymn on the Day of Judgment : 


“ My God! my Father, and my Friend! 
¢ Do not forfake me at my end.” 


He died in 1684, and was buried, with great pomp, in Weftminfter-Abbey. His poems were 
publithed, together with thafe of Duke, in an octavo volume, in 1717, and afterwards in a volume 
of the Minor Poets. 

is poetical character is given by Fenton, in his notes upon Waller. 

“4 In his writings,” fays Fenton, “ we view the image of a mind whicly was naturally ferious and 
folid, richly furnithed and adorned with ail the ornaments of art and fcience; and thefe ornaments 
unaffectedly difpofed in the moft regular and elegant order. His imagination might have probably 
been fruitful and fprightly, if his judgment had been lefs clear; but that feverity (delivered in a 
mafculine, clear, and fuccinét ftyle) contribu:ed to make him fo eminent in the didactical manner, 
that no man can, with juftice, affirm he was ever equalled by any of our nation, without confefling 
at the fame time, that he was inferiur to none, In fome other kinds of writing, bis genius feems te 
have wanted fire to attain the point of perfection ; but who can attain it?” 

This character is too general to be critically jult ; but thus it is that charadters are commonly 
given. Though the grand requifites of a poet, elevation, fire, and invention, were not given him, 
yet he is perhaps the only corre writer in verfe before Addifon. Nor is this his highett praife; 
for Pope has cclebrated him as the only moral writer in Charles’s reign. 


« .——— in all Charles’ days, 
Rofcommon only boafts unfpotted lays.” 


ia yreat work is his Effay om Tranflated Verfe, which, though Benerally excellent, ig not withe 
out adgreat number of cold unfpirited lines. 

Pope, in his Effay on Criticifm, alluding to this performance, which it was the fafhion,to come 
mend, ranks him with the moft eminent reftorers of critical learning, 








* Such was Rofcommon, not more learned than good, 
Of manners generous as his noble blood ; 

To him the wit of Grecce and Rome was known, 
And every author's werit but his own.” 


His next work is the Tranflation of Horace’s Art of Poctry, which of all his picces, is the mot 
5 frigid and unpoetical. 

Atnong his fmaller pieces, the Eclogue of Virgil, the Hymn on the Day of Judgment, - nd the 

Scene from Guarini’s Paftor Fido, are well tranflated. His Tranflations of the two wdes of Ho- 
7 dace are roade with great liberty; but with little elegance or vigour. ‘I'he Ghoft of the old Honfe 

of Commons to the new one, and Rofs’s Ghoft, are not inferior to the political verfes that were |. 
. polar at that time. 

“Of Rofcommon’s works, “ fays Dr. Johnfon, “ the judgment of the public feems to be right. 
He is elegant, but not great; he never Isbours after cxquifite beauties, and he feldom falls imo 
grofs faults. His verfification is fmooth, but rarely vigorous; and his rhymes are remarkably exs 
‘Gt. He improved tafte, if he did not enlarge knowledge, and may be numbered among the beve 
faStors of Englith literature.” £2 
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Ts, that yourfelf may to yourfelf be true : 
No mafk, no tricks, no favour, no referve ; 
Diffe@ your mind, examine every nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ftrength depends, 
“Begins like Virgil, but like Mavius ends. 
“That wretch (in {pite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condemn’d to live to all fucceeding times, 
‘With pompous nonfenfe and a bellowing found 
Sung Iofty tium, tumbling to the ground + 
And (if my Mufe can through paft ages fee) 
"That noily, naufeovs, gaying fool was he; 
Exploded, when, with univerfal feorn, 
The mountains labour’d, and a moufe was born. 
Learn, learn, Crotona’s brawny wreftler cries, 
Avdacious mortals, and be timely wife ! 
*Yis 1 that call, remember Milo’s end, 
Wedg’d in that timber which he ftrove to rend. 
,. Each poet with a different talent writes ; 
Dye praites, one inftruds, another bites. 
Horace did ne’er afpire to Epic bays, 
Nor lofty Mare ftoop to Lyric lays. 
Examine how your humour is inclin’d, 
And which the ruling paffion of your'mind ; 
‘Then {eek a poet who your way does bend, 
And‘ choofe an author as you choofe a friend. 
United by this‘fympathetic bond, 
You grow familiar, intimate, and fond ; 
Your thoughts, your words, your ftyles, your fouls 
” agree; 
No longer his interpreter, but he. 
With how much cafe isa young Mufe betray’ 
How nice the reputation of the maid ! 
Your eatly, kind, paternal care appears, 
By chatte inftruQion of her tender years. 
‘Ihe firft impreffion in her infant breaft 
Mill be the deepeft, and thonld be the beft. 
Let Hétaufterity breed fervile fear ; 
No wanton found offend her virgin ear, 
Séctire'from foolifh price’s affected flare, 
And-fpecious flattery’s more pernicious bait, 
‘Habitual innocence adorns her thonghts ; = 
But your neglegt muft anfwer for her faults. 
Immodeft words admit of no defence; 
‘or want of decency is want cf fenfe, 
"hat moderate fop would rake the park or ftews, 
ho among troops of faultlefs nymphs may 
choofe ? . 
Variety of fuch is to be found ; 
‘Take then a fabject proper to expound ; 
But moral, great, and worth a poct’s voice; 
‘For men of fenfe dcfpife a trivial choice : 
And fach applaufe it muft expe& to meet, 
As would fome painter bufy in a ftreet, 
“To copy bulls and bears, and every fign 
‘That calls the flaring futs to nafty wine. 
Yet "tis not-all to have a fubje@ good : 
It muft delight us when ’tis underftood. 
He that brings fulfome objects to my view, 
(As many old have done, and many new) 
‘With naufeous images my fancy fills, 
And all goes down like oxyniel of fquills. 
tnltract the liftening world how Maro fings 
OF ufeful fubjedts atid of lofty things, 
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Thefe will fuch true, fuch bright ideas raiie, 
As merit gratitude, as well as praife : 
But foul defcriptions are offenfive ftill, 
Either for being like, or being ill : fi 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever So: 
On holy garbage, though by Homer cpx'd ? 
Whofe railing heroes, and whofe wetuded Goda, 
Makes fome fafpeét he fnores, as well as nods. 
Bat I off.nd—Virgil begins to frown, 
And Horace looks with indignation down : 
My blofhing Mufe with confcious fear retires, 
And whom they like implicitly admires. 
On fure foundations let your fabric rife, 
And with attractive majefty furprife; 
Not by affe@ted meretricious arts, 
But ftrict harmonious fymmetry of parts ; 
Which through the whole infenfibly muft pafs, 
With vital heat to animate the mafs: 
A pure, an active, an aufpicious flame ; 
And bright as heaven, from whence the blefling 
came: 
But few, oh few fouls, preordain’d by fate, 
The race of Gods, have reach’d that envy’d 
height, 
No Rebel-Titan's facrilegious crime, 
By heaping hills on hills can hither climb : 
The grizly ferryman of hell deny’d 
£neas entrance, till he knew his guide. 
How juftly then will impious morta's fall, 

Whofe pride would foar to heaven without a call! 
Pride (of all others the moft dangerous fault) 
Proceeds from want of fenfe, or want of thought. 

The men, who Jabour and digeft things moft, 
Will be much apter to defpond than boatt : 
For if your author be profoundly good, 
Twill coft you dear before he's underftood, 
How many ages fince has Virgil writ ! 
How few are they who underftand him yet ! 
Approach his altars with reliyious fear ; 
No vulgar deity inhabits there, 
Heaven fhakes not more at Jove’s imperial nody 
‘Than poets fhould before their Mantuan God. , 
Hail, mighty Maro! may that facred name 
Kindle my breaft with thy celeftial fame, 
Sublime ideas and apt words infufe ; 
The Mofe inftruét my voice, and thou infpire the 
Mufe! B 
‘What F have inftanc’d only in the beft, 
Is, in proportion, true of all the reft. 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore; 
‘There fweat, there ftrain; tug the laborious car; 
Search every comment that your care can find; 
Some here, fome there, may hit the poet’s mind - 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng: 
The multitude is always inthe wrong. g7=~ 
When things appear unnatural cebacd, 
Confult your apthor, with himfelf{ compar'd. 
Who knows what blefling Phebus may beftow, 
And future ages to. your tabour owe ? 
Such fecre:s are net eafily found out 5 
But, once difcovet’d, leave no room for doubt. 
Truth ftamps convi@ion in your ravith’d brea; 
And peace and joy attend the glorious gueft. - 
Truth fill is one ; truth is divinely bright ; 
No cloudy doubts obfcure her native light > 
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While in your thoughts you find the leaft debate, 
You may confound, but never can tranflare. 
Your ftyle will this through all difgaifes thew ; 
For nage explain more clearly than they know. 
He cna he underftands a text, 
‘Whofe expoAvion leaves it unperplex’d. 
‘They who too Withfully on names infitt, 
Rather create than diffipate the mift ; 
And grow unjuit by being over nice, 
(For fuperftitious virtue turns to vice.) 
Lt Craffius’s * ghoft and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions fell. 
Since Rome hath becn fo jealous of her fame, 
‘That few know Pacorus’ or Monzfes’ name, 
Words in one language elegantly us’d, 
‘Will hardly in another be excus’d. 
And fome that Rome admir'd in Cxfar’s time, 
May neither fuie our genius nor our clime. 
‘The genuine fenfe, intelliglibly told, 
Shews a tranflator both difcreet and bold. 
Excurfions are inexpiably bad ; 
And ‘tis much {afer to leave out than add. 
Abttrufe and myftic thought you mutt exprefs 
‘With painful care, but feeming eafinefa; 
For truth thines brighteft through the plainef 
refs, 
‘Th’ Ainean Mufe, when fie appears in ftate, 
Makes ali Jove’s thunder on her verfes wait. 
Yet writes fometimes 25 foft and moving things 
As Venus fpeaks, or Philomela fings. 
Your auther always will the beft advife, 
Fall when he falls, and when he rifes, rife. 
Affected noife is the moft wretched thing, 
‘That to contempt can empty fcribblers bring. 
Vowels and accents, regularly plac’d, 
On even fyllables (and fill the laft) 
‘Phovgh grofs innumerable faults abound, 
Ja fpite of nonfenfe, never fail of found, 
But this is meant of even verfe alore, 
As being moft harmonious and moft known : 
For if you will unequal numbers try, 
‘Phere accents on odd fyllables muft lie. 
Whatever fifter of the learned Nine 
Does to your fuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your luccefs, deferve a lafting name, 
She'll crown a grateful and a conftant flame. 
But, if a wild uncertainty prevail, 
Aud turn your veering heart with every gale, 
Yeu lofe the frnit of all your former care, 
For the fad profpect of a jaft defpair. 
A quack (too fcandalonily mean to name) 
Had, by man-midwifery, got wealth and fame : 

‘As if Iucina had forgot her trade] 

‘The labouring wife invokes his furer aid. 
Wettefet om bowls the poflip’s fpirits raife, 

“ Who, while the gueres, chats the do@tor’s praife; 
And largely, what fhe wants in words, fupplies, 
With maudlin cloguence of trickling eycs. 

But what a thoughtlefs animal is man! 
(How very active in his own trapan !) 
For, greedy of phyficians frequent fees, 
From female mellow praife he takes degrees; 
Struts in a new uniicens’d gown, and then 
From faving women falls to killing men. 

* Hor. 3 Od, vi, 3 
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Another fich had left the nation thin, 

In fpite of all the children he brought in, 

His pills as thick as hand granadoes flew ra 

And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 

His name ftruck every where as great a damp, 

As Archimedes through the Roman camp, 

With this, the dodtor’s pride began to cool ; 

For {marting foundly may convince a fool, 

But now repentance came too late for grace; 

And meagre famine flar’d him in the face : 

Fain would he to the wives be reconcil’d, 

But found no hnfband lefe to own a child, 

The friends, that got the brats, were Poifon'd too: 

In this fad cafe, what could our vermin do? 

Worry’d with debts and paft all hope of bail, 

Th’ unpity’d wretch lies rotting in a jail : 

And there with bafket-alms, fearce kept alive, 

Shews how miftaken talents ought to thrive. 

I pity, from my foul, unhappy men, 

Corapell’d by want to proftitute their pen; 

Who muft, like Jawyers, either ftarve or plead, 

And follow, right or wrong, where guineas Jead! 

But you, Pompilian, wealthy, pamper’d heirs, 

Who to your country owe your fwords and cares, 

Let no vain hope yeur eafy mind feduce, 

For rich ill poets are without excufe, 

‘Tis very dangerous, tampering with the Mufe, 

The profit’s fmall, and you have much to lofe : 

For though true wit adorns your birth or Place, 

Degenerate lines degrade th’ attainted race. 

No poet any paffion can excite, {write, 

But what they feel tranfport them when: they 

Have yeu been led through the Cumzan cave, - 

And heard th’ impatient maid divinely rave 

1 hear her now; I fee her rolling eyes: 

And panting, Lo! ‘the God, the Ged, the. cries ra 

With words not her's, and more than human found” 

She makes th’ obedient ghofts Peep trembling 
through the ground, 

But, though we muft obey when heaven come. 
mands. . 

And man in vain the facred call withftands, 

Beware what fpirit rages in your breaft; 

For ten infpir’d, ten thoufand are poffeft. 

‘Thus make the proper ufe of each extrente, 

Ad write with fury, but corre& with phleger 

As when the cheerful hours too freely pafs, * 

And fparkling wine files in the tempting glafs, 

Your pulfe advifes, and Legins to heat 7 

Vhrough every fwelling vein a loud retreat : 

So when a Mufe propitiouily invites, 

Improve ber favours, and indulge her flights; 

But when you find that vigorous heat abate, 

Leave off, and for another fummons wait, 

Before the radiant fun, a glimmering lamp, 

Adulterate meafures to the fterling ftamp, 

Appear not meaner than mere human lines, 

Compar'd with thofe whofe infpiration fhines : 

‘Thefe nervous, bold ; thofe languid and regnifs ; 

There cold falutes; but here a lover's kifa. 

Thus have I feen a rapid headlong tide, 

With foaming waves the paffive Soane divide; 

Whofe lazy waters without motion lay, 

While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous 
way. 
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‘The privilege that ancient poets claim, 

Now turn'd to licence by too juft a name, 
Belongs to none but an eftablith’d-fame, 
Which feorns to take it —- 

Abfard expreffions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 

Bafe fugitives to that alylum fly, 

And facred laws with infolence defy. 

Not thus our herocs of the former days, 
Deferv'd and gain’d their never-fading bays; 
For I miftake, or far the greateft part 

Of what fome call negleét, was fludy’d art, 
‘When Virgil feems to trifle in 2 line, 

*Tis like a waruing-piece, which gives the fign 
‘To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, 
To reach the noble height of {ome unufual flight. 
T lofe my patience, when with faucy pride, 

By untun’d ears 1 hear his vumbers try’d. 
Reverfe of nature! fhall fuch copies then 
Arraign th’ originals of Maro’s pen ! 

And the rude notions of pedantic fchools 
Blafpheme the facred founder of our rules! 

The delicacy of the niceft ear 
Finds nothing harfk or out of order there, 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenfe, 

The found is ftill 2 comment to the fenfe. 

_ A dkilful ear in numbers fhould prefide, 
Aud all difputes without appeal decide, 
This ancient Rome and elder Athens found, 
Before miftaken ftops debauch'd the found. 

When, by impulfe from heaven, Tyrtaus feng, 
In drooping foldiets a new courage {pruvg 5 
Reviving Sparta now the fight maintain’d, 

And what two generals loft a poet gain’d. 

By fecret influence of indulgent tkics, 

Empire and poely together rife. 

‘frue poets are the guardians of a flate, 

And, when they fail, portend approaching fate. 
For that which Rome to conquett did infpire, 
Was not the Veftal, but the Mufes’ fire; 

Heaven joins the bleflings : No declining age 
Ever felt the raptures of poetic rage. 

OF many faiiles, rhyme is (perhaps) the caufe ; 
Too ftri@ to rhyme, we flight more ufeful laws, 
For that, in Greece cr Rome, was never known, 
Til by barbarian deluges oer 
Subdued, undone, they did at 
And change their own for their invaders’ way. 

{ grant that from fome moffy, idol oak, 

In double rhyzies our ‘Ther and Woden {poke 5 
And by fuccetlion of unlearned times, 
‘As Bards began, fo Monks rung on the chimes. 

Bur now. that Phebus and the facred Niue, 
‘With all their beams on our bleft idland fhine, 
Why thould not we their ancient rites reilore, 
And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 


j 





S¢ # Have we forgot how Raphael’s numercus 
. _ * profe 
© Led our exalted fouls throngh heavenly camps, 
“ And mark’d the ground where proud apoitate 
“ thrones 
* Defy Jehovah ! Herc, ‘ewixt hoft and hol, 
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(A narrow, bot a dreadfal interval) 
Portentous fight! before the cloudy van, 
Satan with waft and haughty ftrides advanc’dj 
‘Came towering, arm’d in adamant and gold. 
There bellowing engines, with their-“ery tubes, 
Difpers'd ethereal forms, and dox.it they fell 
By thoufands, angels on archat¥els rell’d ; 
Recover’d, to the hills they ran, they flew, 
Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, wa- 
“ ters, woods) 
From their firm feats torn by the haggy tops 
They bore like fhields before them through the 
“ air, 
Till more incens’d they hurl’d them at their foes 
All was confufion, heaven's foundation thook, 
‘Yhreatening no lefs than aniverfal wreck, 
For Michacl’s arm main promontories flung, 
And overprett whole legions weak with fin: 
Yet they blafphem’d and ftruggled as they lay, 
Till the great enfign of Meffiah blaz‘d, 
And (arm'd with vengeance) God's victorious 
(Effalgence of paternal Deity) {Son 
Grafping ten thonfand thunders in his hand, 
Drove th’ old original rebels headlong down, 
And fent them flaming to the vaft aby.” 


O may I Jive to hail the glorions day, 
And fing loud pzans through the crowded way, 
When in triumphant fate the Britifh Mufe, 
Truc to herfelf, fhall barbarous aid refufe, 
And in the Roman majefty appear, 
Which none know better, and none come fo near 





TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON, 
ON Wis 
ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE, - 
By Dr. Cuetwoon, 1684.” 


As when by labduring flars new kingdoms rile, 
The mighty mafs in rude confufion lies, 
A court unforin’d, diferder at the bar, 
And ev'n in peace the rugged mien of war, 
‘Till fome wile pftatefman into method draws 
‘The pasts, and animates the frame with laws; 
Such was the cafe when Chaucer's early toil 
Founded the Mufes’ empire in our foil. 
Spenfer improv’d it with his painful hand, 
But foft a noble Mufe in Fairy-land, ~~ ——- 
Shakfpeare fait all that Neture could imparty \ 
And Johnfon added Indaftry and Art. 
Cowley and Denham gain’d immortal praife ; 
who merit as they wear the Fays, 
Searci’d all the treafuries of Greece and Rome, 
And brought the precions fpoils in triumph home. 
But fill our language had fome ancient ruft; 
Our flights were often high, but feldom juft.* 
There wanted one, who licenfe could reftraing 

ivil laws o’er barbarous ulage reign 


















POEMS. 


@ne worthy in Apollo’s chair to fit, 

"To hold the feales, and give the ftamp of wit; 

In whom ripe judgment and young fancy mect, 

And f oetic rage to be difcreet 

‘Who grag ons while he ftrives to pleafe, 

But marks thevhelves in the poetic feas. 

‘Who knows, ano’ “aches what our clime can bear, 

‘And makes the barren ground obey the labourcr’s 
care. 

Few could conceive, none the great work could 
"Tis a freth province, and referv'd foryou. [do. 
"Thofe talents all are your’s, of which but one 

_ Were a fair fortune for a Mufe’s fon. 
Wit, reading, judgment, converfation, art, 
A bead well-balave’d, and a generous heart. 
‘While infect rhymes cloud the polluted fky, 
Created to moleft the world, and die. 
Your file does polifh, and your fancy caft ; 
Works are long forming which mult always Taft. 
Rough iron fenfe, and ftubborn to the meld, 
Touch’d by your chemic hand, is turn’d to gold, 
A fecret grace fafhions the flowing lines, 
And infpiration through the labour thines, 
Writers, in fpite of all their paint and art, 
Betray the darling paffion of the heart. 
No fame you wound, give uo chatte ears offence, 
Still truc to friendihip, uodefty, and fenfe. 
So Saints, from Heaven fur our example fent, 
Live to their rules, have nothing to repent, 
Horace, if living, by exchange of fate, 
‘Would give no laws, but only your’s tranflate. 
_ Hoitt fail, bold writers, fearch, difcover far, 
You have a compafs for a Polar-flar. 
"Tune Orpheus’ harp, and with enchanting rhymes 
Soften the favage humour of the times. 
Tell all thofe untouch'd wonders which appear’d 
When Fate itfelf for our great Monarch fear'd? 
Securely through the dangerous foreft led 
By guards of Angels, when his own were fied. 
Heaven kindly exercis’d his youth with cares, 
‘To crown with unmix’d joys his riper years. 
Make warlike James's peaceful virtucs known, 
‘The fecond hope and genius of the throne. 
Heaven in com:paffion brought him on our ftage, 
To tame the fury of a monitrous age. 
But what bleft voice fhall your Maria fing? 
Or a fit offering to her altars bring ? 
In joys, in grief, in triumphs, in retreat, 
Great always, without aiming to be great. 
True Roman majefty adorns her face 5 
And every gefture ’s form’d by every Grace, 
Her beauties are too heavenly and refizi'd 
For the grofs fenfes of a vulgar mind. 
It is your part (you Poets can divine} 
"Tatropeety tow fhe by Heaven's ccfign 
Snail give an heir to the great Britifh line, 
Who over all the Weftern ifles thall reign, 
Both awe the continent, and rule the smaiz. 
Tt is your place to wait upon her name 
Through the vaft regions of eternal fame. 
‘True Poets fouls to Princes are ally’d, 
Aud the world’s Empire with the Kings divide. 
Heaven trufta the prefent time to Monarch’s 
care. 
Beernity is the good Writer's fhare, 
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Aaj 
TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON, 


Occafioned by his Lordthip’s 
ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE. 
FROM THE 
LATIN OF MR. CHARLES DRYDIN. 


By Mr. Nrspier. 


Tuar happy Britain boafts her tuneful race, 
‘And laurel wreaths her peaceful temples grace, 
‘The honour and the praife is jubly due 

To you alone, illuftrous Earl! to you. 

For foon as Horace, with his artful page, 

By thee explain’d, had taught the liltening age = 
Of brighteft Bards arofe a fkilful train, 

Who fweetly fung in their immortal ftrain, 

No more contént great Maro’s fteps to trace, 
New paths we fearch, and trade unbeaten waysv 
Ye Briton’s, then, tciumphantly rejoice; “ 
And with loud peals, and one confenting voice, 
Applaud the man who does unrival’d fit, ‘ 
“ "The fovereign judge and arbiter of wit!” 

For, led by thee, an endlefs train fhall rife 
Of Poets, who fhall climb fuperior fkies; 

Heroes and Gods in worthy verfe thal fing, 
And tune to Homet’s lay the lofty ftring. 

‘Thy works too, fovercign Bard *! if right Klee 
They fhall tranflate with equal majefty 5 ‘ 
White with new joy aud hoppy fhade fhall rove: 
Through the blett mazes of th’ Elyfian grove, 
And, wondering, in Britannia’s rougher tongue 
‘To find thy heroes and thy Mhepherds fung. . 
Shall break forth in thefe words; * Thy favour’ 

name, 
Great heir and guardian of the Mantuan fame! 
How fhail my willing gratitude purfuc 
With praifes large as to thy worth are due? 
Though taftelefs Bards, by Nature never taught, 
In wretched rhymes difguife my geruine thought, 
‘Though Homer now the wars of godlike Kings 
In Ovid's foft enervate numbers fings + 
Tuneful Silenus, and the marchlels verfe : 
‘That does the birth of infant worlds rehearfe, 
Atones for all, by that my refcued fame 
nage with Nature’s dcathlefs frames 
learned fong fhall ncbly live, 
And praile from every Britith tongue receive. 

Give to thy daring genius then the rein, 

And freely launch into a bolder frain 5 

Nor with thefe words my happy {pirit grieve + 

"The lait good office of thy friend receive t.” 
On the fom bafe of thy immortal lays, 

A noble pile to thy lov'd Maro raife 5 

My glory by thy Skill hall brighter thine. 

With native charms and energy divine! 

Britain with jutt applaufe the work ihall read, 

‘And crown with fadelefs bays thy facred head. 








* Virgil, - 
se Cape dona ex rema tuorum ;” ‘Lhe motto to Loré 
Refcominon’s clay, 
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Swift executers of his holy word, [Lord 


Nor fhall thy Mufe the graver’s pencil need, 
Whirlwinds and tempefts praife th’ Almighty 


‘To draw the hero on his prancing fteed ; 
‘Thy living verfe fhall paint th’ embattled hoft 
Jn bolder figures than his art can boat. 

While the low tribe of velgar writers ftrive, 
By mean falfe arts to make their verfions live 5 
Forfake the’ text, and blend each fterling line 
With comments foreign to my true defign ; 
My latent fenfe thy happier thought explores, 
And injur’d Maro to himfelf reftores,”” 


Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem lefs than mole-hills do to ya, 
Remember how, when firft Jehatih {poke, 
All heaven was fire, and Singithiid in fmoke. 


Praife him {weet offspring of the ground, 

With heavenly nectar yearly crown'd H 
And ye tall cedars, celebrate hia praife, 
‘That in his temple facred alears raife. 








Idle muficians of the {pring, . 

Whofe only care ’s to love and fing, [throat 
Fly through the world, and let your trembling 
Praife your Creator with the fwecteft note, 








A PARAPHRASE 
on 
PSALM CXLVIII, 
Praife bim each favage furious beatt, 
That on his fteres do daily feat : 
And you tame flaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 


O azuxe vaults! O cryftal fy! 
‘The world’s tranfparent canopy, 
Break your long filenec, and let mortals know 
‘With what contempt you look on things below. 
Majeic monarchs, mortal gods, 
Whofe power hath here no periods, 
May all attempts againft your crowns be vain ! 
But ftill remember by whofe power you reign, 


‘Wing'd fquadrons of the God of war, 
Who conquer whofoe’er you are, 
Let echoing anthems make his praifes known 
On carth his footftool, as in heaven his throne. 
Let the wide world his praifes fing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates {pring, 
And from the Danube’s frofty banks, to thofe 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows, 


Great eye of all, whofe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praife his name, without whofe purer light 
‘Thou hadft been hid in au abyfs of night. , 
You that difpofe of all our lives, 
Praife him from whom your power derives; 
Be true and juft like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefa@ors do your fword. 


Ye moon and planets, who difpenfe, 

By God's command, your influence; 
Refign to him, as your Creator due, 
‘That veneration which men pay to you. 

Praife him, old monuments of time ; 

O praife him in gour youthful prime ; 
Praife him, fair idols of your greedy fenfes 
Exalt his name, fweet age of innocence, 


Fairett, as well as ficft, of things, | 

From whom all joy, ali beauty Springs ; 
O praife th’ almighty Ruler of the globe, 
Who ufeth thee for his empyrean robe, 

Jehovah's same fhall only lait, 

When heaven, and earth, and all is pat: 
Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee, 
But unconceivable eternity. i 


Praife him ye loud harmonious {pheres, 
‘Whote fucted amp all nature bears, 
‘Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 
And whofe command is th’ univerfal law : 
Bxalt, O Jacob’s facred race, 
‘Vhe God of gods, the God of grace; 
Who will above the ftars your empire raife, 
And with his glory recompenfe your praife, 


‘Ye watery mountains of the tky, 

And you fo far above our eye, 
Vatt ever-uroving orbs, exalt his name, 
‘Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 








Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath SS SSS 
Peoples the dark retreats of death, 
Change your fierce hifling into joyful fong, 


And praife your Maker with your forked tongue, A PROLOGUE, 


* . SPOKEN TO 
Praife him, ye monfters of the deep, 


That in the feas vaft bofoms fleep; 
At whofe command the foaming billows roar, 
Yet know their limits, tremble and adore, 
Ye mifts and vapouss, hail, and faow, 
And you who throngh the concave blow, 


His Royal Highnefs the DUKE OF YORK, 
At Edinburgh, 


Fotty and vice are eafy to defcribe, 
‘The common fubjects of our Scribbling tribe ; 


POEMS.’ 


Bat when true virtues, with unclouded light, 
All great, al] royal, thine divinely bright; 
~ Our eyes are“dazzled, and our voice is weak 5 
Let England, Flanders, let all Europe fpeak, 
Let France acknowledge that her shaken throne 
» Was once fapported, Sir, by you alone ; 
Banifh’d from thence for an ufurper’s fake, 
Yet trufted then with her laft defperate ftake :° 
: power, 
Let the fea tell, how in their fatal hour, 
Swife as an eagle, our victorions prince, 
* Great Britain’s genius, flew to her defence ; 
His name ftruck fear, his conduc won the day, 
He came, he faw, he feiz'd the ftruggling prey, 
’ And while the heavens were fire and th’ ocean 
E blood, 
Confirm’d our empire o’er the conquer’d flood. ° 
© happy iflands, if you knew your blifs! 
Strong by the fea’s protection, fafe by his! 
Exprefs your gratitude the only way, 
And humbly own a debt too watt to pay + 
Let Fame aloud to future ages tell, 
None e’er commanded, none obey’d fo well; 
While this high courage, this undaunted mind, 
So loyal, fo fubmiflively refign’d, 
Proclaim that fuch a hero never fprings 
But from the uncorrupted biood of kings. 


(FSS eT 
SONG. 


ON A YOUNG LADY WHO SONG YINELY, 
AND WA8 AFRAID OF A COLD, . 


‘Winter, thy'cruelty extend, 
‘Till fatal rempefts fwell the fea. 
In vain let finking pilots pray; 
Beneath thy yoke let Nature bend, 
Let piercing froft, and lafting fnow, 
f ‘hrough woods and fields deftruction fow ! 


: Yet we unmov’d will fit and {mile, 
| While you thefe leffer ills create, 
‘Thefe we can bear; but, gentle Fate, 
And thou, bleft Genius of our ifle, 
From Winter's rage defend her voice, 
At which the liftening Gods rejoice. 


May that celeftial found each day 
‘With extafy tranfport our fouls, . 
Whilft all our paffions it controuls, 

: And Férdle drives our cares away; 
7 Let no ungentle cold deftroy, 
All tafte we have of heavenly joy! 





YIRGIL’S SIXTH ECLOGUE, 
SILENUS, 


: The Argument.” 
'Pwo-young fhepherds, Chromis and Mnafylus, 





, When wealthy neighbours ftrove with us for 


: P having beep often promifed 3 fong by Silenus, 
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chance-to catch him afleep in this Eclogue ¢ 
where they bind him hand and foot, and then 
claim his promife. Silenus, finding they would 
be put off no longer, begins his fong, in which 
he defcribes the formation of the univerfe, and 
the original of animals, accordifig to the Epi+ 
curian philofophy ; and then runs through the 
moft furprifing transformations which have 
happened. in Nature fince her birth, ‘his 
Eclogue was defigned as a compliment to Syro 
the Epicurean, who inftruéted Virgil and Varus 
in the principles of that philofophy. Silenus 
ads as tutor, Chromis and Maalylus as the two 


pupils. 


T rixst of Romans ftoop’d fo rural ftrains, 
Nor bluth’d to dwell} among Sicilian {wains, 
When my Thalia rais’d her bolder voice, 

And kings and battles were her lofty choice, _ 
Phoebus did kindly humbler thoughts infi:fe, 
And with this whifper check th’ afpiring Mafe :* 
A thepherd, Tityrus, his flocks thould feed, 
And choofe a fubject fuited to his reed. 

Thus I (while cach ambitious pen prepares 

To write thy praifes, Varus, and thy wars) 

My paftoral tribute in low numbers pay, 

And though I once prefum'd, I only now obey. 

But yet (if any with indulgent eyes 
Can look on this, and fuch a trific prize) 

Thee only, Varus, our glad fwains thall fing, 
And every grove and every echo ring. 
Pheebus delights in Varus’ favourite name, 
And none who under that protection came 
Was ever ill receiv’d, or unfecure of fame. 

Proceed my Mufe, tot : 
Young Chromis and Mnafylus chanc’d to ftray 
Where (fleeping in a cave) Silenus lay, 

Whofe conftant cups fly fuming to his brain, 

And always boil in cach extended vein; 

His trufty flaggon, full of potent juice, 

Was hanging by, worn thin with age and ufe; ~ 
Drop’d from his head, a wreath lay on the ground; 
In hafte they feiz’d him, and in hafte they bounds 
Eager, for both had been deluded long | 

With fruitlefs hope of his inftructive fong ? 
But while with confcious fear they doubtful ftood, 
Egle, the faireft Nais of the flood, 

With a vermilion dye his temples ftain’d. 

Waking, he fmil'd, and muft { then be chain’d? * 
Loofe me, he cry’d ; *twas boldly done, to find 
And view a God, but ’tis too bold to bind. 
‘The promis'd verfe no longer I'll delay 

(She thall be fatisfy’d another way). 

With that he rais'd his tuneful voice aloud, 
The knotty vake their liftening branches bow'd, 
And favage beafts and Sylvan Gods did crowd; 

For lo! he fung the world’s fiupendous birth, . 
How fcatter’d feeds of fea, and air, andcarth, * 
And purer fire, through univerfal night 
And empty fpace, did fruitfully unite ; 

From whence th’ innumerable race of things,’ 
By circular fucceffive order {pririgs. : 

By what degrees this earth’s compacted {phera 
‘Was harden’d, woods and rocks and towns to 

ar 5 = 
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Fiow finking waters (che firm land to drain) 
Fil'd the capacious deep, and form’d the main, 
‘While from above, adorn’d with radiant light, 

A new-born fun furpris’d the dazzled fight; _ 

How vapours turn’d to clouds ob{cure the fy, 

And clouds diffolv'd the thirfty ground fupplys 

How the firlt foreft rais’d its fhady head, 

Till. when, few wandering beafts on anknown 

mountains fed. 

+ ‘Then Pyrrha’s ftony race rofe from the ground 
. Old Saturn reign'’d with golden plenty crown’d, 

And bold Prometheus (whofe untam’d defire , 
Rival'd the fun with his own heavenly fire) 
Now doom’d the Scythian vulture’s endlefs prey, 
Severely pays for animating clay. {eel ?) 
He nam’d the nymph (fer whe but Gods could 
Into whofe arms the lovely Hylas fell ; 

Alcides wept in vain for Hylas loft, 

Hiylas in vain refounds through all the coaft. 
He with compaffion told Pafiphaés fault, 

Ah! wretched queen! whence came that guilty 

thought ? 

‘The maids of Argos, who with frantic cries 
And imitated lowings fill the fkies, 

(Vhough metamorphos’d in their wild conceit) 
Did never burn with fuch unnatural heat. [fray, 
Ah! wretched queen! while you on mountains 
‘He on foft flowers his fnowy fide does lay ; 

Or feeks in herds 2 more proportion’d love 
Surround, my symphs, fhe cries, furround the 

> grove 5 i 

Perhaps fome fooz{teps printed in the clay, 
‘Will to my love dire& your wandering way; 
Perhaps, while thus io fearch of him I-roam, 
My happier rivals have entic’d him honte. 

He fung how Atalanta was betray’d: 
By thofe Hefperian baits her lover laid; 
And the fad fifters who to trees were turn'd, 


While with the world th’ambitious brother burn’d, i 


All he defcrib'd was prefent to their eyes, [rife. 
And as he rais’d his verfe, the poplars feem’d to 
He taught which Mule did by Apoilo’s wil: 

Guide wandering Gallus to th’ Aonian hill: 
(Which place the God for folemn meetings chofe) 
With deep refpect che learned fenate rofe, 
And Linus thus (deputed by the reft) 
‘The hero’s welcome, and their thanks, exprefe’d: 

* ‘This harp of old to Hefod did belong, 
To this, the Mufes’ gift, join thy harmonious fong: 
Charm’d by thele firings, trees farting. from the 

ground, 
Have follaw’d with delight the powerful found: 
‘Thus confecrated, thy Grynzan grove 
Shall haxe no equal in Apollo’s love: 
Why thould I {peak of the Megarian maid, 
For love perfidious, and by love betray’d? 
And her, who round with barking monftere armi’d, 
The. wandering Greeks (ah frighted men !) 
alarm’d 3; = : 
‘Whofe only. Lope on fhatter’d thips depends, 
‘While fierce fea- dogs devour the mangled friends, 
Or tell the Thracian tyrant’s alter’d fhape, 

And dire revenge of Philomela’s rape, 
Who to thofe woods diredts her mournful courte, 
‘Where the had fuffer’d by inceftuous force, 


THE WORKS OF ROSCOMMON, 


While, loath to leave the palace too well known, 
Progné flies, hovering round, and thinks it hi 
her own? 

Whatever near Eurota’s hapy Team 
With laure!s‘crown’d, had bgeft Apollo’s theme, 
Silenus fings; the neighbouring rocks reply, 
And fend his myftic numbers through the fy; 
Till night began to fpread her gloomy veil, 
And call'd the counted theep from every dale; 
The weaker light unwillingly declin'd, [refign’d 
And to prevailing fhades the murmuring worl 


ree 
ODE UPON SOLITUDE, | 


.o 
Hart, facred Solitude ! from this calm bay, - 
1 view the world’s tempefttous fea, 
And with wife pride defpife . 
All thofe fenfelefs vanities : 
‘With pity mov’d for others, caft away . 
On rocks of hopes and fears, I fee them tofs'd 
On rocks of folly, and of vice, I fee them loft : 
Some the prevailing malice of the great, 
Unhappy men or adverfe Fate, a 
Sunk deep into the gulphs of an afflicted fate. 
But more, far more, a numberlefs prodigious train 
Whilf Virtue courts them, but alas in vain, |” 
Fly from her kind embracing arms, 
Deaf to her fondeft call, blind to her greatel 
charms, 
And, fonk in pleafwresand in brutith eafe, [pleafe 
They in their thipwreck’d ftate themfelvey obdurat: 


in 

Hail, facred Solitude! foul of my foul, 

It is by thee I truly live, . 
Thon doft a better life and nobler vigour give ; 
Doft each unruly appetite control: 
Thy conftant quict fills my peaceful breaft, 
With unmix’d joy, uninterrupted reft. 

Prefuming love docs ne’er invade’ 

This private fulitary fhade : 
And, with fantaflic wounds by beauty made, 
The joy has no allay of jealoufy, hope, and fear, 
The lolid comforts of this happy fpheré: 

Yet I exalted Love admire, 

Friendfhip, abhorring fordid gain, 
And purify’d from Luft's dithoneft ftain ¢ 
Nor is it for my folitude unfit, 

For Iam with my friend alone, 

Asif we were but one; ‘ 
*Tis the polluted love that‘ multiptied, 
But friendthip does two fouls in one compnte. 





> Tit, 
Here in a full and conftant tide doth flow’ 
All bleffings man can hope to know 3 

Here in a deep recefs of thought we find 
Pleafures which entertain, ahd which exalt th 

mind; 
Pleafures which do from friendihip and from know. 

ledge rife, 
Which make us happy, as they make us wile: 
Here may I always on this downy grafe, 
Unknown, unfeen; aby eofy-minutes pals : 


Till with a gentle force victorious death 
My folitude invade, 

And, ftopping for a while my breath, 

‘With cafe convey me to a better fhade. 








THE TWENTY-SECOND ODE 
OF THE 
FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


‘Virtue, dear friend, needs no defence, 
The fureit guard is innocence : 
None knew, tilt guilt created fear, 
‘What darts or poifon’d arrows were. 
Integrity undaunted goes 
Through Libyan fands and Scythian {nows, 
Or where Hydafpes’ wealthy fide 
Pays tribute to the Perfian pride. 
For as (by amorous thoughts betray’d) 
Carelefs in Sabine wo:ids I ilray’d, 
A grifly foaming wolf unfed, 
Met me unarm’d, yet trembling fled, 
No beaft of more portentous fize 
In the Hercinian foreft lies; 
None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 
‘With Carthage were in triumph led. 
Set me in the remoreft place, 
‘That Neptune's frozen arms embrace ; 
‘Where angry Jove did never {pare 
One breath of kind and temperate air. 
Set me where on fome pathlefs plain 
The fwarthy Africans complain, 
‘To fee the chariot of the Sun 
So near their feorching country run. 
The burning zone, the frozen ifles, 
Shall hear me fing of Czlia’s {miles : 
All cold but in her breaft t will de(pife, 
And dare all heat but that in Czlia's cyes, 


THE SAME IMITATED. 


1 
“Virtue (dear friend) needs no defence, 
No arms, but its own innocence: 
Quivers and bows, and poifon’d darts, 
Axsonly us'd by guilty hearts, 

$ 3 


i 

An honett mind fafely alone 
May travel through the burning zone; 
Or through the deepeft Scythian {nows, 
Or where the fam'd Hydafpes flows. 

iit. 
While, rul’d by a refittlefs fire, 
Our great * Orinda I admire, 
‘The hungry wolves that fee me ftray, 
Doarm’d and fingle, run away. 


2 Mrs, Kathsing Philips, 
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Ww 

Set me in the remoteft place 

‘That ever Neptune did embrace; 
When there her image fills my breaft, 
Helicon is not half fo bleft. 


v. 
Leave me upon fome Libyan plain, 
So fhe my fancy entertain, 
And when the thirfty monfkers meet, 
They'll all pay homage to my feet. 
vi 
The magit of Orinda’s name, 
Not only can their fiercenefs tame, 
But, if that mighty word 1 once rehearfe, 
They {ecm fubmiflively to roar in verfe. 








Part of the Fifth Scene of the Second A& in 
GUARINT’S PASTOR FIDO, 


TRANSLATED, 


Au happy grove! dark and fecure retreat 
OF facred filence, reft's eternal {eat ; 

How well your cool and unfrequented thade 
Suits with the chafte retirements of a maid; 
Oh! if kind heaven had been fo much my friend, © 
Yo make my fate upon my choice depend; * 

All my ambition I would hear confine, 

And enly this Elyfium fhould be mine; 

Fond men, hy paffion wilfully betray’d, 

Adore thofe idois which their fancy made 5 
Purchafing riches with our time and care, 

We lofe our freedom in a gilded f{nare 

And, having all, all to ourfelves refufe, 

Oppreft with bleflings which we fear to ufe. 
Fame is at beft but an inconftant good, 

Vain are che boafted titles of our blood ; 

We foonett lofe what we moft highly prize, 
And with our youth our fhort-liv’d beauty dies; 
In vain our fields and flocks increafe our ftore, 
If our abundance roakes us with for more; 

How happy is the harmlefs country maid, 
Who, rich by nature, fcorns fuperfluous aid? 


-] Whofe madeft cloaths ne wanton eyes invite, 


But like her foul preferves the native white ; 

Whole litle fore her well taught mind does pleafe, 

Nor pinch’d with want, nor cloy’d with wanton 
eale, [fall, 

Who, free from florms, which on the great ones 

Makes but few withes, and enjoys them all; 

No care but love can difcompofe her breaft, 

Love, of ail cares, the fweeteft and the heft : 

While on {weet grafs her bleating charge does lie, 

Our. happy lover feeds upon her eye ; 

Not ove on whom or Gods or men impofe, 

But one whom love has for this lover chofe, 

Under fome favourite myrtle’s fhady boughs, 

They {peak their paflions in repeated vows, 

And whil a blufh confeffes how fhe burne, 

His faithful hears makes as fincere roturne; 


age THE WORKS OF ROSCOMMON. 


‘The robe was fummon’d, Maynard in the head, * 

in legal murder none fo deeply read ; a 

I brought him to the bar, where once he ftood, 

Stain’d with the (yet unexpiated) blood 

Of the brave Strafford, when three kingdoms rung 

With his accumulative hackney tongue 5 

Prifoners and witneffes were waiting by, 

Thefe had been taught to fwear, and thofe to die, 

And to expe their arbitrary fates, 

Some for ill faces, fome for good eftates, 

To fright the people, and alarm the town, 

Bedloe and Oates employ’d the reverend gown. 

But while the triple mitre bore the blame, 

Uhe king’s three crowns were their rebellious 
ami: 

{feem’d (and did but fcem) to fear the guards, 

And took for mine the Bethels and the Wards : 

Anti-monarchic Heretics «' itate. 

Immortal Atheifts, rich and reprobate : 

But above all J got a little guide, 

Who every ford of viliainy had try’d : 

None knew fo well the old pernicious way, 

To ruin fubjeéts, and make kings obey ; 

And my fmail Jehu, at a furious rate, 

Was driving Eighty back to Forty-eight, 

This the king knew, and was relulv'd to beary 

But { miftook his patience for his fear, 

All that this happy ifland could afford, 

Was factific’d to my voluptuous board, 

In his whole paradife, one ouly tree 

He had excepted by a ftri@ decree; 

A facred tree, which royal fruit did boar, i 








‘Thus in the arms of love and peace they lic, 
And while they live, their flames can never die. 





THE DREAM. 


‘Fo the pale tyrant, who to horrid graves 

Condemns fo many thoufand helplefs flaves, 

“Ungrateful we do gentle fleep compare, 

‘Who, though his vidtories as numerous are, 

Yet from his flaves no tribute does he take, 

Bat woeful cares that load men while they wake, 

When his foft charms had eas’d my weary fight 

Of all the baleful troubles of the light, 

“Dorinda came, divefted of the fcorn 

Which the unequal’d maid fo long had worn ; 

How oft, in vain, had Love's great God eflay'd 

‘Te tame the ftubborn heart of that bright maid! 

Yet, fpite of all that pride that {wells her mind, 
- The humble God of Skep can make her kind, 

A rifing bluth increas'd the native Nore 

Of charms, that but too fatal were before. 

Once more prefent the vifion to my view, 

‘The {weet illufion, gentle Fate, renew ! 

How kind, how lovely the, how ravifh'd I! 

Shew me, bleft God of Sleep, and let me die. 


ee 


Yet it in pieces f conipir'd to tear; 

Beware, my child! divinity is there, 

This fo undid all I had done before, 

I could attempt, and he endure no more ; 

My unprepar’d, and unrepenting breat!., 

Was inatch'd away. by the fwift hard if death s 
And 1, with all my fias about me, i:arl'd 

To th’ utter darknefs of the lower world: 

A dreadful place! which you to foon will fee, 
If you believe feducers morg than me, 


THE GHOST OF THE OLD HOUSE OF 
coMMons, 


TO THE NEW ONE, APPOINTED TO MEEY AT 
. OXFORD. 


From deepeft dungeons of eternal night, 
‘The feats of horror, forrow, pains, and fpite, 
Lhave been fent to tell you, tender youth, 

A feafonable and important cruth. 

T feel (but, oh! too late) that no difeafe 

Ts like a farfeit of luxurious eafe: 

And of all others, the moft tempting things 
Are too much wealth, and too indulgent kings, 
None ever was fuperlatively ill, 

But by degrees, with induftry and {kill : 

~And fome whofe meaning hath at firit been fair, 
Grow knaves by ufe, and rebels by defpair. 
My time.is paft, and yours will foon begin, 
Keep the firft bloffoms from the batt of fin; 
‘And by the fate of my tumultuous ways, 
Preferve yourfelves, and bring ferener days. 
The bufy, fubtle ferpents of the law, 

Did firf{ my mind from true obedience draw: 
While I did limits to the king preferibe, 

And took for oracles that canting tribe, 

I chang’d true freedom for the name of free, 
And grew feditious for variety : 

All that oppos’d me were to be accus'd, 

And by the laws illegaily abus’d ; 





ON THE DEATH OF A LADY’S DoG. 


Tuow, happy creature, art fecure 

From all the torments we endure ; 
Defpair, ambition, jealoufy, 

Loft friends, nor love, difquiet thee ; 

A fullen prudence drew thee hence 

From noife, fraud, and impertinence. 
Though life effay'd the fureft wile, 
Gilding itfelf with Laura’s finile ; 

How didf thou fcorn life’s meaner charms, 
Thou who could’ break from Laura’s arms! 
Poor Cynic! ftill methinks t hear 

Thy awful murmuss in my ear ; 

As when on Laura’s lap you lay, 

Chiding the worthiefs crowd away. 

How fondly human paflions turh ! 

What we then envy’d, now we mourn! 2 


POEMS. 


EBPILO.GUS 
ro 
ALEXANDER ‘THE GREAT, 
When adted at the Theatre in Dublin, 
You've feeti-to-night the glory of the Eaft, : >, 
'The man, wha-all the then known world poffeRt, 
‘That kings ia-chains did fon of Ammon call, . 
‘And kingdoms, thought diviae, by treafon fall. 
Hin Fortune only favour’d for her {port ; 
And when his conduc. wanted her fuppore, 
His empire, courage, and his boufted line, 
>, Were all prov'd mortal by a flave’s defign. . 
Great Charles, whofe birth has promis’d milder 
. > tway, id i, ee ts 
Whofe awful nod all nations muft obey, 
Secur’d by higher powers, exalted Stands 
Abovesthe reach of facrilegious hands : 
Thofe miracles that guatd his crowns, declare 
‘That heaven has form’d a monarch worth their 
fot bares ae. , 
Born to advance. the loyal, and depofe 
His own, his brother’s, and his father’s foes. € 
Faction, that once made diadems her prey, | } 


And ftopt our prince in his riumphane way, 
Filed like a mift before this rzdiant day. 
fe when in heaven the mighty rebels cofe, 

roud, and refolv’d that empire to dypofe, 
Angels forght fir, but unfuccefsful prov'd; 
God kept the conqueft for his. beft belov'd + 
At flight of fuch omnipotence they fly, 
Like leaves before autumaal winds, and die. 
All who before him did afcend the throne, 
Labour’d to draw three reftive nations-on, 

fe haldly drives them. forward without pain : 
‘They hear his voice, and ftraight obey the rein, 
Such terror fpsaks him deftin’d to command; 
‘We worfhip Jove with thunder in his hand : 
But when his mercy without power apyears, 
‘We flight his altars, and negle@ our praycrs, 
How weak in arms did civil difedrd thew ! 
Like Saul, the fruck with fury at her fur, ; 
When-an immortal hand did ward the blow. 
Her offspring, made the royal hero’s fcorn, 
Like fons of earth, all fell as foun as burn : 
Yer let us boat, for jure it is our pride, — [dy'd, 
When with their blood our neighbour lands were 
Jreland’s untainted loyalty remain’d, 
Her people guiltlef, and her fields unftain'd, 









ee, 


ON THE-DaY OF JUDGMENT. 


I 
Far day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
Shall thewhole world in afhes lay, 
As David and the Sybils fay. 
in 
‘What horror will invade the mind, 
‘When the ftridt Judge, who would he kind, 
Shall have few vevial faults to Gnd! 


Vor Vi. 
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: tt. 
‘Fhe:lsR loud tamper’s wondrous faynd 
Shall through he tending tombs rebound, 
Aud wake the nations updgr ground. 


Wee ok esie of 
Nature and Death fhall, with furprife, 
Behold che pale offender rife, --, 
And view the Judge with confcious eyes. 
¥ < v. 
Then fhall, with wniverfal dread, 
The facred myfkic book be read, 
‘To try the living ard the dead. 
7 Vin. 

The Judge afcends his awful throne; 
¢ makes.cach fecret-fin he known ; 
And all with fhame contefs their own. 

’ * Vu. , ; 
O then! what intereft thall 1 make, 
Yo fave my lag important flake, 
When the moft juit have caufe to quake 2 
Be NE Vin. . 
Thou mighty, formidable King, 
Thou mergy’s unexhautted fpring, 
Some comfettable pity bring ! 

ay. 


Forget not what my ranfom coft ; 
Nor let my, dear-bought foul be loft, 
In ftorms of guilty terror toft. 


a 2 : 
Thou who for me didit feel fuch pais, 
Whofe precious blood the crofs did fkaithy 
Let not thofe agonies be vain. : 
xR, 
Thou whom avenging powers obey, 
Cancel my debt (too great to pay} 
Before the fad accounting day, 

See : xin : 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whofe load my foul with anguifi bearb, 
i figh, L weep: Accept my tears. 

‘ xUL 

Thou who wert mov’d with Mary’s gtief, 
Aad, by ablolving of the thief, 
Halt given me hope, now give relief, 

xiv, 
Reje& not my unworthy prayer; 
Preferve ine from that dangerous Mnare 
Which death and gaping hell prepare. 

XV. 


Give my exalted Toul a place 

Ameng thy chofen right-hand race, 

‘The fons of God, and heirs of grate. 
xen 

From that infatiable abyfs, 

Where flames devour and ferpents hify, 

Promote me to thy feat of blifs. : 
XVII. 

Proftrate my contrite heart 1 rend, 

MY God, my Father, and my Friend; 

Do not forfake me in my end. : 
xVuli, 

Well may they curfe their fecond breath, 

Who rife to a reviving death = ; 

Thou great Creator of mankind, 

Let guilty mn compeflion find : 


Be 


PROLOGUE 
To 
POMPEY, A TRAGEDY, 
Tranflated by Mrs Cath. Philips, 
From the French of Monfieur Corneiuye, 
And acted at the Theatre in Dublin. 


‘Tae mighty rivals, whofe deftru@ive rage 
Did the whole world in civil arms engage, 
Are now agreed ; and make it both their choice, 
‘To have their fates determin’d by your voice. 
‘Cxefar from none but you will have his doom z 
He hates th’ obfequious flatteries of Rome : 
“He fcorns, where once he rul’d, now to be 
iAnd he hath rul’d in all the world befide. 
‘When he the Thames, the Danube, and the Nile, 
Had ftain’d with blood, Peace flourifh’d in this 
ifle; 
And. you alone may boaft you never faw 
Cafar till now, and now can give him law. 
» Great Pompey too comes as a ‘uppliant here, 
But fays he cannot now begin -o.fear : 
le knows your equal juftice, aad to tell 
A Roman truth) he knows himfelf too well. 
Succefs, ’tis truc, waited on Czefar’s fide; 
ut Pompey thinks he conques’d when he died. 
His fortune, when the prov'd -he moft unkind, 
Chang’d his condition, but not Cato’s mind. 
‘Then of what doub: can Pumpey’s caufe admir, 
Since here fo many Cato’s juiging fir. 
Bur you, bright nymphs, give Cxfar leave to 
woo, fy 
The greateft wonder of the world, but you : 
And hear a Mufe, who has that hero caught 
To fpeak as generoufly as e'er he fought ; 
‘Whofe eloquence from fuch a theme deters 
All tongues bu: Knglifh, and all wens but hers. 
By the juft Fates your tex is doubly bleft : 
You conquer’d Ceefar, and you praife him beft. 
And you (§ iliwtrious Sir receive as due, 
A prefent deftiny preferv'd for you. 
Rome, France, and England, join their forces here, 
To make a poem worthy of your car 
Accept it then; and on that Pompzy’s brow, 
‘Who gave fo many crowns, beftow one now. 


try’d; 





ROSS’S GHOST. 


Sname of my life, difturber of my tomb, 
‘Bafe as thy mother’s proftituted womb ; : 
‘Huffing to cowards, fawning tn the brave, 

‘To knaves a fool, to credulous fossa knave, 
The king’s betrayer, and the pcople’s flave. 
Like Samuel, at thy necromantic call, 

I tife, to tell thee, God has lelt thee, Suul. 


j 


§ To the Lord Lieutenant. 
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I ftrove in vain th’ infeed blood to cure : 
Streams will run muddy, where the fpring’s im- 
In all your meritorious life, we fee {fire 
Old Taaf’s invincible fobriety. 

Places of Matter of rhe- Horfe, and Spy, 

You (like Tom Howard) did at onge fupply. 
From Sydney’s blood your loyalty did {pring : 
You thew us all your parents, but the king ; 
From whofe too tender and too bountecus arms 
(Unhappy he who fuch a viper warms ! 

As dutiful a fubje@ as a fon !y 

To your true parent, the whole town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th’ old apoltate fell : 
Out-do his pride, and merit more than helt, 

Both he and you were glorious and bright, 

The firft and faireft of the fons of light : 

But when, like him, you offer’d at the crown, 
Like him, your angry father kick’d you down, 





THE SIXTH ODE 
oF Tue 


THIRD BOOK OF HORACE, 


OF the Corruption of the Times, 


Tuosz ills your anceftors have done, 
Romans, are now become your own; 
And they will coft you dear, 
Unlefs you foon repair 
The falling temples which the Gods provoke, 
And ftatucs fully'd yet with facrilegious fmoke. 


Propitious heaven, that rais’d your fathers high, 
For humble, grateful piety, 
(As it rewarded their refpea) 
Hath fharply punifh’d your neglect ; 
+ All empires on the Gods depend, 
Begun by their command, at their command 
they end. 


Let Craffus’ ghoft and Labienus tell 

How twice by Jove’s revenge our legions fell ; 
And, with infulting pride, 

Shining in Roman {poils, the Parthian victors ride. 


The Scythian and /Egyptian feum 
Had almoft ruin’ Rome ; 
While our feditions tovk their part, 
Fill each Egyptian fail, and wing’d each Scy~ 
thian dart, 


Fir, thofe flagitions times 
(Pregnant with unknown crimes) 
Conipire to violate the nuptial bed ; 
From which polluted head 
Infectious ftreams of erowding fins began, fran. 
; And through the {purious breed and guilty nation 


Behold a tipe and melting maid, 
Bound ' ice to the wanton trade; 
Fore ortifis, ota mighty orice, 
Inftruct her in the mytteries of vice ; 








POEMS. 


‘What nets fo fpread, where {ubtle baits to lay; 
And with an-early hand they form the temper’d 
‘ clay. 


Marry'd, their leffons the improves 

By pradtice of adulterous loves; 

And {corns the common, mean defign, 
To take advantage of her hufband’s wine ; 

Or faatch, in fome dark place, 

A hafty illegitimate embrace. 


No! the brib’d hufband knows of all, 
And bids her rife when lovers call ; 
Hither a merchant front the ftraits, 
Grown wealthy by forbidden freights, 
©r city cannibal, repairs, 
Who feeds upon the fleth of heirs ; 
. Convenient brutes, whofe tributary flame , 
Pays the full ptice of luft, and gilds thé flighted 
fhame. 


’Twas not the fpawn of fuch as thefe, 
‘That dy'd with Panic blood the conquer’d feas; 
And quafh’d the ftern ABacides ; 
Made the proud Afian monarch feel 
How weak his gold was againft Europe’s fteel; 
Fore’d even dire Hanpibal to yield, 
And won the long-difputed world at Zama’s fatal 
field. 


But foktiers of a ruftic mould, 
Rough, hardy, feafon'd, manly, bold ; 
_ Either they dug the ftubborn ground, 
Or through hewn woods their weighty ftrokés did | 
found : 
And after the declining fin 
Had chang'd the thadows, and their taf was done, 
Home with their weary team they took their way, 
And drown’d in friendly bowls the labour of the 
day. 


Time fenfibly all things impairs; 
Our fathers have been worle than theirs, 
And we than ours; next age will fee 
A race more profligate than we 
(With all the pains we take) have {kill enough 
to be. 





TRANSLATION 
Of THE 


FOLLOWING VERSE FROM LUCAN. 


Vidtrix Caufs Diis placuit, fed Vita Catoni, 


Tue Gods were pleas’d to choofe the conquering. 
fide; 
But Cato thought he conquer’d when he dy’d, 


HORACE’S ART OF POETRY §, 


* Scribendi red, fapere eft & principiunz 


& fons.” 
A 


T wave feldom known a trick fucceed, and wilf’ 
put none upon the reader; but tell him plainly, 
that 1 think it could never be more feafonavle 
than now to lay down fuch rules, as, if they. ba: 
obferved, wiif make men write more corredtly, 
and judge more difcreetly: but Horace mutt he 
fead ferioufly, or not at all; for elfe the reader 
won't be the better for him, and J fhall have lof 
my labuer. I have kept as clofe as E could, both, 
to the meaning and the words of the author, and 
dane nothing but what | belicve he would forgive 
if he were alive; and I have oiten afked myfelf 
that queition, «1 know this is a field, 


“ Per quem magnus equos Auruncer flexit 
Alumnus, ” 


But with all the refpeé due to the name of Bem 
Jenfou, to which no man pays more veneration: 
than [, it ednnot be denied, thae the conftraint of, 
thyme, and a literal tranflation (to which Horagé 
in this book declares himfelf an enemy), has made 
him want a comment in many places. 5 ss 

My chief care has been to write inteigibly g; 
and where the Latin was obfcure, I have added @ 
line or two ta explain it. ; -@ 

I am below the envy of the critics: bat, if f 
durit, I would beg them to remember, that His 
race owed his favour and his fortune to the chase 
racter given of him by Virgil and Varius; that 
Fundanius and Pollio are ftill valued by what Hos 
race fays of them; and that, in their golden age, 
there was a goad underfunding among the inge~ 
njous, and thofe who were the moft efteemed 
were the beit natured. 


Tr in 2 piture (Pifo) you fhauld fee 

A handiome woman with a fifh’s tail, 

Or a man’s head upon a horfe’s neck, 

Or limbs of beafts of the moft different kinds 

Cover’d with feathers of all forts of birda, . 

Would you not laugh, and think the peimtex’ 
mad! 


Truft me, that book is as ridiculous, 

Whofe incoherent ftyle (like fick men’s dreamis) 
Varies all fhapes, and mixes all extremes. . 
Painters and pocts have been fiill allow'd 

Their pencils, and their faticies uncenfin'd. 
This privilege we frecly give and take ; 

But Nature, and the common laws of fenfe, 
Forbid to reconcile antipathies, 

Or make 2 fnake engender with a dove, 

And hungry tigers court the tender lambs. 
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Some, that at firft have promis’d mighty things, 
Applaud themfelves, when a few florid lines 
Shine through th’ infipid dulnefs of the reft. 
‘Here they defcribe a temple, or a wood, 

Or ftreams that through delightful meadows run; 
And there the rainbow, or the rapid Rhine: 
But they mifplace them all, and crowd them in, 
aAad-are as much to feek in other things, 
Av he that only can defign a tree, 
‘Would be to draw a shipwreck or aftorm. 
‘When ‘you begin with fo much pomp'and fhow, 
‘Why is the end fo little and fo iow ? 
Be what you will, fo you be fill rhe fame. 
“Molt poets fill into the groflet faults, 
Deluded by a feeming excellence : 
By ttriving to be fhort, they grow cbfeure; 
And when they would write {moothly, they want 
“ ftrength, 
“Their spirits fink ; while others, that affect 
A lofty ftyle, fwell to # tympany. 
Some timorous wretches {tart at every blaft, 
And, fearing tempefts, dare not leave the fhore; 
Others, in love with wild variety, 
Daw boars in waves, and dolphins in a wood: 
“hus fear of erring, join’d with want of fill, 
‘data moft certain way of erring fill, 
°The meaneft workman in th’ /Emilian fquare, 
sMay grave the nails, or imitate the hair, 
‘But cannot finilh what he hath begun: 
“What can be more ridiculous than he ? 
For one or two good features in a face, 
Where aJl the reft are {candaloufly ill, 
‘QMake it but more remarkably deform’d. 
“-sJLet poets match their (ubjec to their ftrength, 
-And often try what weight they can fupport, 
‘And what their fhoulders are too weak to bear. 
After a ferious and judicious choice, 
“Mcthod and eloquence will never fail, 
As well the force as ornament of verfe 
Confitts in choofing a fit time for things, 
And knowing when a Mufe may be indulg’d 
In her full fight, and when fhe fhould be curb’d. 

Words mutt be chofen, and be plac’d with fkill: 
You gain your point, when, by the noble art 
OF good ‘connexion, an unufual word 
Js made at firft familiar to ovr ear: 

‘But if you write of things abftrufe or new, 

“Some of your own inventing may be us’d, 

so it be feldom and difcreetly done : 

But he that hopes to have new words allow’d, 

Mink fo derive them from the Grecian fpring, 

As they may feem to flow without conftraiut. 

)Can an impartial reader difcommend 

Ba Varius, of in Virgil, what he likes 

In Plautus or Ceecilius? Why fhouid f 

(Be envy’d for the little I invert, 

“When Esnius and Cato’s copious ftyle 

i#lave fo enrich’d and fo adora’d our tongue? 

‘Men ever had, and ever wi!l have, leave 

‘o coin new words well fuited to the age, 

“Words are like leaves; fome wither every year; 

snd every year a younger race fucceeds. 

Death is a tribute all things owe to fate. 

He Kucrine mole (Cxfar's flupendous work) 
‘rotcéts our navies from the raging north ; 
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And (fince Cethegus drain’d the Pontine lake} 
We plow and reap where former ages row’d, 
Sce how the Tiber (whofe licentious waves 
So often overfl sw'd the neighbouring fields) 
Now runs a fmooth and inofenfive courfe, 
Confin'd by our great Emperor's command. 
Yet this, and they, and all, will be forgot. 
Why then thould words challenge eternity, 
When greateft men and greateft actions die ? 
Ufe may revive the obfoletett words, 
And banifh thofe that now are moft in vogue 
Ute is the judge, the law, and rule of fpeech, 
Homer firft taught the world in epic verfe 
‘To write of great commanders and of kings. 
Elegies were at firft defign'd for gricf, 
Though now we ufe them to exprels our joy; 
But to whofe Mufe we owe that fort of Verfe, 
Is undecided by the men of kill. 
Rage with Iambics arm’d Archilochus, 
Numbers for dialogue and aétion fit, 
And favourites of the Dramatic Mule. 
Fierce, lofty, rapid, whole commanding found 
Awes the tumultuous noifes of the pit, 
And whofe peculiar province is the ftage. 
Gods, heres, conquerors, Olympic crowns, 
Love’s pleafing cares, and the free joys of wine, 
Are proper fubjects for the Lyric fong. « 
Why is he honour’d with a poet’s name, 
Who neither knows nor would obferve a rule; 
And choofes to be ignorant and proud, 
Rather than own his ignorance, and learn ? 
Let every thing have its due place and time. 
A comic fubje@ loves an humble verfe ; 
Thyettes {corns a low and comic ftyle : 
Yet Comedy fometimes may raife her voice, 
And Chremes be allow’d to foam and rail : 
Tragedians too lay by their fate to grieve 5 
Peleus and Telephus, exil'd and poor, 
Forget their fwelling and gigantic words, 
He that would have fpeators fhare his grief, 
Mutt write not only well, but movingly, 
And raife men’s paflions to what height he will. 
We weep and laugh, as we fee others do : 
He only makes me fad who fhews the way, 
And firkt is fad himfelf; then, Telephus, 
I feel the weight of your calamities, 
And fancy all your miferies my own + 
But if you act them ill, I fleep or laugh ; 
Your looks muft alter, as your fubje@& docs, 
From kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere 5 
For nature forms, and foftens us within, 
And writes our fortune’s changes in our face. 
Pleafure inchants, impetuous rage tranfports, 
And grief deje@s and wrings the tortur’d foul ; 
And thefe are all interpreted by {peech : 
But he whofe words and fortunes difagree, 
Abjur’d, unpity’d, grows a public jett. 
Obferve the characters of thofe that fpeak, 
Whether an honeft fervant, or 2 cheat, 
Or one whofe blood boils in his youthful veins, 
Or a grave matron, or a bufy nurfe, 7 
Extorting merchants, careful hufbandmen, 
Avgives or Thebans, Afians or Greeks, 
Follow report, or feign coherent things 5 
Deferibe Achilles, as Achilles was, 
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“Impatient, rath, inexorable, préud, 
‘Beorning all judges, and ail law but arms; 
Medea oiuft be all revenge and-blood, 

Ino all tears, [xion all deceit, 

Jo muft wander, and Oreftes mourn. 

"If your bold Mufe dare tread unbeaten paths, ° 
And bring new charaders upon the flage, 

Be fure you keep them up to their firft height. 
New fubjects are uot cafily explain’d, 

And you had better choofe 2 well-known theme 
‘Than truft to an invention of your own: 

For what originally others writ, 

May be fo weil difguis’d, and fo improv’d, 

"That with fome juilice it may pafs for yours; 

But then you muff not copy trivial things, 

‘Nor word for word too faithfully tramflate, 2 
Nor (as fome fervile imitators do) 

Preferibe at firkt fuch ftri@ wneafy riles, 

As you nit ever flavithly obferve, 

Or all the laws of decency renounce, 

Begin uot as th’ old poetafter did, 5 

“ Troy's famous war, and Priam’s fate, ¥ fing.” - 
In what will all this ofteneation end? — [moufe: 
“Abe labouring mountain fcarce brings farth a 
‘How far is this from the Mwonian file? [Troy, 
“ Mufe, {peak the man, who, fince the fiege of 
** So many towne, fuch change of manners fa.” 
One with a flafh begins, and ends in fmoke, 
“Whe other out of fmoke brings glorious light. 
‘And (without raifing expectation high) 
Surprifes.us with daring miracles, i 

The bloody Leftrygons, Charybdis’ guiph, . 

And frighted Greeks, who near the Aina thore, 
Hear Scylla bark, and Polyphemus roar, 

Ele doth not trouble us with Leda’s eggs, 

When he begins to write the Trojan war; 

Nor, writing the return of Diomed, 

Go back as far as. Meleager’s death : 

Nothing is idle, each judicious line 

Inteofibly acquaints us witn the plot ¢ 

He chootes only what he can improve, 

And roth and fidtion are fo aptly mix'd 

‘Toat all feems uniform, and of a piece. 

Now hear what every auditor expects; 

Mf you intend that he fhould ftay to hear’ 

‘The epilogue, and fee the curtain fall ; 

Mind how our tempers alter in our years, 

And by that rule form all your characters. 

One thar harh newly ieary’d to fpeak and go, 
Loves.childith plays, is foon provok’d and pleas'd, 
And changes every hour his wavering mind. 
A youth that firft cafts off his rutor’s yoke, 
Loves horfes, hounds, and fports, and efercifé, 
Prone to alf vice, impatient of reproof, : 
Proud, carelefs, fund, inconftarit, and profufe. 
Gain and ambition rule our riper years, . 
And make us flaves to'integeit and power, 

Qld men‘are only walking hofpitals, : 

Where ail defects and all difeafes crowd i 
‘With reftlefs pain, and more tormenting fear; ** 
N.azy, morofe, full of delays and hopes, : 
Oppres’d with riches which they dare not ufe; * 
Ulnatur’d cenfors of the prefent age, : 
and fond of all the follies of the pal. 
Thus ali the wréafure of our-flowing years, 
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Our chb of life fur ever takesaway, 
Boys muft not have th’ ambitious care of men, 
Nor men the weak anxieties of age. 
Some things are ated, others only told; 
But what we hear moves Jefs than what we {ce ; 
Speétators only have their eyes to truft, : 
But euditors mufl truft their ears and you; 
Yet there are things improper for a iccne, 
Which men of judgment only will relate. 
Medea mutt not draw her murdering knife, 
And fpill her children’s blood upon the ftage, 
Nor Atreus there his horrid feait prepare," 
Cadmus and Progné’s metamorphofis, 
(She to a {wallow turn’d, he to a inake) 
And whatfoever contradi@s my fenfe, ~~ 
T hate to fee, and never can believe. 
Five ats are the judt meafure of a play. 
Never prefume to make a God appear, 
But for a bufinefs worthy of a God; 
And in one fcene no more than three fhould fpeak, 
A chorus fhould {upply what action wants, 
And hath a generous and marily part; 
Bridles wild rage, loves rigid honefty, 
And ftrict obfervance of impartial laws, 
Subriety, fecurity, and peace, ~. '* [wheel 
And begs the Gods who guide blind fortune’s 
To raife the wretched, and pull down the proud. 
But nothing muft be fung between the adts, 
But what fome way conducesto the plor. 
Firft the thrill found of 2 fmall rural pipe 
(Not loud like trumpets, nor adorn’d as now) ~ 
Was entertainment for the infant ftage, - 
And pleas’d the thin and bafhful audience.‘ 
Of our well meaning, frugal anceftors, 
But when our wails and limits wers enlarg’d, 
And men (grown wanton by proferity) 
Study’d new arts of luxury and eafe, 
The verfe, the mufic, and the feene’s improy’d3 
For how thould ignorance be judge of wit, 
Or men of fenfe applaud the jell of fools? 
‘hen came rich clothes and graceful action in, 
Then inftroments were taught more moving notes, 
And ¢loquence with all her’ pomp and charms ~ 
Foretold us ufeful and fententious truths, 


“As thole deliver’d by the Delphic God. 


The firf tragedians found that ferious flyle 
Too grtve for thcir uncultivated age, : 
And fo brought wild and naked fatyrs in, 
Whole motion, words, and’ fhape, were all a farce, 
{As oft as decency would give them leave) : 
Becaufe the mad ungovernable rout, 
Full of confufion, and the fumes of wine, 
Lov’d fuch variety and antic tricks. ° 
But then they did not wrong themfglves fo: much, 
Yo make a god, a hero, or a king, 
(Stript of bis golden crown and purple robe) 
Defcend to a mechanic dialed, 5 
Nor (to avcid fuch meannefs) foaring high 
With empty found and airy notions fly; | 
For tragedy fhould blufh as much to ftosp_ 
To the low mimkc follies of a farce, ~ 
Asa grave matron would to dance with girls: 
Yeu mult not think that a fatiric flyle 
Allows of {candalous and brutifh words,” 


| Or the woufounding of your charaGiers, 
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And how he may he form'd, and how improv’d, 
What fir, what pot, what excellent or ill. 

Sound judgment is the ground of writing well; 
And when Philofophy diredls your choice 
To proper fubjedts rightly underftosd, 
Words from your pen will naturally flow; 

e only gives the proper charaéters, 
Who knows the duty of all ranks of men, 
And what we owe our country, parerts, friends, 
How judges and how fenators thould aa, 
Aud what becomes a general to do; 
‘Thofe are the likeft copies, which are drawn 
By the original of human Fife. an 
Sometimes in rough and undigefted plays 
We meet with fuch a lucky chara@er, 
As, being humour'd right, and well purfued, 
Succeeds much better than the thallow verfe 
And chiming trifles of more ftudious pens, 
"Greece had’a genius, Greece had eloquence, 
For her ambition and her end was fame, 
Our Roman youth is diligently taught . - 
The deep myfterious art of growing rich, 
And the firft words that children learn to fpeak 
Are of the value uf the names of coin ; 
Can a penurious wretch, that with his milk 
Hath fuck'd the bafeft dregs of ulury, 
Pretend to generous aud heroic thoughts? 
Can ruft and avarice write laftings lines ? 
But you, brave’ youth, wife Numa’s worthy hey, 
Remember of what weight your judgment is. ’. 
And never venture to commend a book, 
That has not pafs'd all judges and all tefts, 

A poet fhoutd inftru@, or pleafe, or both : 
Let all your precepts be succinét and clear, 
‘That ready wits may comprehend them foon, 
And faithful memories retain them long ; 
All fuperfluities are foon forgot. 
Never be fo conceited of your parts, 
To think you may perfuade us what you pleafe, 
Or venture to bring ip a child alive, : 
That cannibals have murder'd and devour'd, 
Old age explodes all but morality ; . 
Aufterity offends afpiring youths ; 
But he that joins inftrudtion with celight, 
Profit with pleafure, carries all the votes : 
Yhefe are the volumes that enrich the fhops, 
Thefe pafs with admiration through the world, ° 
And bring their author to eternal fame. 

Be not too rigidly cenforious, 
A ftring may jar in the beft mafter’s hand, 
And the moft ‘kilful archer mifs his aim; 
But in a poem elegantly writ, 
f would not quarrel with a flight miftake, 
Such as our nature’s frailty may excufe; 
But he thac hath been often told his fault, 
And ftill perfifts, is as impertinent 
As a mufician that will alway play, 
And yet is always out at the fame note: 
When fuch a pofitive abandon’d fop 
(Among his numerous abfurdities) 
Stumbies upon fome tolerable line, 
1 fret to fee them in fuch company, 
And wonder by what magic they came there. 
But in long works flecp wil! fometimes furprife ¢ 
Homer himfelf hath been obferv'd to nod, 4 


Beyin with Truth, then give Invention fcope, 
And if your flyle be natural and {mooth, 

All men will tty,-and hope to write as well 
And (not without mech pains) be undeceiv’d. 
So much good method and connexion may 
Improve the common and the plaincft things. 
A fatyr that comes ftaring from the woods, ” 
Mutt not at firft fpeak Hike an orator: 

But, though his language should not be refin’d, 
Tt muft not be obfcene and impudent ; : 
The better fort abhors fevrrility, 

And often cenfures what the rabble kes. 
Unpolifh’d verfes pafs with many men, 

And Rome is too indulgent in that point; 
Bot then to write at a loofe rambling rate, 

In hope the world will wink a all our faults, 
Is fuch a rath ill-grounded confidence, 

As men may pardon, but will never praife. 

Be perfect in the Greek originals, 

Read them by day, and think of them by night, 
But Plautus was admir’d in former time 
‘With too much patience (not to call it worfe); 
His harfh, unequal verfe was mufic then, 

And rudencfs had the privilege of wit. 

When Thefpis fir expos’d the Tragic Mafe, 
Rude were the ators, and a cart the fcene, ° 
‘Where ghaftly faces ftain’d with lees of wine 
Frighted the children, and amus’d the crowd; 
‘This Z2{chylus (with indignation) faw, : 
And built a fage, found out a decent drefs, 
Brought vizards in (a civiler difguife), 

And taught men how to fpeak and how to ag 
Next Comedy appear’ with great applaufe, 
‘Till her licentious and abufive tongue 
‘Waken’d the maziftrates coercive power, 

And fore’d it to {upprefs her infolence. 

Our writers have attempted every way ; 
And they deferve our praife, whofe daring Mufe 
Difdain’d to be beholden to the Greeks, 
And found fit fubjedts for her verfe at home, 
Nor fhould we be lef famous for our wit, 
‘Than for the force of our viorious arms 3 
But that the time and care that are requir’d 
‘To overlook, and file, and polifh well, “' 
Fright poets from that neceffary toil. 

Democritus was fo in love with wit, 
And fome men’s natural impulfe to write, 
That he defpis'd the help of wrt and rules, 
And thought none poets till their brains were 

crackt 5 : oe sy 

And this hath fo intoxicated fome, 
‘That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 
‘They cleanlinefs and company renonce 
For lunacy beyond the cure of art, 
‘With a long beard, and ten long dirty nails, 
Pafs current for Apollo’s livery. = 
O my unhappy ftars! if in the Spring 
Some phyfic had not cur'd me of the fpleen, 
None would have writ with more fucccls than J; 
But I muft reit contented as I'am, : 
And only ferve to whet that wit in you, 
To which I willingly refign my claim. 
"Vet without writing I may teach to write, 
‘Tell what the duty of a poet is ; 
Wherein his weaith and ornaments confit, 
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Poems, like pidturcs, are of different forts, 
Some better at a diftance, others near, 
Sonie love the dark, fome chuofe the cleareft light, 
And holdly challenge the moft piercing eye ; 
Some pleafe for once; fume will for cver pleafe. 
Bur, Pifo, (though your knowledge of the world, 
Join’d with your father’s precepts, make you wile) 
Remember this as an important truth: 
Some things admit of mediocrity, 
A counfellor, or pleader at the bar, 
‘May want Mceffala’s powerful eloquence, 
Or he lefs read than deep Cafcellius ; 
Yet this indifferent lawyer is efteern’d 5 
But no authority of gods nor men 
Allow of any mean in poefy. 
As an ill concert, and 2 coarfe perfume, 
Difgrace the delicacy of a feaft, 
And might with more difcretion have been fpar’d; 
So pocfy, whofe end is to delight, 
Admits of no degrees, but mutt be fill 
Sublimely good, or defpicably ill. 
An other things men have fome reafon left, 
And one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 
Defpairing of fuccefs, forbears to try ; 
But all (without confideration) write; 
Some thinking that th' omnipotence of wealth 
‘Can turn them into poets when they pleafe, 
But, Pifo, you are of too quick a fight 
Not to difcern which way your talent lies, 
Or vainly with your genius to contend ; 
‘Yet if ixever be your fate to write, F 
Let your productions pafé the ftriteft hands, 
Mine and your father’s, and not fee the light 
‘Till tine and care have ripen’d every line. 
What you ice by you, you may change and 
mend ; 
But words once {poke can never be recall’d, 
Orpheus, infpir’d by more than human power, 
Did not, as poets feign, tame favage beatts, 
But men as lawlefs and as wild as they, 
And firft diffuaded them from rage and blond. 
‘Thus, when Amphion built the Theban wall, 
They feign’d the ftones obey’d his magic lute : 
Poets, the firft inftructors of mankind, 
Brought all things to their proper, native ufe ; 
Some they appropriated to the Gods, 
And fome to public, fome to private ends : 
Promifcuous Jove by marriage was reftrain’d, 
Cities were built, and ufeful laws were made: 
So great was the divinity of verfe, 
And fuch obfervance to a poet paid. 
Then Homer’s and Tyrtzus’ martial Mufe 
‘Waken’d the world, and founded loud alarms. 
‘To verfe we owe the facred oracles, ’ 
And our beft precepts of morality : 
Some have by verfe obtain’d the love of kings, 
(Who, with the Mules, eafe their weary’d minds) 
‘Then bluth not, noble Pifo, to procect 
What Gods infpire, and kings delight to hear. 
Some think that poets may be form’d by art 5 
Others maintain that Nature makes them fo: 
I neither fee what art without a vein, . 
Nor wit without the help of art can do; 
But mutually they crave cach other’s aid. 
He that intends to gain th’ Olympic prize, 
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Matt ufe himfelf to hunger, heat, and cold, 
‘Take leave of wine and the foft joys of love; 
And no mufician dares pretend to ikill, 
Without a great expence of time and pains : 
But every little bufy feribbler now 
Swells with the praifes which he gives himfelf, 
And, taking fanctuary in the crowd, 
Brags of his impudence, and {corns to mend. 
A wealthy poet takes more pains to hire 
A flattering audience, than poor tradelmen do 
To perfuade cuftomers to buy their goods, 
*Tis hard to find a man of great eiate, 
That can diftinguith flatterers fronv friends. 
Never delude yourfelf, nor read your book 
Before a brib’d and fawning auditor ; 
For he’) commend and feign an extafy,- 
Grow pale or weep, do any thing to pleafe. 
True friends appear lefs mov’d than counterfeirs- 
As men that truly grieve at funerals, 
Are not fo loud as thofe that cry for hire, 
Wife were the kings who never chofe’a friend, 
Till with full cups they had unmafk’d his foul, 
And feen the bottom of his deepeft thoughts. 
You cannot arm yourfe!f with too much care 
Againft the {miles of a defigning knave, 
Quintilius (if his advice were wfk’d) 
4 Would freely tell you what you should correét, _ 
| Ox, if you could not, bid you blot it out, 
And with more care fupply the vacancy ; 
But if he found you fond and obftinate 
} (And apter to defend than mend your faults), 
| With filence leave you to admire yourfelf, 
And without rival hug your darling back. 
The prudent cave of an impartial friend 
Will give you notice of each idle line, . 
Shew what founds harfh, and what wants ora 
ment, s 
Or where it is too lavifhly beftow’d ; 
Make you explain all that he finds vbfcure, 
And with a ftri@ inquiry mark your faults; 
Nor for thefe trifles fear to lofe your love. 
Thofe things which now feem frivolous and flight, 
Will be of a moft ferious confequence, 
When they have made you once ridiculous. 
A poetafter, in his raging fit, 
(Follow'd and pointed at by fools and boys) 
Is dreaded and proferib'd by men of fenfe 
They make a lane for the polluted thing, 
And fly as from th’ infeGion of the plague, 
-| Or from 2 man whom, for a juit revenge, 
Fanatic phrerzy fent by heaven purfues. 
{f (in the raving of a frantic Mufe) 
And minding more his verfes than his way, 
Any of thefe thould drop into a well, 
Though he might burft his lungs to call for help, 
No creature would affift or pity him, 
But feem to think he fell on purpofe in, 
Hear how an old Sicilian poet dy’d; 
Empedocles, mad to be thought a god, 
In a cold fit leap’d into AEtna’s flames. 
Give poets leave to make themfelves away ¢ 
Why thould it be a greater fin to kill, 
Than to keep men alive againit their will? 
Nor was this chance, but a deliberate choice; 
For if Empedocles were now reviv'’d, 
Ee iiij 
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He would be at his frolie once again, 

And his preteifions to'divinity. 

*Tis hard to fay, whether for facrilege, 

Or inteft, or fome more unheard-of crime, 

‘The rhyming fiend is fent into‘thefe men: _ 
But they are all mott vilibly pollckk, 

Aud, like a baited bear when he breaks loofe, 
‘Without diftindtion feize on all they meet: * 
Noue ever “fcap’d that came within their reach, 
Sticking like leeches, till they burft with blood $ 
Without remorfe infatiably they read,’ 
And never leave till they have read men dead. 








ON MR. DRYDEN'S RELIGIO LAICI. | 


‘Be gone, you flaves, you idle vermin £03 
Fiy from the fcourges; and your mafter know. 
Let free; impartial ncn from Drydendeam - . 
Myfterious fecrets, of a high concern, + 
wind weighty truths, ‘folid convincing fenfe,: 
Explain’d by unaffected eloquence, © > > + 
What can you: (Reverend Levi) here take ill ? 
Men ftill:had failts, and mien: will have them ftill: 
He that hath none, aud lives as angels do, | 7) 
Mutt bean angel; but what’s that to you? 
+. While mighty Lewis finds thé Pope too great, 
And dreads the yoke of his impofing feat, -* 
Our feels a more tyrannic pow'r affhme, 
*And would fors{corpions change the rods of Rome; 
“That church detain’d the legacy divine; 5 <8. 
Fanatics cait the pearls of heav'n to {wine : 
‘What then have thinking,‘honef men to do, 
But choofe a mean between th’ ufurping two? 
Jo No en th’ Agyptian patriarch blame thy 

Mufe, cian Bio eR ae Gt 
Which for hig firmneds does his heat excufe : 

re 
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Whatever councils have approv'd his creed, 

‘The preface fare was his own ad and deed: 

Oor church will have that preface read, you'll 
ce Tay. : a 
‘Tis true: but fo the will th’ Apocrypha : 

And fuch as can’ believe them, freely may.’ , 

But did that God (fo little underftood)... 2 
Whofe darling ateribute is being good, 

From the dark womb of the rude chaos bring 
Such various creatures, and.. make -man theif 
; kings: ae ma 
Yet leave his favourite man, his chicfett care,. 
More wretched than the vileft infe@s are ?. 

'O! how much happier and more fafe are they ? 
If helplefs millions mutt be doom'd a prey ; 
To yelling furies, and for ever burn , 

In that fad place from whence is no retarn, 
For uvbelief in one they never knew, 

Or for not doing what they could not-do! 

‘The very fiends know for what crime they fell, 
And fo do all their followers that rebel ; * 

If then 2 blind, well-meaning Indian ftray, 

Shail the great gulf be thew'd him for the way? 
For better'ends our kind Redeemer dy’d, 
Or the fall’n angels’ room will be but ill fupy 
oply’ds 2 . ; ao 
That Chrift, who at'the great deciding day 

(For he declares what he refolves to fay) 

Will damn the goats for their illenatur’d faults, 
And fave the theep for actions, not for thoughte, 
Hath too much mercy to fend men to hell, 

For humble charity, and ‘hoping well. 
To what ftupidity are zealots grown, 
Whofe inhumanity, profufely fhown d 
In damning crowds of fouls, may damn their 
own. . i 
Pll err at leaft on the fecurer fide, 
A conycrt free from malice and from pride, 
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But wherefore need 1 wander wide 


By old Lliffus’ verdant fide, 

Deferted flream, and mute? 
Wild Arun too has heard thy ftrains, 
And echo, ’midf thy native plains, 

Been footh’d by Pity’s lute. 
There firft the wren thy nvyrtles hed 
‘On gentleft Otway’s infant head; 

To him thy cell was fhewn, 
And, while he fung, the female heart, 
With youth’s foft notes unfpoil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix’d their own. 

Coxuix’s Ope ro Pirr. 
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THE LIFE OF OTWAY. 
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Tuomas Otway, one of the mot diftsoguithed names in the Englifh drama, was the fon of Mr,” 
Humphrey Otway, Rector of Woolbeding, in Suffex; and was born at Trottin in thet county, 
March 3. 1651. py 
He received his education at Weftminfter fchool, and was entered ‘a commoner in Chrift-Chorth 
college; Oxford, in 1669 ; but left the univerfity without a degree. ni 
Je feems likely that he was cager to mingle with the world, and defirous of being comfpicueee 5, 
for he went to London, and commenced player; but found himfelf unable to gain any repotatién.: 
on the ftage, sos 2 2 
The part which he attempted to perform, and failed in, was the charadter of the King, in Mike.” 
Behn's Forced Marriage; or, The Fealous Bridegroom, which was exhibited 1692. ar 
It is not to be fuppofed, that Otway was deficient in judgment ; but a poet may be fuppofed to 
want the flexibility of countenance and yariety of expreffion which bslong to a good player; and. 
which were actually wanting in Shakfpeare and Jenfon, his great predeceflors in dramatic ex." 
pellence. . ae 
Though Otway could not gain much notice as an actor, the fprightlinefs of his converfatien,/ 
and the acutenefs of hie wit, gained him the favour of the Earl of Plymouth, one of the natura: 
fons of Charles 11., who procured him a cornet’s commiffion in the troops which then ferved in 


Flanders, : 
All who have written of Otway obferve, that he foon returned to London, in extreme indigente, 


but give no account how that reverfe of fortune happened. 

He was probably averfe to the military profeffion ; and it is therefore not extragrdinary, all things 
confidered, that he left his commiffion behind him; and exchanged the chance of reaping iaurele in 
the field of vitory, for the equally uncertain and more barren laurels of poetry. 

As he felt in himfelf fuch powers as might qualify for a dramatic author, he had recourfe te 
writing for the ftage; and now it was that he found out the only employment that nature feenis' 
to have fitted him for. nian 

In 1675, his twenty-fifth year, he produced Akibiader, a Tragedy, his firft performance; and the 
year following, Don Carles, Prince of Spain, a Tragedy, written in heroic verfe; which met with 
very great applanfe, It is afferted to +have been played thirty nights together ; but this report it is 
reafonable to doubt, as fo long a continuance of one play upon the ftage is a wide deviation from 
the practice of that time. Rochefter, in his Seffion of the Poets, has malicioufly recorded the fuccefe 
of this play, and the deplorable circumstances of Otway. 


“ Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwell s dear Zany, 
And fwears, for heroics, he writes beft of arly: 

Don Carlos his pockets fo amply had fill’, 

‘That his mange was quite cur’d, and his tice were ali kill’é; 
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But Apollo had feen his face on the ftage, 
And prudently did not think fit to engage 
‘The foum of a playhoufe, for the Prop of an age.” 


In 1677, he produced Titus and Berenice, tranflated from Racine; with the Cheats of Scapin, 
frem Moliere ; and, in 1678, Friendjrip in Fafkion, 2 Comedy, which met with fuccefa; but, upon 
its revival in 1740, was hiffed off the ftage for immorality and obfcenity. : 

The Orphan was exhibited in ¥680, and has ever fince kept poffetiion of the ftage, through all 
the viciffitudes of dramatic fahhion: It is not without blemifhes, but its power upon the affections 
is irrefiftible; and where the heart is interefted, comprehenfion of thought or elegance of expreflion 
‘may be wanting, yet not be miffed. 

‘The fame year, he produced The Hiflory and Fall of Caius Marius, in which the charadters of 
young Marius and Lavinia are borrowed from the Romeo and Juliet of Shakfpeare. 

In 1681, was exhibited, The Soldier's Fortune, a Comedy, which may have been popular when it 

”, Was written, for licentioufaefs then Polluted the court, the nation; and the ftage, but is now en~ 
of irely laid afide ; and, in 1682, his great dramatic work, Fenice Prefervid, 2 Tragedy, which ftill 
‘fontinues to be one of the favourites of the public, though there is not a virtuous charaéter in it 
_ but that of Belvidera, and the ation is abfurdly diverfificd by {cenes af low comedy. So amazing, 
: however, is the force of his fkill in drawing the chara@ers originally from nature, and in blending 
, public and private calamities, that the diftrefs of Belvidera melts every heart, and the ruffian on 
phe wheel is as much an objed of pity as if he had been brought to that unhappy fate by fome ho- 
 “nourable action. By compariag it with his Orphan, it will appear that the images are ftronget; the 
_Sharacters more forcibly drawn, and the language more energetic ; but equally deformed with coarfe 
ead indelicate allufions. 
, In 1684 was exhibited, The Atheift ; or, The Second Part of the Soldier's Fortune, a Comedy, 
‘which was his laft dramatic performance, and is naw defervedly negle@ed, like the other, for its 
* Ficentioufnefs. 

Otway is faid to have been a favourite companion of many of the diffolute wits who frequented 
the debauched court of Charles I. 3 but their fondnefs appears to have been without benevolence, 
and their familiarity without fricndfhip ; for he received no favour from them, but to fhare theie 
riots and debauchery, from which he was difmiffed to his own narrow circumftances, : 

‘Thus he languithed in poverty ; and having been compelled by his neceflities to contract debts, 
he-retired to a public houfe on Tower-hill, to avoid the preffure of his creditors, where he died on 
the r4th April 1685, in the 34th year of his age. Some have faid that downright hunger com« 
pelling him to fall too eagerly upon a Picce of bread, of which he had been fome time in want, and 
which charity fupplied, the firft. mouthful choked him, and put a period to his days. Pope, who 
lived near enough to be well informed, relates in Spence’s Memorials, that he died of a fever, 
caught by violent purfuit of a thief, whe had robbed one of his friends, 

Whatever may have been the immediate caufe of his death, it is certain, that indigence, and its 
concomitants, forrow and defpondency, preffed hard upon him, and funk him to the grave, 

His melancholy fate has been wept by many fucceeding Poets, with the genuine tears of fenfi- 
bility ; and lately byMr. Prefton, in Ax Fipifile to a Young Genileman, diffuading him from the ftudy 
sf poctry, by a pathctic enumeration of the martyrs of the lyre. 


“ The ftings of want when famith’d Otway bore, 
Oh, think what pangs the gentle fpirit tore ! 
Awake to mourn, and exquifite to feel, 

How forrow rives him with her hand of fteel! 
Thou brighteft fancy, fofte, kindeft foul, 

‘There fway'd the tragic Mufe with high controul ; 
And Venus kifi'd thy lips, and bath’d thy Brain 
Yo pureft acctar ; but the bath’d in vain, 
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Child of the graees, nurfling of the loves, 

In houfelefs beggary poor Otway roves. 

Le, fome kind hand the tardy boon fupplies, 

A fickly luftre fills his hollow eyes ; 

‘With trembling hatte he grafps the precious meal, 
‘The damps of death his weary eye-lids feal!” 


‘ 

No one, indeed, can reflect on the fate of Otway, without regretting, that he, who could make © 
the bofom bleed with falutary forrow, fhould be fo wretched, as to excite the fame compaffion for 
himfelf which he raifed for imaginary heroes. 

From his example, fuceeeding poets thould learn to be attentive to decency, and zealous for-vire 
tue, to hold flattery, even to kings, a fhame, to ftruggle nobly for independence, by the means of 
induftry, and to place no confidence in the patronage of the Great, who exa@ homage from mea 
of genius, yet fuffer them to live miferably, and die neglected. : 

Befides his Plays, he publifhed Tbe Hiffory of the Triumvirate, a tranflation from the French ; and. 
the Poems in the prefent Collection; which, like the fmaller pieces of Shakfpeare and.Rowe, add 
nothing to his reputation, is power upon the paffions was limited to dramatic dialogue; for his 
verfes have neither warmth nor tendernefs. He had not much cultivated verfification, nor much 
replenithed his mind with general knowledge, Of the Poems, the longeft is, The Poet's Complaint of 
his Mufe, written with the metrical licence and metaphyfical obfcurity of the Pindaric Ode. The 
language is often grofs, and the verfification inharmonious. In his Windfor Caftle, his loyalty ie 
pretty confpicuous ; but the poetry is feldom commendable, The Epifle te Duke has fome fprightli- 
nefs, but little elegance. His other Pieces merit no particular notice, . 

His Tragedies are the foundation of his fame; on which it is unneceffary to enlarge, as the 
pathetic paffages are in every mouth, and every reprefentation draws tears from the fajreft eyes 
in the nation. 





WINDSOR CASTLE, 


IN A MONUMENT TO OUR LATE SOVEREIGN KING CHARLES I. 


OF EVER BLESSED MEMORY. 





“ Dom juga montis aper, fluvios dum pifcis amabit, 
 Dumque thymo pafcentur apes, dum rore cicada ; 
“ Semper Honos, Noménque tuum, Laudéfque manebunt. 
“ Si canimus fylvas, fylvz fint Confule dignz.” 
Vines 
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To the immortal fame of our late dread Sovereign King Charles II. of ever bleffed Memory ; and. 
to the facred Majefty of the moft auguft and mighty Prince James Il. now by the Grace of 
God King of England, Scotland, France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, &c. this fellowing’- 


Poem is in all humility dedicated by his ever devoted and obedient Subje@ and Servant, 


Tuovcu poets immortality may give, 
And Troy does #till in Homer’s numbers live : 
How dare I touch thy praife, thou glorious frame, 
Which muft be deathlefs as thy raifer’s name : 

- But that 1 wanting fame am fure of thine, 
To eternize this humble fong of mine? 
At leaft the memory of that more than man, 
From whofe vaft mind thy glories firft began, 
Shall ev'n my mean and worthlefs verfe commend, 
For wonders always did his name attend 
Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet fhall his prajfe for ever live, and laurels from 

ip rik, . 


Tuo. Orwar.: 


Great were the toils attending the command 
Of an ungrateful and ftiffnecked land, 
Which, grown too wanton, ‘caufe twas over 

bleft, 

‘Would never give its nurfing father reft ; 
But, having Spoii'd the edge of ill-forg’d law, 
By rods and axes had been kept in awe ; 
But that his gracious hand the f{ceptre held, 
In all the arts of mildly guiding fkill’ds 
Who faw thofe engines which unhing’d us move, 
Griew’d at our follies with a father’s love, : 
Knew the vile waye we did t’ affli@ him take, 
And watch’d whag hafte we did to ruin make 


448 


Yet when upon its brink we feem’d to ftand, 
Lene to our fuccour a forgiving hand. 
‘Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet hall his praife for ever live, and laurels 
thence arife. . : 
. Mercy ’s indeed the attribute of heaven, 
For Gods have power to keep the balance even, 
Which if kings loofe, how can they govern well ? 
Mercy thould pardon, but the {word compel : 
Compaflion’s clfe a kingdoms greateft harms, 
ks warmth engenders rebels till they fwarm ; 
Add round the throne themfelves intumults{pread, 
‘To heave the crown from a long fufferer’s head. 
By example this that godlike king once knew, 
And after, by experience, found-too true. : 
‘Under Philiftian lords we long had mourn’d, . 
When he, our great Deliverer, return’d; > 
But thence the deluge of our tears did ceafe,. - 
“The raya dove flew’d us fuch marks of peace 
And when this land in, blood he mighthave Jaid, 
Brought balfam for the wounds ourfelves had 
_ made. 4 
Thongh now (alas!) iu the fad grave he Ties, 
Yer shall Bi praife for ever live, and laurels from 
it rife. , j 
‘Then matrons blefs’d him as he pafs'd along, 
And triumph echo’d through th’ enfranchis’d 
throng : Z - 
On his each hand his royal brothers fhone, 
Like two fupporters of Great Britain’s throne ¢ 
"The firft, for deeds of arms, renown’d as far 
As Fame e’er flew to tell great tales of wars: 
Of nature generous, and Of ftedfatt mind 
“Lo flattery deaf, but ne'er to merit blind, 
Referv’d in pleafures, but in dangers bold, 
Youthfnl in actions, und in conduct old, 
‘True to his friend, and watchful o’er his foes, 
And a juft value upon each beftows ; 
Slow te condemn, nor partial to commend, 
‘The brave man’s patron, and the wrong’d man’s 
friend, 
Now juttly feated on th” imperial throne, 
In which high fphere no brighter ftar e’er fhone : 
Virtue’s great pattern, and rebellion’s dread, 
Long may he live to broife that ferpent’s head; 
‘Till all his foes their jut confufion meet, = 
And growl and pine beneath bis mighty feet ! 
‘The fecond, for debates in council fit, 
OF theady judgment and deep piercing wit : 
‘To all the nobiett heights of learning bred, 
Both men and books with curious fearch had 
read 
Fathom’d the ancient policies of Greece, 
and having form'd from all one curivas piece, 
Learnt thence what fprings belt move and guide 
‘ a ftaté, a3 
And could with eafe direct the heavy weight. 
Bur our then angry fate great Glo’fter fciz’d, 
And riever fince feem’d perfectly appeas'd : 
For, ob! what pity, people bieis'd as we 
With plenty, peace, and noble liberty, 
Should fo mech of our old difeafe rerain, 
To make us furfeit into flaves again ! 





Slaves to thofe tyrant lords whofe yoke we bore; 


And ferv'd fo bafe a bondage to before g 
: S 
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Yet "twasour curfe, that bleflings fow'd too faft{ 
Or we had appetites too courfe to tafte. : 
Fond liraelites, our manna to refufe, .[choofe, 
And Egypt's Joathfome fltth-pots’ murmuring 
Great Charles faw this, yet huth’d his rifing 
breaft, * a 
Though much the lion in his bofom preft: 
Bat he for {way feem’d fo by nature made, 
‘That his own paffions knew him, and obey'd: 
Matter of them, he foften'd his command, : 
‘The tword uf rale {carce threaten’d in bis hand + 
Stern mayefty upon his brow might fit, . 
Bar fimiles, {till playing round it, made-it (weet 
So finely mix’d, had Nature dar’d ¢? afford, “ 
One Seaft perfection more each had been ador'd, 
Merciful, jut, good-natur’d, liberal, brave, -. 
Witty, and pleafure’s,friend, yet not her flave s 
The paths of life by nobleft methods trod; 
OF mortal mold, but in his mind a god. 
‘Though row (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet hall bis praile for ever live, aud laurels from 
it rife. ae + 5 : 

In this great mind long he his caras revolv’d, 
And long it was ere the great mind refoly’d : 
Till wearinefs at fat his thoughts compos'd; ~ +, 
Peace was the choice, and their debates were clos’d. 
But oh! mi : 
Through all thisifle, where it feems mof defign'’d/ 
Nothing.fo hard as with’d-for peace to find, 

‘Lhe elements due order here maintain, 

And pay their tribute in of warmth and rains. *: 

Cool fhades and ftreams, rich fertile lands abound, 

And Nature’s bonnty flows the tcafons round. 

But we, a wretched race of men, thus blett, 

Of fo much happinefé (if known, poffeit) + 

Miftaking every nobleft ufe of life, sa- 3 

Left beaurcous Quiet, that kind, tender. wife, 

For the unwholiome, brawling harlot, Strife. 

‘The man in power, by wild ambition led, 

Envy'd all honours on another's bead 5 

And, to fupplant fome rival, by his pride ‘ 

Ensbroil’d that ftate his wifdom ought to guide, 

The pricfts, who humbletemperance thould poflela, 

Sought filken robes and fat voluptuous eafe ; 

So, with (mall labours in the vinegard.dhewn, 

Porfook God’s harveft to improve their own. 

‘That dark enigma (yet unriddled) Law, , 

lnftead of doing right and giving awe, 

Kept open lifts, and at the noify bar, 

Fotir times a-year proclaim’d a.civil wary, 

Where daily kinfinan, fother, fon, and brother, 

Might damn their fouls to ruin one another. _- 

Hence cavils rofe ’gainft Heaven's and Cafar’s 
cauk’, ety oe 

From falte religions and corrupted laws ; 

"Fill fo at Jaft rebeltioh’s bafe was laid, ~, 

And God or king ro longer were obey’d. 

But that good angel whofe fusmounting power 
Waited great Charles in each «mtrgent hour, 
Againit whofe care hell vainly did decree, 

Ner faiter could defign. than that forefee,’ 
Guarding the crown upon his facred brow 
From ail its blackeft arts, was with him now, 
Ailar’d him peace nut be for him dcfign'd, 
For he was bust to give it all mankind. 
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By patience, mercies large, and many toils, 
In his own realms to calm inteftine broils, - 
‘Thetice every root of dilcord to remove, 
And plant us new with unity and love. 


Chet fretch his healing bands to neighbour- 


ing Rares, 
Where flaughrer ‘rages, and wild repine rears; 
‘Te cool their ferments with the charms of peace, 
Wha, fo their madnets and their rage might ceafe, 
Grow all (embracing what fuch friendthip brings) 
Like us the people, and like him their kings. 
But now (alas!) in the fad grave he lica, 
Yet thall his pr: 
from it rife. 
For this affurance pious thanks he paid ; 
Then in his mind the beauteous model laid 
OF that majeftic pile, where oft, his care 
A-while forgot, he might for eafe repair : 
A feat for fweet retirement, hea'th, and love, 
Britain's Olympus, where, like awful Jove, 
He pleas’d could fit, and his regards bettow 
On the vain, bufy, {warming world below. 
Len {, the meaneft of thofe himble fwains, 
‘Who fang his praifes through the fertile plains, 
Once in a happy hour was thither led, 
Curious to fee what fame fo far had fpread. ”, .. 
There tell, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft 
Worthy thy fong, and his celeftiat miod. 
. _. "Twas at that joyful hailow'd day’s retarn, 
‘On which that man of miracles was born, 
At whofe great birth appear’d a noon-day flar, 
Which prodigy foretold yet many more; 
Did ftrange efcapes from dreadful fate declare, 
Nor fhin’d, but for one greater king befote. 
Though now (elas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from 
it rife, : 
For this great day were eqnal joys prepar’d, 
‘The voice of triumph on the hills was heard ; 
Redoubled fhoutings wak’d the echo’s round, 
And cheerful bowls with loyal vows were crown'd. 
But, above all, within thofe lofty towers, 
‘Where glorious Charles'then {pent hishappy hours, 
Joy wore a folemn, though a fmiling face ; 
‘Twas gay, but yet majeitic, asthe place; | 
Teil then, my Mufe,'what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and hid celeftial mind. 
Within a gate of ftrength, whofe ancient frame 
His outworn Time, and the records of Famé, 
A reverend * domé there ftands, where ewice 
each day 
Affembling prophets their tevotions pay, - 
In prayérs and hymns to heaven’s eternal King, 
The cornét, flute, and fhawme, affitting as they 
Here tirael’s myftic flatutes they recount, [fing. 
From the firtt tables of the holy mount, 
To the bleft golpel of that glorious Lord, 
Whofe precious death falvation has reftor’d. 

Here {peak, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft 
‘Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. - [find 
Within this dome a thining { chapel ’s raised, 

Too noble to be well deferib'd or prais’d. 
Beforé the door, fix’d in! an awe profound, ‘ 
1 ftood, and gaz’d with pleafing wonder round, 
® St, George Church, St. George’s Chapel. 
oz, VL 















fe for ever live, and Isurels 


[find, 


fg an oid 
| Right je carried, whea another fucceeds him, 


Mag 
When one approach'd, who bore mach fober grace? 
Order and ceremony in his face ; 

A threatening rod did his dread right hand poize, 
A badge of role and terror o'er the boys; 
His left a mafly bunch of keys did fway, 
Ready to open all to all that pay. 
This courteous iquire, obferving how amaz’d 
My eyes betray’d me as they wildly gaz’d, 
Thus gently {poke : “ Thofe banners } rais'd on 
“ Be:oken noble vows of chivalry; {high 
‘ Which here their heroes with religfon make, 
“© When they the enfigns of this order take.’ 
Then in due method made me underftand 
What honour fam'd St. George had done our land; 
What toils he vanquifh'd, with what moniters 
ftrove; 
Whofe champions fince for virtue, truth, and love,. 
Hang here their tropnies, whiie their generous 
anus 
Keep wrong fuppreft, and innocence from harms. 
At this m’ amazement yet did greater prow, 
For I had been told all vireue was but thew 3 
That oft hold villainy had bet fuccefs, 
As if its wfe were more, nor merit lefsy 
But here ¥ faw how it rewarded fhin’d. 
Tell ony my Mufe, what wonders thou didft 
id, 
Worthy thy fong, and Charles’s mighty mind. 
J turn'd around my cyes and, lo, a (cell, 
Where metancholy ruin feem'd to dwell; 
The door unhing'd, without or bolt or ward, 
Seem’d as what lodg’d within found fmall regard. 
Like fome old den, fcarce vifited by day, 
Where dark oblivion lurk’d and watch’d for 
reye ; 
Here, Pa a heap of confus’d wafte, found 
NegleSted hatchments tumbled on the ground ; 
The fpoiis of Time, and triumph of chat fate 
Which equally on all mankind does wait. 
The hero, level'd in his humbie grave, ; 
With other men, was now nor great nor brave; 
White here his trophies, like their mater, lay, 
To darkne(s, wornss, and rottennels, a prey. 
Urg’d by fuch thoughts as guide the truly great, 
Perhaps his fate he did in battle meet, 
Fell in his prince’s and his country's caufe; 
But what his recompence ? A short applaufe, 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
‘Till, foon forget, another takes his plice. 
And happy that man’s chance who falls iti time; 
Ere yet his virtue be become his crime, 
Ere his abus’d defert be call'd his pride, 
Or fools and villains on his ruin ride. 
But truly bleft is he, whofe foul can bear : 
The wrongs of fate, nor think them worth hie’ 
care; 
Whofe mind no difappointnient here can thake 5 
Who a‘true eftimate of life docs make, 
Knows ’tis ancertain, frail, and will have end; 
So to that profpedt ftill his thoughts does bend 3 
Who, though his right a fttonger power invade, 
Though fate oppreis, and no man give him aid, 
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Cheer'd with ch’ affurance that he there fhall find 
Reft from all toils, and no remorfe of mind, 
Cin Fortune's {miles defpile, her frowns out-brave, 
For who's a prince or beggar in the grave? 
But if immortal any thing’ remain, 
Rejoice, my Mute, and ftrive that end to gain. 
‘Thou kind diffolver of encroaching care, 
Aud eale of every bitter weight I bear, 
Keep from my foul repining, while I fing 
‘The praife ard honour of this glorious king; 
And farther tell what wonders thou didft find 
‘Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 
Beyond the dome a " lofty tower appears, 
eauteous in ftrength, the work of long-paft years, 
Old as his noble tem, who there bears fway, 
And, like his loyalty, without decay.’ iter 
* ‘This goodly ancient frame looks as it flood — - 
‘The mother pile, and all the reft her brood; 
So careful watch feems pioully co keep, 
While anderneath her wings the mighty fleep ; 
And they may reft, fince + Norfolk there com- 
* mands, 
Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands. 
But now appears the { beauteous feat of Peace, 
Large of extent, and fit for goodly eale ; 
Where noble order ftrikes the greedy fight 
With wonder, as it fills it with delight : 
‘The'mafly walls feem as the womb of earth, 
Sntunk when fuch mighty quarries thence had 
birth ; 
Or by the Theban founder they’d been rais'd, 
And in his powerful numbers thould be prais’d + 
Such ftrength without docs every where abound, 
Within fueh glory and fuch fplendor’s fonnd, 
As man’s united fill had there combin’d 
‘I’ exprefs what one great genius had defign’d. 
“Thus, when the happy world Augultus fway'd, 
Knowledge was cherifh’d, and improvement made; 
Learning and arts his empire did adorn, 
‘Nor did there one neglected virtue mourn ; 
But, at his call, from fartheft nations came, 
‘While the immortal Mufes gave him fame. 
Though when her far-ftretch’d empire flourifh’d 
‘ " moft, 
Rome never yet a work like this could boat : 
No Calar e’er like Charles his pomp exprefs'd, 
Nor ever were his nations half fo bleft ; 
‘Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
* ‘Yet {hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from 
it rife. : 
Here, as all Nature's wealth to court him pret, 
Scem'd to attend him Plenty, Peace, and Keft. 
‘Through all the lofty roofs § defcrib’d we find 
‘The teiis and triumphs of his god-like mind : 
A theme that might the noblelt fancy warm, 
And only fit for jj his who. did perform. 
‘the walls adorn’d with richeft woven gold, 
Equal to what-in temples thin'd. of old, 
cstac’d well the luttre of his royal eafe, {Teas ; 
Whole empire reach’d throughout the wealthy 


# The cate, ‘ = 
+ ‘The Vake of Norfolk, Conftable of Windfor cafile. 
 houte. 
{ (The paintings done by {ft The Sieur Verrio, his Ma- 
jelly’s chief painter. : 











THE WORKS OF OTWAY.. ° 


Eafe which he wifely chofe, when raging arms 
Xept neighbouring nations waking with alarms + 
For when wars troubled her foft fountains there, 
She fwell'd her ftreams, and How'd in fafter here: 
With het came Plenty, till our ifle feem’d ble(s'd 
As Canaan’s fhore, where Ifrael’s fons found reft. 
‘Therefore, when cruel ipoilers, who have hurl’d 
Wafte and confufion through the wretched world, 
‘To after-times leave a gréat hated name, . |. 
The praife of Peace thall wait on Charles's fame 
His country’s father, throvgh whofe tender care, 
Like a lull’d babe the flept, and knew no fear 3 
Who, when fh’ offended oft would hide his eyes, 
Nor fee, becaufe it griev’d him to chaftife. 
Bat if fubmiffion brought her to his feet, 
With what true joy the penitent he'd meet! 
How would his love ftill with his juftice ftrive lf 
How parcut-like, how fondly he'd forgive ! 
But now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, . 
Yet thall his praife for ever live, and laurels fronx 
it rife, 

Since after all thofe toils through which he 
By every art of moft endearing love, [ftrove 
For his reward he had his Britain found, 3 
The awe aud envy of the nations round. 2 
Mufe, then {peak more what wonders thou didit 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind 5 {fared » 
Tell now what emulation may infpire, * 

And warm cach Britifh heart with warlike fire; 

Call all thy fitters of the facred hill, 4 i. 

And by the painter’s pencil guide my quill; 

Delcribe that lofty monumental f’hall, 

Where England’s triumphs grace the fhining 
wall, [Gaul. 

When the led captive kings from eonquer’d. 

Here when the fons of Fame their leader meet, 

And at their feafts in pompous order fit, 

When the glad fparkliug bowl inipires the board, 

And high-rais’d thoughts great tales of war afford; 

Here as a leffon may their eyes behold 

What their vi@orious fathers did of old, 

When their proud neighbours of the Gallic fhore 

‘Frembled to hear the Englith lion roar, 

Here may they fee how good old ¢ Edward fat, 

And did his §§ glorious fon's arrival wait, 

When from the fields of vanquith'd France he 
came, 

Foilow’d by {poils, and vfher’d in by Fame. 

th golden chains he their quell’d monarch led. 

Oh, for fuch Jaurelson another head ! 

Unfoil’d with fluth, nor yet o’ercloy’d with peace, 

We had not then learn’d the loofe arts of eafe. 

In our own climes our vigorous youth were nurs’d, 

And with no foreign education curs'd. 

Their northern metal was preferv’d with care, 

Nor fent for foftening into hotter air. 

Nor did-they as now from fruitlefs travels come 

With follies, vices, and difeafes home ; 

But in full purity of health and mind 

Kept up the noble virtues of their kind. 

Had not falfe fenates to thofe ills Giipos'd 

Which long had England’s happine§s oppos’é 


+ 
4 Where Sr. George's feat is kept. 
4 Edward 1, 49 The Black Prince: 
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Till fuch bold tumhults and difordérs rife; 
‘As when the impious fons of earth affail’d the 
,  threaten‘d ikies. 

But then let mighty Charles at diftance fland, 
His crown upon his head, and feeptre in bis hand; 
“To fend abroad his word, or with a frowti 
Repel, and dafh th’ aipiring rebels down: 
MJuable to behold his dredded ray, 

‘Let them grow blind, difperfe, and reel away 5 
Let the dark fiends the troubled air forfake, 
And all new peacefi§ order feem to take. 

But, ob, imagine Fate t” have waited long 
An hour like dsis, and niingled in the throng; 
Rous’d with thofe furies from her feat below, 

"T° have watch’d her only tinte to give the blow: 
When cruel cares, by faithlels fubjects tired, 
Too clolvly prefs'd his facred peaceful beed 5.” 
With them t’ have pointed ber deflroying dart, 
And through the brain found pailuge to the heart: 
Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven beftow 
On thofe curs’d heads to whom this lof we owe } 
Qn all who Charles’s heate afliction gave, 

And fent him to the forrows of the grave ! 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
‘The faddett fcenes that weeping eyes c’er Law 5 
How on his royal bed that woeful day 
“She much-lamented mighty monarch lay ; 

Great in his fate, and ev'n o’er that a king, 

No terrot could the Lord of Terrors bring. 
Through many fteady and well-manag'd years 
He'd arm’d his rind "gaint al} thofe litde fears 
Which common mortals want the power to hide; 
Wrhen their sheait fouls and valued clay divide. 
He'd ftudy'd well the worth of life; and knew 
Its troubles many, dnd its bleflings few 5 9 
‘Therefore unniov’d did Death’s approaches fee; 
And grew familiar with his deftiny; 

Like ari acquaintance entertain'd his fate, 

Who, as it knew him, feent’d content co wait, 
Not aa his gaoler, but his friendly guide; 

While he for his great journey did provide, ' 

Oh could chou exprefs the yvarnizigs of hfs 

mind : 
To his poor micyrning people left behind! 
But that I fear will ev'n thy fkill deceive 3 
None but a foul like his fuck goodnefs could cdtis 
ceive ? 
For though a ftiibbotn face deferving ill} 
Yet would he thew bimftif a father Mill. 
Therefore he chofe for that peculiar care; © 
His crown’s, his virtve’s, and his mercy’s heir; 
Great James, who to his throne does now fucceed; 
And charg’d him tenderly bis flocks to feed 
To gaide them too, too apt to run aftray, 
And kecp the foies and the wolves away: 
Here, painter, if thou canfl; thy art improves 
And fhew the wondets of fraternal love ; 
How mourning James by fading Charles did ftand, 
‘The dying grafping the furviving hand; 
How round each other's nécks their urs they 
, cafts i “fbrac’d 3: 
Moan’d with endearing mormeftings; and em- 
And of their parting pangs fuch marks dtd give, 
*Fwas bard to guels which yet could longest livet, 
2 FEI 


ae) 


With Qubbora faGion and rebeitious pride, 
All imeans to fuch a noble end deny’d, . 
‘Yo Britain Charles this glory had reftor'd, 
‘And thofe revolted nations own’d their lord 
Bue now (alas!) inthe fad grave he lies, 

_ Yet thall his praife for ever live, and laurels from 

. it rife. 

And now furvey what’s open to our view, , _ 
Bow down all heads, and pay devotion due ; 

"The | tewsple by this hero built behold, 
‘Adorn’d with carvings, and o’erlaid with golds 
Whole radiant roof fuch glory does difplay, 
We think we fee the heaven to which we pray 5 
So well the artift’s hand has there detin'd 
‘The merciful redemption of mankind } i 
‘Che bright afcention af the Son of God, [rode, 
“When back through yielding ikies to heaven he 
With lightning round his head, und thunder 
where he trod. : 
"Thus when to Charles, as Solotion, was given 
Wifdom, the greatelt gift of bounteous heaven + 
‘A houfe like his he built, and temple rais’d, 
‘Where his Creator might be fily prais'd : 
With riches too and honours was he crowa'd j 
Nor, whilit he liv'd, was thete one like him found. 
*Pherefore wHat once to Irael’s lord was faid, . 
‘When Sheba's quech his glorious court furvey’d, 
"To Charles’s fame for ever fhall remain, . 

“Who did as wondrous things, who did as greatly 

* feign, : 

1 Happy were they who ‘could before himt ftand, 
% And faw the wifdom of his dread command ;”” 
For heaven refolv’d, thac much above the reft 
Of other nations Britain fhould be biett ; 3 
Found him when banith'd from his facred right; - 
‘Try'd his great foul, and in it took delight ; 
‘Then to his throne in triumph him did brings 
‘Where never rul’d a wifer; juler king. 

But now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yee thall his praife for ever hve, and lausels frorti 
it rife. 

Thus far the painter’s hand did guide the Mufe; 
Now let her lead, nor will he fure refufe. 
“Cwo kindred 2fts they are; fo near ally’d; © 
“fhey oft have by each other been fupply'd. 
‘Pherefore, great, man! when next thy thoughts 

_ incline | 
‘yhe works of Fame, let this be the defign : 
‘As thou coitld(t beit great Charles's glory fhew, 
Shew how he fell, and whence the fatal blow. 

Ina large feene; may give beholders awe, 

The mecting of a numerous fenate draw ! 

Over their headé a black diftemtper’d ky, 

And through the air let grinning Furies fly; 

Charg’d with commiffions of infernal date, 

To raife fell Difcord and inteftine Hate; 

From their fout heads let them by handfuls teat 

The uglict faakca, and bdeflovid Layuprites 
there; i 

"Then whirl them (fpouting vetiom a8 they fall) 

*Mongtt the affenbled numbers of the ball ; 

There into murmuring bofoms jet them go, 

"Till their infe@ion to confufion grow 5 : 

4 The chapel at the end of the ball. 
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‘Both their fad tongues quite loft the power to 
? fpeak, [break, 
‘And their kind hearts feem’d both prepar’d to 
‘Here let thy curions pencil next difplay, 
‘How round his bed a beauteous offspring lay, 
‘With their great father's blefling to be crown’d, 
Like young fierce lions ftretch’d upon whee 
ground, 
‘And in majeftic filent forrow drown’d. 
This done, fupnofe the ghaftly minute nigh, 
And paint the griefs of the fad flanders-by ; 
‘Th’ unweaty’d reverend father’s pious care, 
“Offering (as oft as tears could ftop) a prayer, 
‘Of kindred nobles draw a forrowing train, 
‘Whofe looks may fpeak how much they fhar’d 
his pain; 
How from each groan of his, deriving fmart, 
‘Each fetch’d another from a tortur'd heart. 
‘Mingled with thefe, his faithful fervants place, 
With different lines of woe in every face ; 
‘With downcaft heads, {woln breaits, and flrean:- 
ing eyes, 
And fighs thar mount in vain the unrelenting fkies. 
» But yet there fill remains a tafk behind, 
Yn which thy readief art may labour find. 
“At diftance let the mourning queen appear, 
Gut where fad news too foon may reach her ear); 
efcribe her proftrate to the throne above, 
Pleading with prayer the tender caufe of love : 
Shew troops of angels hovering from the tky, 
(For they, whene’er fhe call’d, were always 
4 nigh); 
Let them attend her cries, and hear her moan, 
‘With looks of beaitcous fadnefs like her own, 
“ Becaufe they know her Jord’s great doom is feal'd, 
“And cannot (though the afks it) be repeal’d. 
§ By this time think the work of Fate is done ; 
So any farther fad defcription thun. 
{Shew him not pale and breathlefs on his bed i 
“Twould make all gazers on thy art fa! dead ; 
And thou thyfelf to fuch a fcene of woe 
Add a new piece, and thy own ftatue grow. 
i. Wipe therefore all thy pencils, and prepare 
“To draw a profpet now of clearer air. 
‘Paint in an eaftern tky new dawning day ; 
“And there the embryos of tine diiplay ; 
‘The forms of many fmiling years to come, 
Jul ripe for birth, and labouring from. their 
Pi womb ; 
Bach ftruggling which thail elderfhip obtai 
‘To be firft grac’d with mighty James's reign. 
Set the dread monarch on his throne appear ; | 
Place too the charming partner of it there. 
O’er his their wings let Fame and Triumph fpread. ! 
Hind foft-ey’d Cupids hover o’er her head ; 
In his, paint fmiling, yet majettic grace, 
Bur all the wealth of beauty in her face. 
Then from the different corners of the carth 
Deferibe applauding nations coming forth, 
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Homage to pay, or humble peace to gain, 

And own avfpicious omens from his reign, 

Set at long diftance his contracted foes, 

Shrinking from what they dare not now oppofe ; 

Draw fhame or mean defpair in all their eyes, 

And terror, left th’ avenging hand thould rife, 

But where his finiles extend, draw beauteous. 
peace, 

The poor man's cheerful toils, the rich man’s eafe; 

ere flepherds piping to their feeding theep, 

Or ftretch'd at length in their warm hurs aileep ; 

There jolly hinds {pread through the fultry 
fivlds, 

Reaping fuch harveits as their tillage yields, 

Or thelter'd from the fcorchings of the fun, 

Their labours ended, and repaft begun, 

Rang'd on green banks, which they themfelves 
did raife, 

Singing their own content, and ruler’s praife, 

Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, and 
bowers, 

Where Contemplation beft may pafs her hours : 

Fil'd wich chatte lovers plighting conftant hearts, 

Rejoicing Mafes, and encourag’d Arts, 

Draw every thing like this that thought can frame, 

Bett fuiting with thy theme, great James’s fame. 

Known for the man who from his youthful years, 

By mighty deods has earn’d the crown he wears; 

Whofe conquering arm far-envy’d wonders 
wrought, 

When an ungrateful people’s cavfe he fought, 

When for their rights ke lus brave fword em- 

loy'd, 

Who Got perasts would have his rights deftroy’d : 

But heaven fach injur’d merit did regard 

(As heaven in time true virtue will reward) : 

So toa throne by Providence he rofe : {fres, 

And all who e’er were his, were Providence’s 


——— 
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L 
{ pip but look and love a-while, 
* twas but for one half hour ; 
Then to refift { had no will, 
Aud now L have no power. 
iH. 
To figh, and with, is all my eafe; 
Sighs, which do heat impart, 
Enough to meit the coldett ice, 
Yet cannot warm your heart. 
an, 
O! would your pity give my heart 
One corner of your breatt, 
*Pwould learn of yours the winning art, 
And quickly fteal the ref. 
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POET’S COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE: 


OR, 


‘A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS, 


“ Si quid habent veri vatum prafagia, vivam.” _ 





To the Right Henourable 


THOMAS EARL OF OSSORY, | . 


BARON OF MOOR PARK, KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER 


OF THE GARTER, &c, 


Mr Loan,. 


‘Tuouen never any man had more need of ere 
cufe for a prefun.ption of this nature than I 
have now; yet, when I have laid out every way 
to find one, your Lerdthip’s goodnefs muft be 
my beft refuge ; and therefore T humbly calt this 
at your feet for protedion, and mytelf for par- 
don. 

My Lord, I have great need of prote@ion; for 
to the belt of ney heart Ubave here publifbed in 
fome miecafure the truth,-and ! would have it 
thought honeftly too (a practice never more out 
of countenance than now): ye€ truth and honour 
are things which your Lordthip muft needs be 
kind to, becaufe they are relations to your nature, 
and never left you. 

*Twould .bg a fecond prefumption in me to 
pretend in this a panegyric on your Lordihip ; for 


it would require more art to do your virtue jttice, 
than to flatter any other man. F 

Tf I have ventured at a hint of the prefent fuf- 
ferings of that great prince mentioned in the lat- 
ter end of this paper, with favour from your 
Lordfhip I hope to add a fecond part, and do all 
thofe great and good men juftice, that have in his- 
calamities flack faft to fo gallant a friend and fo 
good a mafter. To write and finith which great 
fubjed faithfully, and to be honoured with your 
Lordhhips patronage in what 1 may do, and your 
approbation, or at leaft pardon, in what I have 
done, will be the greateft pride of, 

My Lord, 
Your mot humble admirer and fervant, 


THOMAS OTWAY. 
FB fiij 
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"To a high hill, where never yet flood tree, 
Where only heath, coarfe fern, and furzes grew, 
Where (nipt by piercing. air) 
‘The flocks in tatter’d fleeces hardly gaze, 
Led by uncouth thoughts and care, 
Which did too much his penfive mind amaze, 
| A wandering bard, whofe Mufe was crazy} 
grown, 3 * ftewn, 

_ Cloy’d with the naufeous follies of the buzzing 

* Came, hook'd about him, figh’d, and laid him 4 
down. 
*Twas fur from any path, but where the carth 
‘Was bare, and naked all as at her birth, ‘ 
"When by the word it fir was made, 
Ere God had faid, 
Let graf, and herbs, andevery green thinggrow, 
‘With fruictul trees after their kind, and it was{a, 
The whilling winds blew fiercely round his 
head, 

Cold was-his lodging, hard his bed ; 
Aloft his cyes on the wide heavens be caft, | 
‘Where we are told Peace only ’s found at Ja: 
And as he did its hopelefs diftance fee, 2 

Sigh'd deep, and cry'd, How far is Peace from me! 


a 
» _ Nor ended there his moun : 
- The diftance of his fucure joy 
‘Had been enough te give hin pain alone ; 
* Bat whe can undergo [woe ? 
Defpair of cafe to come, with weight of prefent 
Down his affli®ed face 
The trickling tears had flrean’d fo faft apace, 
Asieft a path worn by their briny race, 
Swoln was his breatt with fighs, his well- 
Proportion’d Jimhs as nfelefs fell, 
Whilft the poor truwk Curable to fuftain ce 
*Tnel!) lay rackt, abd Giaking with its pain. 
4 hard his groans as L was walking by, 
And (urg' by pity) wene afide, to fee 
What the fad caufe could be fhigh. 
dad prefs'd hig ttate to Jow, and rais'd his plaints fo 
On me he fia'd his eyes. I crav'd, 
Why fo forlorn? he vainly rav'd. 
Peace to his mind'l did commend : 
Bat, oh! my words werg hardly at an end, 
©. When I perceiv’d it was my friend,” 
My much tov’d friend, fo down I fat, 
And bege'd that f might fhare his fate: 
Visid my cheek to his, when with a gale 
OF fighs he cas'd hig brea) end thus began his 
tale ¢ ak ee oy? 








: ecu 

Tama wretch of honeft race: : 
My parents not obfcure, nor high in tithes were t 

They left me heir to no difgrace. 
» My father was (a thing now rare) 
Loyal and brave, my mother chafte and fair = 

The pledge of marriage-vows was only 1; 
Alone I liv’d their mach-lov’d, fondled boy: ” 


‘They gave me generous education ; high 
They ftrove to raife my mind; and with it grew 
The fages that infirudted me in arts 
And knowledge, oft would praife my parts, 
And cheer my parents’ longing hearts. 
My fellow-pupils oft fteod myte: % 
Yet never Envy did disjoin 98 
Their hearts from me, nor Pride ciftemper mine, 
Nor any bitter cup did tafte : 
But, oh! a deadly portion came at lait. ‘ 
AsT lay loofely on my bed, : 
head, ; 
And as my fenfe oz the rich banquet fed, 
A voice (it feem'd no more, fo bufy 1 


their joy. 
j 
When TF was call’d to a difpute, 
Thus my firft years in happincfa I patt, 2 
A thoufand pleafant thoughts triumphing in my 
Was with myfelf, | faw not who was nigh) 


} Piere'd through my ears; Arie, thy good Se 


nander’s dead, 
le hook my brain, and front their 
ed fenfes fled, 
Ww 
From thence fad difcontent, uneafy fears, 
And anxious doubts of what { had to do, 
: Grew with fucceeding years, 
‘Che world wes wide, but whither thould I go? 
1, whofe blooming hopes all wither’d were, 
Who ’d little fortune, and a deal of care? 
‘Yo Britain's great metropolis { ftray'd, 
Where Fortune's general game is play'd + 
Where honefty and wit are often prais’d, 
But fools and knaves are fortunate and rais’d; 
My forward fpirit prompted me to find 
A converie equal to my mind: 
But by raw judgme:-: eafily mifled, ; 
(As giddy callow boys 
Are very fond of toys) 
T mife'd the brave and wife, and in their fiead 
Ou every fort of vanity 4 fed. [feols, 
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating 
Bullies of .o’ergrown bulks’ and lgtle fouls, 


feat my frighe- 
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Gametters, half-wits, and fpendthrifts (fuch as | 


think . 
Mifchievous midnight frolics, bred by drink 
Are gallantry and wit, ; 
Becaufe to their lewd underftandings fit) 
“Where thofe wherewithtwo years atleaft I fpent, 
To all their fulfome follies molt incorrigibly bent; 
‘Till at the daft, myfelf more to abufe, t 
J grew in love with a deceitfel Mufe, 
ve 
No fair deceiver ever us’d fuch charms, 
T’ enfnare a tender youth, and win his heart ; 
: Or, when fhe had him in her arms, 
Secur’d his love with greater art. 
I fancy’d, or I dream’d (as poets always do) 
No beauty with my Mufe’s might compare. 
Lofty the feem’d, and on her front fat a ma- 
% 7 jeftic air, 
Awful, yet kind; fevere, yet fair, 
Upon her head a crown the bore. 
Of laurel, which fhe told me fhould be mine: 
And round her ivory neck the wore 
Avope of largeft pearl. Each part of her did thine 
With jewels and with gold, 
Numberlels to be told; ) ‘ 
Which in imagination as I did behold, 
And lov’d and wonder'd more and more, 
Said fhe, thefe riches all, my darling, fhail ke chine, 
‘Riches which never poet had before. 
She promis'd me to raife my fortune and my name, 
By royal favour, and by endiefs fame 5 ° " 
But never told 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold. 
“Thus by the arts of this moit fly 
.  Deluder was I caughe, 
"To her bewitching bondage brought. ~ 
- Eternal conftancy we fwore, ‘ 
A thoufand times our vows were doubled o’er : 
And as we did in our entrancements lie, 
I thought no plesfure eer was wrought if 
No pair fo happy as my Mule and J. {high, 
Vie 


Ne’er was young lover half fo fond 
When firit his pufilage he loft, 
Or‘could of half my pleafure boaft, 
We never met but we enjoy’d, . 
Still tranfported, never cloy'd. 
Chambers, clofets, fields, and groves, 

* Bore witnefs of our daily loves; 
And on the bark of every tree 

You might the marks of our endearments fee. 

Diftichs, pofies, and the pointed bits t 


ff 


“+ Of fatire (written when a poet meets 
: His Mute’e caterwauling fits) 
You might on every thind behold, and fwear 
Land my Clio had’been at it there. ‘ 
"Nay, by my Mufe too, I was bleft 
With offsprings of the choiceft kinds, 
Such as have ;-'cas’d the nobleft minds, 
And been approv’d by jadgments of the bef, 
But in this mo! tranfporting height, 
Whence [ look’d down, and fanght atfate, 
All ofa fudden 1 wes alter’d grown; 
T round me look’d, and found myfelf alone; 
My faithlefs Mule, my faithlefs Mufe, was 
é gone; 
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Ltry'd if Ta verfe contd frame : 
Oft 1 in vain invok’d my Clio’s name. f 
The more J ftrove, the more | fail’d, 7]! 
Tchaf’d, [bit my pen, curft my dull “fkuil, 
and rail'd, Lay 
Refolv’d to force m’ untoward thought, and at 
the Jaft prevail’d. 
A line came forth, but fuck a one, 
No travelling matron in her child-birch pains, 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a fon, 
Was more aftonifh’d at th’ unlook’d-for thape 
Of fome deform'’d babuon, or ape, 
Than I was at the hideous iffue of my brains, 
Ltore my paper, ftabb’d my pen, 
And fwore {'d never write again, 

Refolv’d to be a doating fool no more. 

But when my reckoning ! began to make, 

1 found toa long 1’d flept, and was too late 
awake; [fake 

1 found m’ ungrateful Mufe, for whofe falle 

~Ydid myfelf undo, 
Had robb’d me of my deareft ftore, 

My precious time, my friends, and reputation 100; 

Aud left me helplefs, friendlefs, very proud, and 
: poor. a “ 
vi. . 

Reafon, which in bafe bonds my folly “had en= 
1 ftraight to council call’d; —_ (thrail'd, 

Like fome old faithful friend, whom long ago 

Thad cathier’d, to pleafe my Aatteying fair, 

To me with readinels he did repair, 

Exprefs’d much tender checrfuinefs, to find 

Experience had reftor’d him to my mind; 

“And loyally did to me thew, 
How much hinfelf he did abufe, 
Who credited a fluttering, falfe, deftructive, trea 
~ cherous Mufe. 
cB alk’d the caufes why, He faid, 
“twas never known a Mufe c’er ftaid, 

‘When Fortune fled; for Fortune is a bawd 

‘To all the Nine that on Parnalus dwell, 

Where thofe fo fam’d delightful fountains fwelk 

‘OF poctry, which there docs ever flow ; 

z And where wit's lufty, thining god 
Keeps his choice feraglio. 
So whilft our fortune fmiles, our thoughts afpire, 
Pleafure and fame’s our bufinefs, and delire, 
Then, too, if we find, 
A promptnefs in the mind, 

The Mofe is always ready, always kind, 

But if th’ old harlot, Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all cur pleafure and rich fancy dies. 
And then th’ young, flippery jilt, the Mu too 

from us fics, 7s 

p vil. 

'To the whole tale I wave attention due; 

ind as right fearch into myself | made, 

“4 found all he had hid, : 
“Was very honeft, very true. 
-O how | hugg’d my welcome friend ? 

And much my Mufe ! could not difcommend ! 

? For I ne’er liv'd in Fortune's grace, } 
She always turn’d her back, and fled from me i 

apace, : 
And ‘eter once vouchfaf’d tolet me fee herface. 
‘Then, to confirm me more, 
FE itj 
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He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes: 

See here, my fon, ({aid he) the valued prize: 
Thy fulfome Mufe behold, be happy, and be 
“+ wife, 

T look’, and faw the rampane, tawdry quean, 
With a more horrid train 


‘Than ever yet to fatire tent a tale, 
Or haunted Chloris in the mall. 
The firft was he who ftunk of that rank verte 
Jn which he wrote his Sodom Farce ; 
- A wretch whom old difeates did fo bite, 
‘That he writ bawdry fure in ipite, f 
To ruin and difgrace it quite. 
Philofophers of old did fo exprefs 
"Their ast, and thew’d it in their naftinefs 
Next him appear'd that blundering fot, 
Who a late Seffion of the Poets wrote. 
Nature has mark'd-him for a hesvy fool; 
"By ’s flat broad face you'll know the owl. 
‘The other birds have hooted him from light; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night, 
And only in the dark he trays; 
Frill wretch enough to live; with worfe fools 
: Spends his days, 
And for old thoes and {craps repeats dull 


plays, 
Phe next there followed, to make up the 
"throng, 
Lord Lampoon arid Monfieur Song, 
Who fought hér love, and promis’d for’s, 
To make her famous at the court. 
‘The city poct too was there, 
Ja a black fattin cap and his own hair, [nour 
. And begg'd that he might have the ho- 
*'To beget a pageant on her 
For the city’s next lord mayor. 
Her favours fhe to none deny'd: 
‘They took her all by turns afide. 
‘Zilj at che laft up in the rear there came 
‘The Poets! fcandal, and the Mufes’ thame, 
A beatt of monttrouis guife, and Libel was 
his name. 
But lee me paufe, for ‘twill afk time to tell 


How he was born, how bred and where, and |» 


* where he now does dwell. 
Ix, 
He paus’d, and thus renew'd his tale. 
Down in an obfcure vale, fife, 
*Midft fogs and fens, where mitts and vayours 
Where never fun was {een by eyes, 
Under a defert wood, {bred, 
Which no man own, but all wild beats were 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far forag’d fed, 
“ An ill pil’'d cottage ttood 
Bailt of men’s bones flaughter’d in civil war, 
By magic art broughe thither from afar, 
"There liv’d a widow’d witch, 

That us’d to mumble curfes eve and morn, 
Like one whom wants and care had worn; 
Meagre her looks, and funk her eyes, 

Vet mifchiefs ftudy’d, difcords did devife. 

$h' appeared humble, but it was her pride: 

Slow in her fpecch, in femblance fanctify’d. 

Still when the fpoke fhe meant another way 3 





aaad when fhe cury’d, the feem'd to pra y 
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Ha helkth charms had alla holy drefs, 
And bore the name of godlinels, 
Allher famiiiars feem’d the fons of Peace. 
Honelt habits they all wore, 
In outward thew moft lamb-like and divine: 
But inward of all vices they had ftore, 
Greedy as wolves, and feifual too as fwine. 
Like her, the facred feriptures they had aii by 
heart, . 
Mott eafily could quote, and turn ta any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as witclies «heir prayers do, 
And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with her was held impure, 
Becaufe, befides herfelf, no idol fhe °d endure, 
‘Shough not to paint, fhe *d arts to change 
the face, é 
And alter it in heavenly fathion. 
Lewd whining the defin’d a mark of grace, 
And making ugly faces was mortification, 
Her late deadpander was of well known fame, 
Old Prefbyter Rebellion was his name: 
She a fworn for to king, his peace, und laws, 
So will be ever, and was call’d (bicf. us!) the 
good old cause, 


2 
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x. 
A time there was (a fad one too) 
When all things wore the face of woe, 
When many horrors rag’d in this our land, 
And a deftroying angel was fent down, 
To fcourge the pride of this rebellious cown. 
He came, and o’er all Britain fretch’d his Gonsa 
quering hand: 
Till in th’ untrodden fircets unwholfome grafs 
Grew of great ftalk, its colour grofs, 
And melancholic poifonous green ; 
Like thofe coarfe fickly weeds on an uld dunghill 
feen, 
Where fome marrain-murder’d 
Poifon’d cat, or ferangled d: [of 
In rottennel: had jong unbary’d Jad, 
And the cold foil productive made. 
Birds of ill onsen hiover’d in the air, 
And by their cries bads us for graves prepares 
And, as our deftiny they feem’d ¢ unfuld, 
Dropt ccad of the fame fate they had feretold, 
. That dire commiffion ended, down there came 
Another angel with a fword of fame: 
Defciation foon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in athes laid. 
DiftraGions und diftrufis then eid amongft us rife, 
When, in her pivus old difguile, 
This witch, with all her mi{chief-making train 
Began to thew herfelf again. [alls 
The fons of Old Rebellion ftraight the fummon’d 
Straight they were ready at her call : 
Once more th’ old bait before their eyes fhe 
caft, 
That and her love they long’d to tate; 
And to her Juft the drew them all at lait. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore} 
Was led aftray, and had pollutions with his {ae 
ther’s whore. 





hog, 





XI. : 
The better to conceal her lewd intent 
Ja iafety from oblerving eyes, 
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‘Th’ old flronspet did herfélf difguife 
In comely weeds, and to the city went, 
Affected truth, much modefty and grace, 
And (like a worn out fuburb trull) paft there for 
anew face. 
Thither all her lovers fock’d, 
And there for her fupport the found 
A wight, of whom Fame’s trumpet much does 
found, 
‘With all ingredients for his bufinefs ftock’d, 
Not unlike him whofe ftory has a place 
Tu th’ annals of Sir Hudibras. 
OF all her bufinei’s he tock care, 
And every knave or foul that to her did rain 
Had by him adnwittance there. 
By his contrivance to her did refort 
All who had been difgufted at the court. 
Thofe whofe ambition had been croft, 
Or by ill manners had preferments loft, 
‘Were thofe on whom fhe pradtis’d moft her 
charms, 
Lay neareft to her heart, and ofteneft in her arms, 
Intereft in every fadtion, every fed, the fought ; 
And to her lure, flattering their hopes, the 
brought 
All thofe who ufe religion fora fathion, 
All fuch as practife forms, and take great pains 
‘Vo make their godlinets their gains, 
Aud thrive by the diftra@ions of a nation, 
She by her art infuar’d, and fetter’d in her chains. 
Pec her the Atkcift hop'd to purchafe to- 
lerativn, 
The rebel power the beggar’d {pendthrift londs, 
Out of the king’s or bifhop’s hands. 
Nay, to her Ade at jaft the drew in all the rude, 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude : 
Promis’d flrange liberties, and fure redrefs 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances : 
Pamper'd their foilies, and indulg’d their hopes, 
With May-day routs, November fquibs, and burn~ 
ing pafteboard popes. 
xGk, 
‘With her in common luit did mingle all the crew, 
“Lill st the lait the pregnant grew, 
And from her womb, in little time, brought 
forth 
‘This monftrous, and detefted birth, 
Of children born with teeth we'veheard, 
And fome like comets with a beard ; 
Which feem'd to be forerunners of dire change: 
Bat never hitherto was feen, 
Bornfrom a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean, 
A form like this, fo hideous and fo ftrange. 
To help whofe mother in her pains, there came 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrify was there, 
And madam Impudence the fair : 
Dame Scandal with her fquinting eyes, 
That loves to fet good neighbours at debate, 
And raife commotions in a jealous fate, 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far fpread lies, 
With all their train of frauds and iorgerics. 
But midwife Mutiny, that bufy drab, 
‘That's always talking, always loud, 
‘Was fhe tha: fir took up the babe, 
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And of the office moft was proud, 
Behold its head ef Korrid form appears; ~ 
‘Yo fpite the pillory, it had no ears, 
When ftraight the bawd cry'd out, "twas furely 
To the bleft family of Pryn, {kin 
But Scandal offer'd to depofe her word, 
Or oath, the father was a Jord. 
‘The nofe was ugly, long, and big, 
Broad, and fnauty, like a pig dig; 
Which fhew’d he would in dunghills love to. 
Lov'd to caft ftinking fatires upin ill-pil’d rhymes, 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times, ‘. 
xu 
They promis’d all by turns to take him, 
And a hopeful youth to make him, 
To nurfe he ftraight was fent, 
To a fifter-witch, though of another fort, 
One who profeft no good, nor any meant + 
All day the pradtis’d charms, by night ihe hardly 
flept, 
Yet in the outcafts of a northern fa@ious town, 
A little fimoaky manfion of her own, : 
Where her familiars to her did refort, 
Acell the kept. 
Hell the ador’d, and Satan was her god ; 
And many an ugly loathfome toad 
Crawl'd round her walls, and croak’d. 
Under her roof all difmal, black, and fmok’d, 
Harbour'd beetles, and unwholfome bats, 
Sprawling nefts of little cats; 7 
All which were imps fhecherith’d with her blood, 
To make her fpells fucceed and . 
Still at her fhrivel’d beafts shey hung, whene’er 
mankind fhe curft, four, 
And with thefe folter-brethren was our monfter 
In litcle time the hell-bred brat 
Grew plump and fat, 
Without his leading ftrings could walk, 
And {as the forcerefs taught him) talk. 
At feven years old he went to fchool, 
Where firft he grew a foe to rale. 
Never would he learn as taught, 
But fill new ways affected, and new methods 
Not that be wanted parts [foughe, 
‘T? improve in letters, and proceed in arts; 
But, as negligent as fly, 
Of all perverfenefs brutithly was fall, 
(By nature idle) loy'd to thift and lie, 
And was obftinately dull. 
‘Till, fpite of Nature, through great pains, the fot 
(Aud influence of th’ ill genius of our land) 
At laft in part began to underftand. 
Some infight in the Latin tongue he got ; 
Could fmattcr pretty well, and write too a plain 
hand. 
For which his guardians all think fit, 
In compliment to his moft hopeful wit, 
He fhould be fent to learn the laws, 
And out of the good old to raife a dama’d new 
caufe. 7 
xiv. 
In which the better to improve his mind, 
As by Nature he was bent [find, 
To fearch in hidden paths, and things long bury’d 
A wretch’s converfe much he did frequent : 


a8 
One whe this -werld, as that did him, difown’d, 
And in an unfrequented corner, where 
Nothing was pleafant, hardly healthiul found, 

He ted his hated life. 
Needy, and ev'n of neceffaries bare, 
No fetwant had he, children, friend, or wife : 
But of a tittle remnant, get by fraud, 
{For ait ill urns he lov'd, all good detefted, und 
> beliew’d no God) 
‘Thrice in a week he chang’d a hoarded groat, 
‘With which of beggarsferapshe bought. 
‘Then from a neighbouring fountain water 
Oty 
5 Not to be clean, but flake his thirft. 
Be never bleft himfelf, and all things elfe he curft. 
‘The cell in which he (though but feldom))} 
flept, 
ay likea den, uncleans'd, unfwept : { 
And-there thofe jewels which he lov’d he | 
kept ; 
‘Old worn out ftatutes, and records 

Of commen privileges, and the rights of lords. 

But bound up by themfelves with care were laid 
All the acts, refolvee, and orders, made 
* By the old long Rumr-parliament, 

+ ‘Through all the changes of its government : 
From which with readinefs he could debate 
Concerning matters of the flate, 

All down from goodly forty-one to horrid forty- 

o ight, 


xv. 
His friendfhip much our monfter fought 
By inftim&, and by inclination too : 
So without much ado 
They were together brought. 
‘To him obedience Libel fwore, and by him was 
he taught. 
He learn’d of him all goodnefs to dete ; 
To be afham’d of no difgrace ; 
In all things but obedience to be beat 7 
‘To hide a coward’s heart, and fhew a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog, 
But to bear beatings like a dog : 
'T’ have no religion, honetly, or fenfe, 
But to profefs them all for a pretence. 
Franght with thefe morals, he began 
To compicte him more for man : 
Diftinguith’d to him in an hour 
‘Twixt legiflative and judicial power ; 
How to frame a commonweaith, 
And democracy, by ftealth; 
‘To palliate it at firft, and ery, 
Twas but a well mixt monarchy, { 
And treafon falus populi ; 
Into-rebellion to divide the-nation, 
By fair committees of affeciation ; 
How by a lawful means to bring 
Jn arms againt bimfclf the king, 
With a diflinguifhing old trick, 
°Twixt perfons natural and politic ; 
How to make faithful fervants traitors, 
‘Thorougb-pac’d rebels legiflators, 
And at laft troopers adjutators. 
‘Thus well inform’d, and furnith’d with enough 
Of fuch hke werdy, canting ttuff, 
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Our blade fet forth, and quickly grew 
A leader in-a fa@tious crew. . 
Where’er he came, twas he firft filenee broke, 
And fwell’d with every word he fpoke, 
By which becoming faucy graee, 
He gain’d authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit, 
For talking treafon without fear or wit; 
For opening failings in the tate ; 
For loving noify and unfound debate, 
And wearing of a myftical green ribband in 
his hat. 
xv. 
Thus, like Alcides in his Lion's fxin, 
He very dreadful grew, 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in, 
And th’ hero to his diftaff drew, 
His foes that found him faw he was but man 
So when my faithlefs Clio by her fnare 
Had brought him to her arms, and I furpris’s 
him there, 
At once to hate and fcorn him I began; 
To fec how foolithly the 'd drett, 
And for diverfion trick'd the beaft, 
He was poctry all o’er, 
On every fide, behind, before : 
About him nothing could I fee 
But party-colour’d poetry. 
Painter’s advices, litanies, 
Ballads, and ali the fpurious excefs  —.____, 
Of ills that malice could devife, =~ “)" 
Or ever fwarm'd from a licentious prets, 
Hung round about him like a {pell : 
And in his own hand too was writ, 
That worthy piece of modern wit, 
The country’s late appeal. 
But from fuch iils when will our wretched far. 
Be reed? andwho hall cruth this ferpent's head 
*Tis laid we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon fent by fate 
To lay a finful kingdom wafte: ¢ 





So through it all he rang’d, devouring ashe paft, 
And each day with a virgin broke his fatt: 
‘Till wretched matrons curft their womb 
So hardly was their Jofs endur’d : 
The lovers all defpair'd, and fonght their 
tombs {curd 
In the fame monfter’s jaws, and of their pains were 
‘Till, like our monfter too, and with the fame 
Curft ends, to the metropolis he came ; 
His crueltics renew’d again, 
And every day a maid was flain. 
The curie through every family had paft, 
When to the facrifice at laft 
‘Th’ unhappy monarch’s only child mut bow: 
A royat daughter needs muit fuffer then, a roya, 
brother now. 
Xvi. 
On him this dragon Libel needs will, prey ; 
On him has caft 
His fordid venom, and profan'd 
With fpurioys verte his iporlefs fame, 
Which fhall for ever ftand 
Unblemifh’d, and-to ages laft, 
When all his foes lie buried in their thame. 


POEMS 


Elfe tell me why (fome praphet that is wife) 
Heaven took fuch care 
To make him every thing that’s rare, 
Dear to the heart, defirous to the eyes. ! 
Why do all good men blefs him as he goes? | 
‘ Why at his prefence fhrink his foes? 
“Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend? H 
Why through the world is he diftinguifh’é mo | 
By titles, which but few can boalt, 
A moft juft malter, and a faithful friend ? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young ? 
Of him what orphan can complain ? 
Of him what widow make her moan ? 
But fuch as with him here again, 
‘And mifs his goodnefs now he’s gone. 
TE this be (as I am fure tis) true ; 
Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell me too, 
Why lives he in the world’s eftcem, 
Not one man’s foe? and then why are not all 
men friends with him ? 
XVITE. 
‘Whene’er his life was fet at flake 
For his ungrateful country’s fake, 
What dangers or what labours did they ever fhun? 
Or what wonders bas not done? 
Watchful all night, and bufy alf the day, 
(Spreading his fleet in Gght of Holtand’s 
fhore) 
_Esiamphantly ye faw his flags and ftreamers play. 
ia Then did the Englith lion roar, 
Whilft the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big withthe thoughts of conqueft and renown, 
Of Britain's honour, and his own, 
To them he like a threatening comet fhin’d, 
Rough as the fea, and furious as the wind ; 
Bue conftane as the ftars that never move, 
Or as women would have Jove. 
‘The trembling genius of their flate 
Look’d out, and frraight fhrunk back his 
head, 
‘To fee our daring banners fpread : 
Whilft in their harbours they 
Like batten’d monfters weltcring lay; 
The winds, when our’s th’ ad kifs'd {corn'd with 
their flags to play ; 
But drovping hike their captains’ hearts, 
Each pendant, every ftreamer hung : 
The feamen feem’d «’ have loft their arts: 
‘Their fhips at anchor now, of which w’ had heard 
them boaft, 
With ill furl’d fails and rattling loofe, by every 
billow-toft, 
Lay like neglected harps, untun'd, unftrang ; | 
‘Vill at the laf, provok’d with ihame, 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes camic 5 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grav 
Seldom true, and now not brave + 
They blufter’d out the day with thew of fight, 
And ran away in the good-natur’d night. 
ax, 
A bloody battle next was foughe, 
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet nel 
: broughr, 
With fpoils of viGory and glory fraught, 











ay 
To him then every heart was cpen, down ~ 
From the great man to the clown: 
In him rejoie’d, to him inclin’d; 
And as his health round the glad board did paft, 
Each honeft fellow cry'd, Fill full my glafs; 
And fhew'd the fulnefs of his mind. 
No difcontented vermin of ill times 
Durft then affront him bat in thew ; 
Nor Libel dafh him with his dirty rhymes; 
Nor may he live in peace that docs it now. 
And whofe heart would not with fo too, 
‘That had bat feen : 
When his tumultuous mifled foes 
Again him rofe. 
With what heroic grace 
He chofe the weight of wrong to undergo ! 
No tempeft on his brow, unalter’d in his face, 
‘True wituefs of the innocence within. 
But, when the meffengers did mandates briag 
For his retreat to foreign land, 
Since {int from the relenting hand 
Of the moft loving brother, kindeft king ; 
If in his heart regret did rife, 
It never fcap’d his tongue or eyes; 
With fteady virtue ‘twas allay’, 
And like a mighty conqueror he obey’d, 
ux. t 
It was a dark and gloomy day, 
Sad as the bufinefs, fullen too 
As proud men, when in vain they woo, 
Or foldiers cheated of their pay. 
The Court, where pleafures us’d to flow, 
Became the {cene of mourning and of woe : 
Defolate was every room, 
Where men for news and bufinefs us’d to come: 
With folded arms and downcaft cyes men walk’d 
In corners, and with caution talk’d. 
All things prepar’d, the hour drew near 
When he muft part : his lat thort time was {pent 
In leaving bleflings on his children dear: 
‘Yo them with eager hafte and love he went ; 
‘The cldepgirt embrac’d, 
As new-borfl day in beauty bright, 
But fad in mind as dcepeft night : [paft, 
What tendereft hearts could fay, betwixt them 
‘Till grief too clofe upon them crept; 
So fighing he withdrew, fhe turn’d away and wept. 
Much of the father in his breaft did rife, 
When on the next he fix’d his eyes, 
A tender infant in tae nurfe’s arms, 
Full cf kind play, and pretty charms ¢ 
And as to give the farewell lifs he near it drew, 
About his manly neck te Lttle arme it threw 3 
Sunil'd in bis eyes, as if i: begg’d his ftay, 
and look'd kind things it could not fay. 
axXT. 
But the great pomp cf gricf was yet to come. 
‘Th’ appointed time was almoft paft, 
Th’ impatient tides knock’d at the thore, and bid 
him hafte 
To feck a foreign homes 
The fummons he refolv’d vobey, 
Difdaining of his fefferings to complain, 
Thovgi every ftep feem’'d trod with paing 
So forth he came, attended on his way 
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“By 2 fad Samenting throng, 
‘That bleft bim, and about him hong. 
A weight his generous heart cculd hardly bear; 
Bur for the comfort that wzs near, 
His beauteous Mate, the fountain of his joys, 
That fed his foul with love ; 
The cordial that can mortal pains remove, 
‘To which all worldly bleffings elfe are toys. 
Ufaw them ready for departure ftand ; 
Jo when approach’d the. Monarch of our 
land, (hand : 
And took the charming Mourner by the 
‘T’ exprefs all nobleft offices he ftrove, 
Of royal goodnefs, and a brother’s love. 
Then down to the thore fide, 
convey them did two royal barges ride, 
With folemn pace chey pafs'd, 


Where to 
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Read this, and reading how my foul is feiz'd, 

Rather than net, be with my ruin pleas'd : 

‘Thus fecrets fate to fartheft thores may move ; 

By letiers foes converte, and learn to Jove. 

Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try'd, 

Upon my faultering tongue abortive dy'd; 

Long shame prevail’d, nor could be conquer'é 
quite, 

But what f bluth’d to fpeak, Love made me write. 

“Tis dangerous to refift the power of Love, 

‘The gods obey him, and he's king above ; 

He clear’d the doubts that did my mind confound, 

And promis’d me to bring thee hither bound : 

Oh may he come, and in that breaft of thine 

Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine ! 

Yet of my wedlock vows I'll lofe no care, 

Search back through all my fame, thou'lt find it 
fair. 








nd there fo tenderly embrac’d. 
All griev'd by fympathy to fee them p:rt, 
And their kind pains touch’d cach by-ftander’s 
heart, 
Then hand in hand the pity’d pair 
‘furn'’d round to face their fate ; 
Sheev'n amidft afficions fair, 
He, though oppreft, fill great. 
Into th’ expe@ting boat with hatte they went, 
Where, as the troubled Fair-one to the {hore fume 
withes fent 
For that dear pledge th’ad left behind, 
And as her paflion grew too mighty for her mind, 
She of fome tears her eyes beguil’d, 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay, 
The happy hero kifs'd away, 
And, as the wept, bluth’d with difdain, and fmil’d. 
Strait forth they lawnch into the high-fwoln 
"Thames; 
The well-ftruck oars lave up the yielding ftreams. 
All fix'd their longing eyes, and wifhing ftood, 
‘Till.they were got into the wider flood ; 
‘Till feffen’d out of fight, agd teen no more, 
‘Then figh'd, and turn’d into the hated thore, 


PHAEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 
TRANSLATED OUT CF OVID, 


Bhe Argument. 


‘Thefeus, the fon of Aigeus, having Sain the Mi- | 


notaur, promifed to Ariadne, the daughter of 
Minos and Pafiphae, for the aflittance which 
fhe gave him, to carry her home with him, and 
make her his wife; fo together with her fitter 
Phaedra they went on board and failed to Chios, 
where being warned by Bacchus, he left Ari 
adne, and married her filter Phaedra, who after- 
wards, in Thefeus her hufband’s abfence, fell 
in love with Hippolytus her fon-in-law, who 
had vow'd celibacy, and was a hunter; where 
fore, fince the could not conveniently otherwife, 
the chofe by this epiftie to give him an account 
of her paffion. 


Te thou’rt unkind U ne'er fhall health enjoy, 








But Love long breeding to wort pain does turn; _ 

Outward unharm’d, within, within | barn ! 

As the young bull or courfer yet untam’d, 

When yok'd or bridled firft, are pinch’d and 
main’d ; 

So my unpradtis’d heart in leve can find 

No ref, th’ unwonted weight fo toils my mind : 

When young, Love’s pangs by arts we may 
Temrove, ie 

But in our-riper years with rage we love. 

Yo thee ( yicld then all my dear renown, , 

And pr’ythee let’s together be undone. © 

Who would not pluck the new-blown blulhing®: 

Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows? 

But if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Efteem for {potlefs, fhall it now be ftain'd ? 

Oh, in thy love I shall no hazard run; 

*Tis not a fin, but when ’tis coarfely done, 

Ayd ndw fhould Juno leave her Jove to me, 

Vd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, fir thee : 

Believe me too, with ftrange defires { change, 

Amongil wild beatts | long with thee to range. 

To thy delights and Delia I incline, 

Make her my goddefs too, becaufe fhe’s thine : 

T long to know the woods, to drive the deer, 

And o’er the msurrain’s tops my hounds to cheer, 

Shaking my dart; then, the chafe ended, lie [by? 

Stretch'd on the grafs; and would’fl not thou be 

Oft in light chariots | with pleafure ride, 





And love myfelf the farious fteeds to guide. 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild f {tray, 

Or old Cybele’s privits, as mad as they 

When under Ida’s hills they offerings pay : 
Ev'n mad as thofe the dcities of night 

And water, Fauns and Dryads, do affright. 
But {till each littie interval 1 gain, 

Eafily find ‘tis love breeds all my pain. 

Sure on our race Jove like a fate does fall, 
And Venus will have tribute of us all 

Jove lov’d Europa, whence my father came, ~ 
‘And, to a bull transform’d, enjoy’d the dame : 
She, like my mother, languith’d to obtain, 
And fill'd her womb with fhame as well as pain. 
"The faithlefs Thefeus by my fifter’s aid 

‘The monfter flew, and a fafe conqueft made: 
Now, in that family my right to fave, 





Yet much I with to thee, my lovely boy ; 


Tam at laft on the fame terms a flave 
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"Twas fatal to my filter and to me, 

She lov’d thy father, but my choice was thee. 

Let monuments of triumph then be fhown 

For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 

When firft our vows were to Eleulis paid, 

‘Would 1 had in a Cretan grave been laid ; 

?Twas there thou didit a perfea conquett gain, 

Whillt love's fierce fever rag’d in every vein : 

White was thy robe, a garland deck’d thy head, 

A modeft bluih thy comely face o’erfpread : 

‘That face, which may he terribic in arms, 

But graceful feem’d 1o wie, and fail of charms: 

J love the man whofe falhion’s leatt his care, 

And hate my fex’s coxeombs fine and fair; 

For whilt thus piain thy carclefs locks let Ay, 

Th’ unpolith’d form is beauty in my cye. 

If thou but ride, or fhake the trembling dart, 

I fix my“eyes, and wonder ar thy art : 

To fee thee poife the javelin moves delight, 

And all thou doft is lovely in my fight : 

But to the woods thy cruelty refign, 

Nor treat it with fo poor a life as mine, 

Mutt cold Diana be ador’d alone, 

Mult the have ail thy vows. and Venus none? 

Fhat pleafure pails, if ‘cis cnjoy’d too long ; 

Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ftrong. 

For Cynthia's fake unbend and eafe thy bow, 

Elfe to thy arm ‘twill weak and ufeleis grow. 

Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain, 

An im many a boar and pard Wasalain, 

urora’s love he did incline, 

Who wifely left old age for youth like thine. 

‘Under the fprcading thades her amorous boy, 

‘The fair Adonis, Venus could ex.joy ; 

Atalanta’s love too Meleager fought, 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught : 

‘Be thou and I the next bleft fylvan pair ; 

‘Where love's a Rranger, woods but deferts are. 

“With thee, through dangerous ways unkoown 

before, : 

Til rove, and fearlefs fucc the dreadful boar. 

Between two feas a tite iithmus lies, 

Wherfon each fide the beating billows rife, 

‘There in Trazena I thy love will meet, 

More bleft and pleas’d than in my native Crete. 

As we could with, old Thefeus is away 

At ‘Theffaly, where always let him ftay 

‘With his Perithoits, whom well I fee 

Preferr’d above Hippnly:us or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreft his hate ; 

We both have fuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother firft_he cruelly did flay, ra 
5 





Then from my fier fally ran away, 

And left expos'd to every beaft a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a fon fo brave, 

From cruel Thefeus yet her death did find, 

Nor, though the gave him thee, could make him 
Kind. 

Unwedded too he nurder'd her in {pight, 

‘To baftardize, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two ions I've brought, 

Believe it his, and none of Phdra’s fault : 

Rather, thon faire thing the earth contains, 

I with at firft I'd dy’d of mother’s pains, 
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How canft thou reverence then thy father’s hed, 

From whi: , ‘imfelf fo abjeSly is fled? . 

The thougi. affrights not me, but me inflames; 

Mother and fon are notions, very names 

OE worn-out piety, in fathion then 

When old duil Saturn rul’d the race of men; 

But braver Jove taught pleafure was no fin, 

And with his fifter did himfelf begin. 

Nearnefs of blood and kindred beft we prove,’ 

When we exprefs it in the clofett love. 

Nor need we fear our fault fhould be reveai'd; | - 

*T will ucder near relation be conceal'd, [crown 

And all who hear our loves. with ptaife thal! . 

A mother’s kindnefs to a grateful fon. 

No need at midnight in the dark to ftray, AS 

‘T’ unlock the gates, and cry, My love, this way! 

No buty fpies our pleafures to betray.” 

But in one houfe, as heretofore, we'll live; 

{n public, kiffes take; in public, give: * 

Though in my bed thou'rt feen, "twill gain applaufe 

From all, whilft none have fenfe to guefs the canfe: 

Only make hafte, and let this league be fign’d; 

So may my tyrant Love to thee be kind, - 

For-ths Tam a humble fuppliant grown ; 

Now where are all my boafts of greatnefsgone 2 

I fwore I ne’er would yicld, refolv’d to fight, ° 

Deceiv’d by Love, that’s feldom in the Tight $ 

Now on my own I crawl to clafp thy knees; 

What's decent no true lover cares or fees : 

Shame, like a beaten foldjer, leaves the place, 

But beauty’s blafhes ftill are in my face. ! 

Forgive this fond confeffion which I make, 

And then fome pity on my fufferings take, 

What though 'midft feas my father’s empire less 

Though my great grandfire thunder from the 'ikics: 

What though my father’s fice in beame dreft gay 

Drives round the burning chariot of the day ; 

Their honour all in me to Love’s a flave, 

Then, though thou wilt not me, their honowr fave, 

Jove’s famous ifland, Crete, in dower Pl] bring, 

and there fhall my Hippolytus be king : 

For Venus’ fake then hear and grant my prayer, 

So miay"it thou never iove a fcornful fair ; 

In fields fo may Diana grace thee fill, 

And every wood afford thee game to kill; 

So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 

Be kind, fo may the boar before thee fall; 

So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day, z 

Though thou their fex defpife, thy thirft allay, 

Millions of tears to thefe my prayers I join, — 

Which as thou read’ft with thofe dear eyes of ° - 
thine, mine. | 

Think that chou fee’ft the ftreams that flow from 








EPISTLE TO MR. DUKE*, . 


My much lov'd friend, when thou art from my 
eyes, 

How do I loathe the day, and light defpife! 

Night, kinder night’s the much more welcome 
gueft, 

For though it bring fimall eafe, it hides at leaft; 


* Sce the Anfwer, in‘ Duke's Poems,” 


Or if e’or flambers and my eyes agree, {thee, 

‘Tis when they’re'crown'd with plea “-g dreams of 

Laft night methought {heaven make the next as 
kind! | 


Free as firft innocence, and unconfin’d 
As our firft parents in their Eden were, 
Ere yet condemn’d to eat their bread with cares 
‘We two together wander'd through a grove, 
*Twhs green beneath us, and all thade above, g 
Mild as our friendfhip, {pringing as our love ; 
Hundreds of cheerful birds fill’d every tree, 
‘And fung their joyful fongs of liberty ; 
“While through the gladfome choir well pleas’d we 
walk’d, 
And of our prefent valued -flate thus talk’d: 
How thappy are we in this {weet retreat ? 
‘Thus humbly bleft, who'd labour to he great? 
‘Who for preferments at a court would wait, 
Where every gudgeon’s nibbling at the bait? 
What ‘fith of fenfe would on that {hallow lic, 
Amongft the little flarving wriggling fry, 
"That throng and crowd cach other for a tafte 
Of the deceitful, painted, poifon’d pafte ; 
When the wide river he behind him fees, 
Where he may launch to liberty and cafe ? 
No cares or ‘bufinefs here difturb our hours, 
‘While, underneath thefe fhady peaceful bowers, 
Tn cool delight and innocence we ftray, 
Aad midit 2 thoufand pleafures wafte the day; 
Sometimes upon a river’s bank we lie, 
“Where fkimmiing fivallows o'er the furface fy, 
Juit asthe fun, declining with his beams, 
Kiffes and gently warms the gliding Rreams ; 
Amidf whofe current rifing fifhes play, 
And rofl in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps ‘hard by chere grows a little buth, 
On which the Jinnct, nightingale, and thrufh, 
Nightly their foleran orgies meeting keep, 
And fing their vefpers e’er they go to fleep: 
"There we two lie, between ns may be's {pread 
Some books, few underftand, thongh many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil’s facrcd leaves turn o'er, 
Still wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more. 
How Juno's rage cid good Aincas vex, 
Then how he had revenge upon her fex 
In Dido’s'ftate, whom bravely he enjoy'd, 
And quitted her as bravely too when cloy’d; 
“He knew the fatal danger of her charms, 
And {corn’d to melt his virtue in her arms. 
Next ‘Nifus and Euryalus we admire, 
Their gentle friendfhip, and their martial fire; 
‘We praife their valour, ‘canfe yet mateh’d by none, 
‘And love their friendfhip, fo much iike our own, 
But when to give our minds a featt indeed, 
Horace, beft known and lov’d by thee, we read, 
Who can our thanfports, or our lengings tell, 
‘Yo tafte of pleafures, prais'd by him fo weil? 
‘With thoughts of love and wine by him we're fi 
‘Two things in fwect retirement much cefir’d 3 
A gencroas bottle anda lovefome the, 
_ Are th’ only joys in mature next to thee z 
To which reticing quietly at night, 
if.(as that only can) to add delighe, 
hen to our little cottage we repair, 
‘We find a friend or two, we'd with for there, 
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Dear Beverly, kind es parting lovers teart, 

Adderly, honeft as the {word he wears, 

Willon, profeffing friendfhip yet a friend, 

Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend, 

Finch, full of kindnefs, generous as his bleod, 

Watchful ta do, to modeft merit, good 5 

Who have forfook the vile tamultrous town, 

And for a tafte of life to us come down; 

With eager arms, how clofely we embrace ! 

What joys in every heart, and every face! - 

The moderate table’s quickly cover’d o'er, 

With choiceft meats at leaft, though not with ftor 

Of bottles next fucceeds a goodly train, 

Full of what cheers the heart, and fires the braii 

Each waited on by a bright. virgin glafs, 

Clean, found, and fhining like its drinker’s lafs. 

Then down we fit, while every genius tries 

T’ improve, till he deferves his facrifice ¢ 

No fancy hour prefumes to ftint delight, [nig] 

We laugh, love, drink, and when that’s done * 

Well warm’d and pleas’d, as we think fit we'll pa: 

Each takes th’ obedient treafure of his heart, 

And leads her willing to his filent bed, 

Where no vexatious cares come near his head, 

But every fenfe with perfe& pieafure’s fed ; 

Till in fall joy diffolv’d, each falls afk 

With twining limbs, that ftill love’s pohtuse kee} 

At dawn of morning to renew delight, 

So quiet craving Love, till the next night + 

Then we the drowly cells of fléep fordet=—aadis 

And to our books our carlie(t vifit make; =“ 

Or elfe our thoughts to their attendance call, 

And there, methinks, Fancy fits queen of all; 

While the poor under-faculties refort, 

And to her fickle majefty make court 5 

‘Phe underftanding ficft comes plainly clad, 

Bat ufefully; no entrance to be had, 

Next tames the will, that bully of the mind, 

Follics wait on him in a troop behind; 

He meets reception from the antic queen, : 

Who thinks her majefty’s moft Honour’é, when} 

Attended by thofe fine-dreft gentlemen. * 

Reafon, the honett counfellor, this knows, 

And into court with refoléte virtue goes 5 

Lets Fancy fve her loofe irregular fway, 

‘Then how the flattering follies freak away? 

This image, when it cane, too fiercely fhook 

My brain, which irs foft quiet ftraight forfook 5 

When waking as I caft my eyes around, 

Nothing but old Joath’d van I found ; 

No grove, no freedom, and, what's worfe tome, 

No friend; for | have none compar’d with thee. 

Soon then my thoughts with their old tyrant Ca; 

Were feiz’d; which to divert, J fram’d this prayer 
Gods! life’s your gift, then feafon’t with fut 

fate, 

That what ye meart a bleffing prove no weight 

Let me to the remoteft part be whirl’d, tee 

Of this your play-thing made in hafte, the work 

But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace, 

By day what’s needful, and at night Toft eafe ; 

The friend I troft in, and the fhe f love, 

Then fix me; and if e’er 1 with remove, 

Make me as great (that’s wretched) as ye cany 

Set me in power, the woefull’ft fate of man; 
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Tobe by fools mifled, to knaves # prey, 
Bat make life what 1 afk, or tak’t away. 





TO MR. CREECH, 
UPON HIS 
YRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 


Srr, when your book the firft time came abroad, 
1 muft confefs I food amaz’d and aw’d; 
For, as to fome good-nature I pretend, 
I fear'd to read, left 1 fhould not commend. 
Lucretius Englifh’d ! ’twas a work might fhake 
‘The power of Englith verfe to undertake. 
‘This all roen thought; but you are born, we find, 
‘T’ outdo the expedtations of mankind ; 
Since you've fo well the noble tafk perform’d, 
Envy's appeas’d, and prejudice difarm’d : 
For when the rich original we perufe, 
And by it try the metal you produce, 
Though there indeed the pureft ore we find, 
Yet Mill in you it fomething feems refin'd : 
Thus when the great Lucretius gives @ loofe, 
And fathes to her {peed his fiery Mufe; 
Sdll with him you maintain an equal pace, 
And bear full Qretch upon him all the race 
But when in rugged way we find him rein 
His verfé, and not fo fnrooth a ftroke maintain ; 
ere the advantage he receives is found, 
7 you tavght temper, and to choofe his ground. 
Next, his philofophy you’ve fo expreft 
In genuine terms, fo plain, yet neatly dreft, 
‘Thofe murdefers that now mingle it all day 2 





In {chools, may fearn from you the eafy way 

‘To let us know what they would mean and fay : 

Hf Ariftotle’s friends will thew the grace 

‘To wave for once that ‘fatute in their cafe, 

Go on then, Sir, and fince you could afpire, 

-And reach this height, aim yet at laurels higher : 

Secure great injur’d Maro from the wrong 

He unredeem’d has Jabour’d with fo Jon, 

In Holbourn rhyme, and, left the book should: 
fail, 

Expos’d with pictures to promote the fale : 

So tapfters fet out figas, for nuddy ale. 

You're gnly able to retrieve his doom, 

And make him here as fam’d as once at Rome: 

For fure, when Jalius firft this ifle fubdued, 

Your anceftors then mixt with Roman blood ; 

Some near ally’d to that whence Ovid came, 

Virgil and Horace, thofe three fons of Fame ; 

Since to their memory it is fo truc, 

And fhews their poetry fo much in you. 

Go on in pity to this wretched ifle, 

Which ignorant poetafters do defile 

With loufy madrigals for lyric verfe ; 

‘Inftead of comedy with nafty farce. 

‘Would Plautus, Terence e’cr, have been fo lewd 

‘F’ have dreft Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd? 

Or Sophocles five tedious acts have made, 

To thew a whining fool in love betray’d 

By fome falfe friend or flippery chambermaid, 

‘Then, e’er he hangs himfelt, bemoans his fal] 

Eas dull {peech, and that fine language call ? 
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No, fince we live in fuch’a fulfome age, [fages 
When nonfenfe loads the prefs, co the 
‘When blockheadé will claim wit in nature's fpighe, 
And every dunce, that ftarves, prefumes to write, 
Exert yourfelf, defend the Mufe’s caufe, aa 
Proclaim theirs right, and to maintain their laws 
Make the dead ancients {peak the Britith tongue 5 
That fo each chattering daw, who aims at fong. 
In his own mothcr tongue may humbly read. 
What engines yet are wanting in his head 

To make him equal te the mighty dead, 

For of all Nature's works we moft fhould fcora 
The thing who thinks himfelf a poet born, 
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly dpells, 
And fenfelefely, as fqyirrels jangle bells. 

Such things, Sir, here abopnd ; may ‘therefore you 
Be ever to your friends, the Mufes, true ! 

May our defects be by your powers fupply'd, 

Till, as our envy now, you grow aur prides 

Till by your pen reftor’d, in triumph bore, 

‘The mafffty of poctry return! © 








EPILOGUE, 
SPOKEN UPON 
His Royal Highnefs the DUKE OF Yori, 


Coming to the Theatre, Friday, April 3, Dia, 


Wuen too much plerity, Juzury, anf cafe, 

Had furfeited this ifle to a difeafe ; 

When noifome blains did its bef parts o’erfpread, 

And on the reft their dire infection thed ; : 

Our great Phyfician, who. the nature knew 

Of the diftemper, and from whence it grew, 

Fix’d, for three kingdoms’ quiet, Sir, on you: 

He catt his fearching eyes o’er all the frame, 

And finding whence before one ficknefe came, 

How once before our mifchiefs fofter’d were,” 

Koew well your virtue, and apply’d you there+ 

Where fo your goodnefs, fo your juftice fway'd, 

You but appear'd, and the wild plague was flay’d. 
When, from the filchy dunghill-faGion me 


, 


New-form’d rebellion durit rear up its head, 
Antwer me all: Who ftruck the monfter dead? 

Sec, fee, the injur’d prince, and blefa his name, 
Think on the martyr from whofe loins he came; 
Think on the blood was thed for you before, 
And curfe the parricides that thirft for more, 
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware + 
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there; 
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve3. 
He wears a [word wili juftify your love. 
With blood itil ready for your good t” expend, 
And has a heart that ne’er forgot his friend, 

His dutcous loyalty before you lay, 
And learn of him, upmurmuring to obey. 
Think what he 'as borne, your quiet to neftore 5 
Repent your madnefs, and rebel no more, 

No more Jet Boutefeus hope to lead petitions, 
Scriveners to be treafurers; pediars, politicians ; 
Nor every fool, whofe wife has tript at court, 
Piuck up a fpicit, and turn rebel for’t, 
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Tn lands where cuckolds multiply like ours, 
‘What prince can be too jealous of their powers, 
OF can too often think himfelf alarm’d ? 
‘They ’re mal-contents that every where go arm'd: 
Acid when the horned herd’s together got, 
Nothing portends a commonwealth like that. 
Cait, caft your idols off, your gods of wood, 
Ere yet Philiftines fatten with your blood : 
Renounce your priefts of Baal with amen faces, 
Your Wapping feafts, and your Mile-end high 
aces. : 
Nail all your medals on the gallows poft, 
In recompence th’ original was loft ; 
At thefe, illuftrious repentanée pay, 
In his kind hands your humble offerings lay : 
Let royal pardon be by him-implor’d, 
‘Th’ atoning brother of your anger’d lord : 
He only beings a medicine fit t’ affuage 
A people's folly, and rouz’d-monarch’s rage. 
An infant prince, yct labouring in the womb, 
Fated with wondrous happinefs to come, ¢ 
He goes to fetch the mighty bleflings home : 
Send all your withes with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it fafely there, i 
‘The feas, like what theyll carry, calm and fair : 
Let the illuftrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, aa hereafter may her fon command; 
While our gigd monarch welcomes her to fhore, 
‘With kind affurance the fhall part no more. 
‘Be the majeftic babe then fmiling born, 
And all good figns of fate his birth adorn, 
So live and grow, a conftant pledge to Rand 
Of Coefar’s love to an obedient land. 


eed 
—— 


SPOKEN TO 
HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 
. ON HER 
RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, 
IN THE YEAR 1682, 


ALL you, who this day’s jubilee attend, 

‘And every loyal Mute's loyal friend, 

That come to treat your longing withes here, 
Turn your defiring eyes, and feaft them there, 
‘Thos falling on your knees with me implore, 
May this poor Jand ne’er lofe that prefeace more! 
Bat if there any in this circle be, 

That come fo curft to envy what they fee, 

¥rom the vain fool that would he great too foon, 
‘To the dull knave that writ the laft jampoon ! 
Let fach, ae victims to that beauty’s fame, 

Hang their vile blafted heads, and die with thame. 
Our mighty bleffing is at laft return’d, 

‘The joy arriv'd for which fo long we movrn’d : 
From whom our prefent peace we expect encreas’d, 
Aud all our future generations bleit. 

‘Time, have a care: bring fafe the hour of joy, 
When fome bleft tongue proclaims a royal boy : 
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And when ‘tis born, let nature’s hand be ftrong 
Blefs him with days of ftrength, and make ther 


tong ; 
Till charg’d with honours we behold him fland,~ 
‘Three kingdoms banners waiting his command, { 
His father’s conquering {word within his hand‘ 
Then th’ Englifh lions in the air advance, 
And with them roaring mufic to the dance, 
Carry a Quo Warranto into France. 


PROLOGUE 
TO 
URS. BEHN’S ¢ITY HEIRESS, 1682. 


How vain have prov’d the labours of the flage, 

In ftriving to reclaim a vicions age ! 

Poets may write, the mifchief to impeach ; 1 
You care as little what the poets teach, : 
As you regard at church what parfons preach. 
But whete fuch follies and fuch vices reign, 

‘What honeft pen has patience to refrain ? 

At church, in pews, ye moft devoutly fnore, 

And here, got dully dunk, ye come to roar; 

Ye go to church, to glout and dgie there, 

And come to meet more lewd convenicnmanera.dip 
‘With equal zeal ye honour either place, 7 
And run fo very evenly your racé, 

Y’ improve in wit jaft as ye do in grace; 

Tt muft be fo; fome demon has pete . - 

Our land, and we have never fince been left. | 
Y¥’ have fcen it all, and heard of its renown, ’ 
In reverend thape it ftalk’d about the town, 2 
Six yeomett tall attending on its frown, y 
Sometimes, with humble note and zealous lore, 
*Twould play the apoftolic function o’er : 

But heaven have mercy on us when it fwore! 
Whence’er it fwore, to prove the oaths were true, 
Out of his mouth at random halters few 

Round fome unwary neck, by magic thrown, 
Though fill the cunning devil fav'd its own : 

For when th’ enchantment could no longer laft, 
The fubtle Pug, moft dextroufly uncaft, 

Left awful form for one more feeming pious, 
And in a moment vary’d to defy us; 

From filken doétor, home-fpun Ananias : y 
Left the lewd court, and did in city fx, j 
Where ftill by its old arts it plays new tricks, ¢ 
And fills the heads of fools with polities. 

This damon lately drew in tnany 2 guelt, 

To part with zealous guinea for—no featt. 

Who, but the moft incorrigible fops, 

For ever deom’d in difmal celts, call’d fhops, ‘ 
To cheat and damn themfelves to get their livings, 
Would lay fweet money out in fham thankigivings? 
Sham plots you may have paid for o'er and o’er 3 
But who e’er paid for 2 fham treat before ? 

Had you not better fent your offerings all 

Hither to us, than Sequeftrators’ Hall ? 

I being your fteward, juftice had been done ye = 

I could have entertain’d you worth your money, 


6 


POEM Ss 


THE SIXTEENTH ODE 
‘Ox THE 
SECOND BOOK OF HORACE. 


In farms when clouds the moon do hide, 
And no kind flars the pilot guide, 
Shew me at fea the boldeft there, 
‘Who does not wifh for quiet here. 
For quiet, friend, the foldier fights, 
Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights, 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold; 
Which can’t be bought with hills of goid. 
Since wealth and power too weak we find, 
‘To quell che tumults of the mind; 
@r from the monareh’s roots of fare 
Drive thence the cares that round him wait : 
Happy the man with little bleft, 
OF what his father left poffe ; 
No bafe defires corrupt his head, 
No fears difturb him in his bed, 
What then in life, which foon mutt end, 
Can all our vain defigns intend ? 
From fhore to thore why fhonld we run, 
‘When nonce his tirefome felf can fhun ? 
For baneful care will ftill prevail, 
And overtake us under fail, 
"Twill dodge the great man’s train behind, 
Out-run.tke roe, out-fly the wind. 

~-¥S hen thy foul rejoice to-day, 
Drive far to-morrow’s cares away. 
{n laughter let chem atl be drown'd : 
Na pertegt good is to be found. 
One mortal fecls Pate’s fudden blow, 
Another's lingering death comes flow ; 
And what of life they take from thee, 
The gods may give to punith me. 
Thy portion isa wealthy ftock, 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horfes and chariots-for thy cafe, 
Rich robes to deck and make thee pleats. 
For me, a little cell { chnofe, 
Vit for my mind, fit for my Mule, 
Which. foft content docs beft adorn, 
Shunning the knaves and fools § fcorn. 


THE COMPLAINT: 
A SONG. 
Toc Siat.b Tone. 


f nove, I doat, t rave with pain, 
No quiet’s in my mind, 

Yhough ne'er could be a happier fwain, 
Were Sylvia lefs unkind. 

For when, as long her chains I’ve worn, 
T afk relief from fmart, 

She only gives me looks of {corn 7 
Alas! ‘twill break my heart! 


My rivals, rich in worldly fore, 
May offer heaps of gold, 
Vou, VL 


As hated too as they are, and unfed, 
: 2 G 


But furely Ia heaven adore, 
Too precious ta be fold ; 
Can Sylvia fach a coxcomh prize, 
For aeog aes =a selerts i 
And my x fighs and tears fe ? 
Alaa! "owill break my heart ! 
When, like fome panting, hovering dove, 
I for my blefs contend, 
Aad plead the caufe of eager,love, 
She coldly calls me friend. 
Alas! Sylvia! thus vain you ftrive 
To act a healer's part, 
Twill keep but lingering pain alive, 
Alas? ag@ break my he 


‘When, on my Jonely, penfive bed 
I lay me down ta reff, . 
In hope to calm my taging head, 
And cool my burning breaft, 
Her cruelty all eafe denies : 
With fome fad dream f ftare, 
All drown’d in tears I find my eyes, 
And breaking fee] my heart. 


Then rifing, through the path I rove,. 
That leads me where fhe dwells, 
Where to the fenfelefs waves my love 
Its mourrfu} ftory tells: 
With fighs 1 dew and kifs the door, 
Till morning bids depart ; 2 
Then. vent ten thoufand fighs and more ; 
Alas! "twill break my heart! 





But, Sylvia, when this conqueft’s won, 
And I am dead and cold, 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done, 
Nor glory when ’tis told ; 

For every Jovely generous maid 
Will take my injur’d part, 

And carfe thee, Sylvia, 'm afraid, 
For breaking nry poor heart. 


ad 


PROLOGUE 
TO 
V. LEE'S CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 


Wuar think ye meant wife Providence, wheg 
firft 
Poets were made? Vd tell you, if I durft, 
‘What "twas in contradi@ion to heaven’s word, 
That when its fpirit o’er the waters ftirr'd, 
When it faw all, and faid that all was good, 
The creature poct was not underftood: 
For, were it worth the pains of fix long days, a‘ 
‘To mould retailers of dull third day plays, 
‘That flarve out threefcore years in ‘hopes 
bays? ‘¥ 
"Tis plain they ne'er were of the firft creation, 
But came by mere equivocal generation ? 
Like rats in fhips, without coition bred, 
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"Nature their fpecies fure muft needs difown, 

{Scarce knowing pocts, jefs by poets known. 

“Yet this poor thing, fo fcorn’d and fet at ‘nought, 

‘Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

‘Difabled wafting whore-mafters are not" 

Prouder to own the brats they never got, 

Than fumbling, itchirg rhymers of the town 

'T' adopt fome bafe-born fong that’s not their 
own. 

Spite of his ftate, my Lord fometimes defcends, 

"Tu pleafe the importunity of friends. 

.The dulleft he, thought moft for bufinefs fit, 

‘Will venture his bought place to aim at wit; 

‘And though he finks with his engploys of ftate, 

-Till common fenfe forfake him, he’ll tranflate. 

‘The Poct and the Whore alike complains, 

Of trading quality, that {poil their gains ; 

The lords will write, and Jadies will have 
fwains ! 7 

‘Therefore all you who have male-iffuc born 

‘Under the ftarving fign of Capricorn, 

Prevent the malice of their ftars in time, 

And warn them early from the fin of shyme : 

Tell them how Spenfer ftarv’d, how Cowicy 
mourn'd, 

How Butler’s faith and fervice was return’d; 

And if fuch warning they refufe to take, 

"This laft experiment, O parents make! 

With hands behind them fee th’ offender ty’d, 

The parifh whip and beadle by his fide; 

Then lead him to fome ftall that does expofe 

The authors he loves moft; there rub his nofe, 

Tiff, like a fpaniel lath’d to know command, 2 

He by the due corre@ion underftand, 

To keep his brain clean, and not foul the Jand S 

Till he againft his nature learn to ftrive, 

And get the knack of dulnefs how to thrive. 
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THE BEGINNING OF A PASTORAL 
ON THE 


DEATH OF HIS LTE M “YESTY. 


Wuar horror’s this that dwells upon the plain,’ 
And thus difturbs the fhepherd’s peaceful reign ? 
A difmal found breaks through the yielding air, 
Forewarning us fome dreadful ftorm is near. 
The bleating flocks in wild confufion ftray, 
The early larks forfake their wandering way, ‘ 
And ceafe to welcome in the new-born day. 
Each nymph poffeft with a diftracted fear, 
Diforder’d hangs her loofe difhevel’d hair. 
Difeafes with her ftrong convulfions reign, 2 

\nd deities, not known before to pain, ~ 
Are now with apopledic feizures laiy. 5 
Hence flow dur forrows, hence increafe our fears 
¥ach humble plant does drop her filver tears. 
Ye tender lambs, ftray not fo faft away, 
To weep and mourn let us together fay ; 
Over all the univerfe let it be fpread, 
‘That now the fhepherd of the flock is dead. 
The royal Pan, that shepherd of the theep, 
He, who to leave his flock did dving weep, 
Is gone, ah gone! ne’er to return trom death’s 

eternal fleep! 
Begin, Damela, Jet thy numbers fly 
Aloft where the foft milky way does lie ; 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to the ftars did fing, —~—~# 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful ftrain, 
And teil in nores, through afl th’ Arcadian plain, 
‘the royal Pan, the thepherd of the theep, 
He, whe to leave his flock did dying weep, 
Is gone, ab gone! ne’er to return from death’ 
sternal Meep ! 
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I'd be concern’d in no litigious jar; 

Below’d by ail, not vainly popular. 

Whate’cr afliftance I had power to bring, 

TT’ oblige my country, or to ferve my king, 

Whene’er they call, I’d readily afford 

My tongue, my pen, my counfel, or my fword.— 

If Heaven a date of many ycars would give, 

Thus I'd in pleafare, eafe, and plenty live — 

And when committed to the duit, I'd have 

Few tears, but friendly, dropp’d into my grave? | 

‘Then would my exit fo propitious be, 

All men would with to live and die like me, 
Tat Caorce. 
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OF POMFRET. 














Joan Pomrrer was the fon of the Reverend Mr. Posalret, Reétor of Luton, in Bedfordthire 
where he was born in 1677. ‘ 

He was inftrugted in grammatical learning at an eminent fchool in the country ; from whence he 
was fent to Queen's College, Cambridge ; where, as appears by the univerfity regifter, he took hie 
Bachelor's degree in 1684, and his Matter's degree in 1698. 

On his leaving the univerfity, he entered into orders, and was preferred to the living of Malden, 
in Bedfordfhire. 

About this time, he appears to have been reproached with fanaticifms an afperfion from which he 
is fully cleared by a namelefs friend, in a narrative prefixed to his poems, in 1724. ; 

About £703, he applied to Dr. Compton, Bifhop of London, for inftitution to a living of confi- 
derable value, to which he had been prefented ; biit was retarded for fome time by a malicious i+ 
terpretation of a paflege in his Choice. 


And as I near approach’d the verge of life, 
Some kind relation (for t’d have no wife) 

Should teke upon him all my worldly care, 
While I did for a better ftate prepare.” 


‘Though thefe verfcs imply no more than his preference of a fingle life to marriage, it was infers 
red from the parenthefis, that ke confidered happinefs as more likely to be found in the company of 
a miftrefs than of a wife. : 

The reproach was eafily obliterated ; for he was then married : but the malice of his enemies had 
a very fatal confequence ; for the delay occafioned by the obfre@ion he met with, conftrained bist 
atteudance in London; where he caught the finall-px, and died in 1703, in the the thirty-fixth’ 
year of his age. : 

This is all that is known of Pomfret ; a man not defticure either of erudition or genius, and who! 
feems to have fpent his life in innocence, cafe, and tranquillity ; but his fituation being oBfcure, arid! 
his life fhort and inactive, there are few incidents recorded concerning him. ; 

The firt edition of his poems was printed in 1699; to which he prefixed 2 very modeft and 
fenfible preface. His Remains, conlifting of Reafon, 2 Satire, and Dies Novifima, a Pisdatia 
Ode, were inferted in the edition 17243 the firft from a copy printed in 1700, and the other 

fom a manulcript in the poffeffion of a friend. The fubfequent editions have been numerous. S 

The poems of Pomfret have always been held in very great efteem by the common readers § 

poetry; by whom the merit of every poetical production muff ultimately be decided. 
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‘When tried by a ftandard that reconciles criticifa with common fenfe, Pomfret has fomething 
to fear; but the decifion, however unfavourable it may be, will not diminith his reputation ; for, 
though he has little vigour of thought, or energy of cxpreffion, the fabjects he writes upon are 
eminently popular, and his verfification fufficiently fmooth and mofical for that numerous clafs 
of readers, who, without vanity or criticifm, feek only their own amufement. 

There is perhaps no compofition in our language that has been oftener perufed than his.Choice, 
as it exhibits a fyftem of life adapted to common notions, and equal to common expecta 
tions; fuch a ftate as affords plenty and tranquillity, without exclofion of intelleGual pléafures, 

“In’his other poems,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ there is an eafy volubility ; the pleafure of fmooth 
metre is afforded to the car, and the mind is not oppreffed with ponderous, or entangled 


with intricate fentiment. He Pleafes many; and he who pleafes many muft have fome fpecies 
of merit.” 











Ir will be to little purpofe, the Author prefumes, 
to offer any reafons, why the following poems 
appear in public; for it is ten to one whether he 
gives the truc; and if he does, it is much greater 
odds, whether the gentle reader is fo courteous as 
to believe hint He could tell the world, accord~ 
ing to the laudable cuftom of prefaces, that it was 
through the irrefiftible importunity of friends, or 
fome excufe of ancient reaown, that he ventured 
them to the prefs; but he thought ic much better 
to leave every man to guefs for himfelf, and then 
he would he fure to fatisly himfeli; for, let what 
will be pretended, people are grown fo very apt 
to fancy they are always in the right, that, unlefs 
it hit their humour, it is immediately condemned 
for a fham and hypocrify. 

In fhort, that which wants an excufe for being 





in print, ought pot to have been printed at all; | 


but whether the enfuing poems deferve to ftand 
in that clafs, the world mutt have leave to deter- 
mine, What faults the true judgment ct the Gen- 
theman may find out, it is to be hoped his candeur 
and good humour will cafily pardon; but thofe 
which the peevithnefs and ill-nature of the Critic 
may difcover, muft expect to be uumercifully ul 
ed: Though, methinks, it is a very prepsfterous 
pleafure, to feratch other perfons till the blood 
comes, and then laugh at, and ridicule them. 
Some perfons, perhaps, may wonder how things 
of thie nature dare come into the world without 
the protedtion of fome great mame, as they call 


it, and a fulfome Epiftle Dedicatory to his Grace, 
or Right Honcurable : for, if a Poem ftruts out 
under my Lord's patronage, the Au'hor imagines 
itis no lets than feandulum magnatum to diflike it; 
efpecially if he thinks fit to tell the world, that 
this fame Lord is a perion of wonderful -wit and. 
underitanding, a notable judge of poetry, and 'a 
very confiderable poet himfelf, But if a poent 
have no intrinfic exceliencies, and real beauties, 
the greateft name in the world will never induce 
aman of fenfe to approve it; and if it has them; 
Tom Piper’s is as good as my Lord Duke's; the! 
only difference is, ‘Tom claps half an ounce’ of 
fnuff into the poet’s hand, and his Grace twenty. 
guinea: ; for, indeed, there fies the ftrength of @ 
great name, and the greateft protection an autlior 
can receive from it. : ok 
To pleale every one, would be a new things 
| and to write fo as to pleafe nobody would be a¥ 
‘new: for even Quarles and Withers have thets 
admircrs. The Suthor is not fo fond of fame; 
to defire it from the injudicious Many ; nor ‘of fo 
mortified a temper, not to with it from the dif 
‘cerning Few. tt is not the multitude of applanfes, 
but the good fenfe of the applauders, whieh eitas 
'biithes a valuable reputation; and if a Rynier 
or a Congreve fay it is well, he will not be at all 
folicirous how great the majority be to the con« 
trary. 


London, 1699. 
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THE CHOICE 


Tr Heaven the grateful liberty would give, 
‘Phat I might choofe my method how to live; 
And ull thofe hours propitious Fate thould lend, 
In blifsfol eafe and fatisfaction fpend ; 

Near fome fair town I'd have a private feat, 
Baile uniferm, not little, nor too great ; 

ter, if on arifing ground it ftood ; 

On this fide fields, on that a neighbouring wood. 
§t thoald within no other things contain, 
But what are ufefal, neceffary, plain : 
Methinks ‘tis naufeous; and I'd ne’er endure 
The needlefs pomp of gaudy furniture. 
A little garden, grateful to the eye; 
And a cool rivulet ron murmuring by; 
.Qn.whofe delicious banks a ftately row 
‘Of thady. limes, or fycamores, should grow. 
‘At th’ end of which a filent ftudy plac’d, 
‘Bhould be with ail the nobleft authors yrac’d : 
Horace and Virgil, in whofe mighty lines 
‘tmmortal wit, and folid learning, fhines; 
Sharp Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too, 
‘Who all the turns of love’s foft paffion knew : 
He that with judgment reads his charming lincs, 
Tn which ftrong art with ftronger nature joins, 
Mutt grant his fancy does the beft excel ; 
‘His thoughts fo tender, and exprefs’d fo well : 
‘With all thofe moderns, men of fleady fenfe, 
Efteem’d for learning, and for eloquence. 
In fome of thefe, as fancy fhould advife, 
Vd always take my morning exercife : 
For fure no minutes bring us more content, 
‘Than thofe in pleafing, ufeful ftudies fpent. 

T'd have a clear and competent eftate, 
‘That I might live genteely, but not great : 
As much as I could moderately fpenc ; 
A little more, fometimes ? oblige a friend. 
Nor should the fons of poverty repine 
Too much at fortune, they thould tafte of mine; 
And all that objects of true pity were, 
‘should be reliev’d with what my wants could fpare; 





1 If any neighbour came, he thould be free, 


For that our Maker has too largely given, 
Should be return’d in gratitude to Heaven, 

A frogal plenty fhould my table fpread; 
With healthy, not luxurions, difhes fpread ; 
Enough to fati-fy, and fomething more, 

‘Yo feed the ftranger, and the neighbouring poer. 
Strong meat indulges vice, and pampering food 
Creates difeafes, and inflames che blood. 

But what's fufficient to make nature ftrong, 
And the bright lamp of life continue long, 

Ud freely take ; and, as I did poffefe, 


j The bounteous Author of my plenty blefs. 


Ud have a little vaule, but always ftor'd 
With the beft wines each vintage could afford. 
Wine whets the wit, improves its native force, 
And gives a pleafant flavour tu difeourfe + 
By making a!) our fpirits cebonair, 

‘Lhrows off the jees, the fediment ef care. 

But as the greateft bh fiing heaven lends 

May be debauch'd, and ferve ignoble ends 5 
So, but tco oft, the grape's rclrething juice 
Docs many mifchievcus effects produce, 

My houfe fhoukt no fuch rnde diforders know, 
As from high dritking contequently Sow 3 
Nor would f ufe what was fo kindiy given, 
To the difhonour of indulyent Heaven, 











Us'a with refpeet, and net uneafy be, t 
In my retreat, or to himielf or me. 
What freedom, prudence, and right reafon gave, 
All men may, with impunity, receive : 
But the Jcaft fwerving from their rule’s toe 
much; 

For what’s forbidden us, "tis death to touch. 

Phat life may be more comfortable yet, 
And all my joys refin'd, fincere, and great ; 
Vd choofe two friends, whofe company would be 
A great advance to my felicity : 
Well-born, of humours fuited to my own, 
Difcrcet, and nien a8 yrell as books have known : 


PQEMS. 


Brave, generous, witty, and exa@ly free 
From loofe behaviour, or formality ; 
Airy and prudent; merry, bur not light ; 
Quick in difcerning, anc in jadging right : 
Secret they fhould be, faithful to their truft ; 
Ta rcafoning cool, ftrong, temperate, and jut ; 
Obhging, open, without huffing, brave; 
Britk in gay talking, and in {ober, grave : 
Clofe in difpite, but not tenacious ; try’d 
By folid reafon, and let that decide : 
Not prone to tuft, revenge, or euvious hate 
Nor bufy mediers with intrigues of Rate 
Strangers to flander, arid fworn foes to fpite 5 
Not quarrelfome, but ftout enough to fight ; 
Loyal, and pious, friends to Cafar; true 
As dying Martyrs, to their Maker too, 
To their fociety 1 could not mi 
A permanent, fiucere, fabflansial blifs, 

Would bountcous Heaven once more indulge, Vd 

chonfe 

(For who would fo much fatisfadtion lofe, 
As witty nymphs, in converfation, give) 
Near fume obliging modett fair to live: 
For there’s that fweetnefs in « female mind, 
Which in a man's we cannot hope to find ; 
‘That, by a fecret, but a powerful art, i 














Winds up the {pring of life, and does impart 
Frefh vital heat to the tranfported heart. 

I'd have her reafon all her paffion fway : 

Eafy in company, in private gay : 

Coy to a fop, to the deferving free ; 

Still conftant to herfelf, and juft to me. 

A foul the fhould have for great a@ions ft ; 
Prudence and wifdom to direét her wit: 
Courage to look bold danger in the face; 

No fear, but only to be proud, or bufe; 

Quick to advife, by an emergence pref, 

To give good counfel, ur to take the beit. 

I'd have th’ expreffion of her thoughts be fuch, 
She might not feera referv’d, nor tatk too much : 
That fhews a want of judgment, and of desife ; 
More than enough is but impertinence. 

Her condu@ regular, her mirth refin’d: 

Civil to ftrangers, to her acighbours kind - 
Averfe to vanity, revenge, and pride; 

In all the methods of deceit untry'd : 

So faithful to her friend, and good to all, 

No cenfure might upon her uétions fall : 
Then would ev'n envy be cumpell'd to fay, 
She goes the leaft of womankind altray. 

To this fair creature I'd fometimes retire $ 
Her converfation would new joys infpire ; 
Give life an edge to keen, no furly care 
Would venture to affault my foul, or dare, : 
Near my retreat, to hide one fecret {uare. 

But fo divine, fo noble a repaft 
I'd feldom, aud with moderation, tate : 
- For highet cordials all their virtue lofe, 
By a tuo frequent and too bold a ufe; 
And what would cheer the fpirits in diftrefs, 
Ruins our health, when taken to excefs, 

I'd be concern’d in no litigious jar; 
Belov'd by all, not vainly popular, 

Whate’er affiftance I had power to bring, 
T’ oblige my country, or to ferve my king, 
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Whene’er they call, I'd readily afford 

My tongue, my pen, my counfel, or my fword. 
Law fuits I'd thun, with as much itudious care, 
Asa [would dens where hungry lions are ; 

And rather put up injuries, than be 

A plague to him, who'd be a plague to me. 

I value quiet at a price too great, 

To give for my revenge fo dear a rate = 

For what do we by all our buflle gain, 

But counterfeit delight for real pain ? 

If Heaven a date of many years would give, 
‘Thus I'd in pleafure, eafe, and plenty live. 
And as | sear approach’d the verge of life, 
Same kind relation (for I'd have no wife) 
should rake upon him all my worldly care, 
Whilft | did for a better tate prepare. 

Then I'd not be with any trouble vex’d 

Nor have the evening of my days perplex'd ; 
But by a filent and a peaceful death, 
Without a figh, refign my aged breath. 

And when committed to the duft, I'd have 
Few tears, bur friendly, dropt into my grave, 
‘Then would my exit fo propitious be,” 
All aten would with to live and die like me. 


——— 


LOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASON, 


A VISION, 





Tuovcu gloomy thoughts difturb’d my anxious 
brea 

All the long night, anddrove away my reft; 

Jutt as the dawning day began to rife, 

A grateful Mumber clos'd my waking eyes; 

But active tancy to ftrange regions few, 

And brought furprifing objects co my view. 

Meth. t 1 waik'd in a delightful grove, 
retreat of gods, when gods make love, 
Each beauteous objet my charm’d foul amaz'd, « 
And bon each v equal wonder gaz’d; 

Nor knew which moft delighted : all was fine : 
‘The m bie pea@ust of fore Power Divine. 

But as { travers’d the obliging fhade, 

Which myrtle, jellamine, and rofes, made, 

T faw a perfon whofe celeftial face 

At firft deelar’d her goddefs of the place : 

But f difcover’d, when approaching near, 

An afpect full of beauty, but fevere. 

Boid and majeltic ; every awful look 

lato my foul a fecret horror ftruck. 

Advancing further on, fhe made a ftand, 

And beckon’d me; 1, kneeling, kifs’d her hand s. 
Then thus beyan—Bright Deity ! (for fo 

You are, no-mortals fuch perfections know) 

{ may intrude; but how I was convey’d 

To this firange place, or by what powerful aid, 
I’m wholly ignorant; nor know | more, 

Or where 1 am, or whom I do adore, 

Inflruct me then, that I no longer may 

In darkneds ferve the goddefs I obey. 

Youth! ihe repiy’d, this place belongs to one, 
By whom you'll be, and thoufands are undone. 
“Phefe pleatant walks, and all thefe fhady bowers, 
Ace in the government of dangerous powers. 
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Love's the capricious matter of this coaft ; 

‘This fatal labyrinth, where fools are loft. 
¥ dwell not here amidft thefe gaudy things, ° 
Whofe fhort enjoyment no true pleafure brings; 
But have an empire of a nobler kind : 7 
My regal feat’s in the celeftial mind; 
‘Where, with a godlike and a peaceful hand, 

T role, and make thofe happy | command. 

For, while 1 govern, all within’s at reft ; 
No ftormy paflion revels in my breatt ;. 
But when my power is defpicable grown, 

And rebel appetites ufurp the throne, | * 

‘The foul no longer quiet thoughts enjoys 5 
Bat all is tuntult, and eternal noife. 

Know, youth: I’m Reafon, which you’ve oft de- 
fpistdg oy . 

Jam that Reafon, which. you never priz’d :. 

And though my argument fucceflefs prove, 

(For Reafon feems impertinence in love) 

Yet Cll not fee my charge (for all! mankind 

Are to my guardianthip by Heaven aflign’d) 

Into the grafp of any ruin run, 

That Tcan warn them of, and they may fhun, 

Fly, youth, thefe guilty fhades; retreat in time, 

Ere your miltakc’s converted to a crime : 

For ignorance no longer can atone, 

‘When once the error and the faule is known. 

‘¥ou thought perhaps, as giddy youth inclines,- 

Ymprudently to value all that faines, 

In these retirements freely to poffele 

“True joy, and flrong {nbftantial happinefe : 

But here gay Folly keeps her court, and here, 
Jn crowds, her tributary Fops appear ; 

Who, blindly lavith of their golden days, 
Confume them all in her fallacious ways. 

. Pert Love with her, by joint commiffion, rules 
In this capacious realm of idle fools; /¢. 
Who, by falfe hearts, and popular deceits, 

‘The carelefs, fond, unthinking, mortal cheats, 
Tis eafy to defcend into the fuare, f 
By the pernicious conduc of the fair 5. 

But fafely to return from this abode, ' - 
Requires the wit, the prudence of & god: » 
‘Though you, who have not tafted that delight, 
Which only at 2 diftance charms your fight, 
May, with a little toil, retrieve your heart : 
Which loft is fubjeé& to eternal {mart, a 
Bright Delia’s beauty, 1 muft needs confefs, 

Is truly great’; nor would [ make it iefs: 

‘That were to wrong her, where the merits moft ; 
But dragons guard the fruit, and rocks the coaft. 
And who would run, that’s moderately wile, 

A certain danger, for a doubtful prize ? ° 

Vf vou mifcarry, you are lott fo far 

(For there's no erring twice in love oifd war) - 

You'll ne'er recover, but muft always wear | ° 
Thole chains you'll find it difficult to bear. 
Delia has charms, 1 own; fuch charm: wogld move 
Oi: age, and frozen impotence to love 
Bur «Jo not venture, where fuch danger lies; * - 
A-cid the fight of thofe vidtorious eves, 3 
Whofe poifonous rays, do to the foul dinpart - 
Deiscious ruin, and a pleafing fmart. oo 
You draw, intenfibly, detru@ion- nears we 
Andtove the danger, which you ought to fear. > 
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If the light pains you labour under now, P 
Deftroy your eafe, and make your fpirits bow; 
Y¥ou'll find them much more grievous to be borne, 


-When heavier made by an-imperious fcorn : 


Nor can you hope, fhe will your paflion hear 
With fofter notions, or a kinder ear, x 
‘Than thofe of.other fwains; who always found, . 
She rather widen'd than clos’d up the wound, 
But grant, the should indulge your flame, and 
give - L 
Whate’er you'd afk, nay, all you can’ receive ; 
The thort-liv’d pleafure would fo quickly cloy, 
Bring fach a weak, and fuch a feeble joy, 
You'd have but {mail encouragement to boaft 
The tinfel rapture worth the pains it coft, 


4 Confider, Strephon, foberly of things, 


What ftrange inquietudes Love always brings f. 

The foolith fears, vain hopes, and jealoufies, 

Which ftill attend upon this fond difeafe : 

How you muft cringe and bow, fubmit and whine; 

Call every feature, every look, divine : 

Command each fentence with an humble fmile;" 

Though nonfenfe, fwear it is a heavenly ftyle: 

Servilely rail at all the difapproves ; 

And as ignobly flatter all the loves + 

Renounce your very fenfe, and filent fit, 

While the puts off impertinence for wit : 

Like fetting-dog, now whipp’d for fpringing game, 

You muft be made, by due correéjon, rame. 

But if you can endure the naufeous rule 

Of woman, do; love on, and be a fool. 

You know the danger, your own methods 'ufe ; 

‘The good or evil's in your power to choofe : 

But who’d expe@ a fhort and dubious blifs 

On the declining of a precipice ; . 

Where if he flips, not Fate itfelf can fave 

The falling wretch from an untimely grave ? 
Thou great diredtrefs of our minds, faid I, 

We fafely on your dictates may rely; ° * 

And that which you have now fo kindly preft, 

Is true, and, without contradiction, beft’: - ~~ 

But with a fteady fentence to control 

‘The heat and vigour of a youthful foul, 


-| While gay temptations hover in our fight, 
| And daily bring new obicéts of delight, , 


Which on us with fyrprifing beauty {mile, 


“+l Ts difficult ; but is a noble toil,’ 


The beft may flip, and the moft cautious fall; 
He’s more than mortal that ne'er err’d at all, 
And though fair Delia has my {cul poffeft, 
Pll chace her bright idea trom my breaft ¢. 
At leaft, PM make one effay. If [ fail, 
And Delia’s charms o’er Reafon do prevail, 
1 may be, fure, from rigid cenfures free, -~” 
Love was my foe; and Love's a deity. 

Then the rejoin’d ; may you fuccefsful prove,: 
In your attempt to curb impetuous Love: 
Then will proud paffion on her rightful lord, 
You to yourfelf, | to my throne reftor’d: 
But to confirm your courage, and infpire 
Your refolution with 2 bolder fire, a Sy fae 
Follow me, youth! I'l thew you that fhall' move 
Y¥our foul to curfe the tyranny of sove. 

Then fhe convey’d me toa difmal fhade, 
Which melancholy yew and cyprefs made ; 
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Darknefs prevents the too amazing fight ; 

And you may blefs the happy want of light: 

But my tormented ears were fill’d with fighs, 
Expiring groans, and lamentable cries, ©" 

So very fad 1 could endure no mere 5 

Methought I felt the miferies they bore. 

Then to my guide, faid 1, For pity now 
Condué& me back ; here I confirm my vow. 
Which, if I dare infringe, be this my fate, 

To die thus wretched, and repent too late. 
The charms of beauty I'll no more purtue : 
Delia, farewell, farewell for ever too. . 

‘Then we return’d to the delightful grove ; 

Where Reafon ftill diffvaded me from Love. 

You fee, fhe ery’d, what mifery attends 

On Love, and where too frequently it ends; 

And let not that unweildy pailion fway 

Your foul, which none but whining fools obey, 

‘The mafculine, brave {pirit {corns to own 

‘The proud ufurper of my facred throne ; 

Nor with idolatrous devotion pays 

To the falfe god, or facrifice, or praife, 5 

The Syren’s mufic charms the failor’s ear; 

Bot he is ruia’d if he ftops to hear: 

And, if you liften, Love’s harmonious voice 

As much delights, as certainly deftroys. 

Ambrofia mix’d with Aconite may have 

A pleafant tafte, but fends you to the grave: 

For though the latent poifon may be {till 

Awhile, it very feldom fails to kill. 

But who'd partake the food of gods, to die 

Within a day, or live in mifery ? 

Who'd eat with emperors, if o’er his head 

A poniard hung but by a fingle thread * ? 

Love’s banquets are extravagantly fweet, 

And either kill, or furfeit, all that eat ; 

Who, when the fated appetite is tir’d, 

E’en loathe the thoughts of what they onceadmit u. 

You've promis'd, Strephon, to forfake the charms 

Of Delia, though the courts you to her arms : 

And fure F may your refolution trudt ; 

You'll never want temptation, but be jut, 

Vows of this nature, youth, muft not be broke ; 

You're always bound, though "tis a gentle yoke. 

‘Would men be wife, and my advice purfuc. 

Love's conquefts would be fmail, his triumphs 

few: ce ‘ 

For nothing can oppofe his tyranny, 

With fuch a profpect of fuccefs asi.” 

Me he detefts, and from my prefence flies, 

Who knows his arts, and ftratagems defpife, 

By which he cancels mighty Wifdony’s rules, 

To make himfelf the deity of foals : 

Him dully they adore, him blindly ferve, 

Some while they're fots, and others while they 

flarve ; 

For thofe who under his wild conduct go, 

Either come coxcombs, or he makes them fo; 

His charms deprive, by their ftrange influence, 

The brave of courage, and the wife of fenfe: 

In vain philofophy would fet the mind ~ 

Ac liberty, if once by him confin’d: 

‘The fcholar’s learning, and the poct's wit, 

Awhile may ftruggle, but at laft fub 
"The feaft of Democles, * 


Whére I beheld an antiquated pile © 
Of rugged building in a narrow ifle ; eats 
‘The water round it gave a naufeous {mell, 

Like vapours fteeming from a fulphurous celi” 
The ruin’d wall, compos'd of ftinking mud, 
O'ergrown with hemlock, on fupporters ftood ; ~ 
As did the roof, ungrateful to the view : B 
Twas both an hofpital, and bedlam too. 
Before the entrance, mouldering bones were fpread, 
Some fkeletons entire, fome lately dead; *’ 
A little rubbifh loofely fcatter'd o’er se 
Their bodies uninterr’d, lay round the deor.*" 
No funeral rites to any here were paid,. © '  * 
But dead like dogs into the duft convey'd. : 
From hence, by Reafon’s condud, I was brought, 
‘Through various turnings to a {pacious vault, 
‘Where I beheld, and ‘twas a mournful fight, 
Vaft crowds of wretches all debarr'd from light, 
But what a few dim lamps, expiring, had; © i : 












Which made the profpe& more amazing fad. 
Some wept, fome rav'd, fome mufically mad : 
Some {wearing loud, and others laughing : Some 
Were always talking ; others always dumb, 
Here one, a dagger in his breaft, expires, 
And quenches with his blood his amorous fires : 
There hangs a fecond; and, not far remov’d, 
A third lies poifon'd, who falfe Celia lov'd: 
All ferts of madnefs, every kind of death, 
By which unliappy mortals lofe their breath, . 
Were here expos'd before my wandering eyes, 
‘The fad effects of female treacheries ; 
Others } faw, who were not quite bereft 
Of fenfe, though very fmall remains were left, 
Curfing the fatal folly of their youth, 
For trufting to perjyrious woman’s truth. 
Thefe on the left.——Upon the right a view 
Of equal horror, equal mifery too; 
Amazing ! all employ’d my troubled thought, 
And, with new wonder, new averfion brought. 
There I beheld a wretched, numerous throng 
Of pale, Jean mortals; fome lay ftretch’d along 
On beds of ftraw, difconfulate and poor ; 
Others extended naked on the floor ; 
Exil’d from human pity, here they lie, 
And know no end of mifery till they die, 
But death, which comes in’ gay and profperous 
days, “a . J 

Too foon, in time of mifery delays. 

Thefe dreadiul fpeétacles had fo much. power, - 
I yow'd, and folemnly, to love no more : i 
For fure that flame is kindled from below, 
Which breeds fuch fad variety of woe. 

Then we defcended, by fome few degrees, 
From this ftupendous fcene of miferies; 
Bold Reafon brought me to another cave, ‘ 
Dark as the inmoft chambers of the grave. 
Here, youth, the cry'd, in the acuteft pain, 
‘Thofe villains lic, who have their fathers flain, ~ 
Stabb’d their own brothers, nay, their friends, to 

pleafe ' * 

Ambitious, proud, revengful miftreffes 
Who, after all their fervices, preferr’d : 
Some rugged fellow of the brawny herd * > ~ 
Before thofe wretches; who, defpairing, dwell 
Tn agonies po human tongue cantell, = - + 
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Well-weigh'd refults and wife conciufions feem 
But empty chat, impertinence to him : 
His opiates feize fo ftropgly on,the brain, 
‘They make all prudent application vain : 
Yf, therefore, you refolve to live at eafe, 
‘To tafte the fweetneSs of internal peace ; 
‘Would not for fafety to a battle y, 
Or choole a duipwreck, if afraid to die ; 
Far from thefe plesfurable fhades remove, 
And leave the fend, ingloriogs tail of Love. 
‘This faid, fhe vanith’d, and methought I found 
Myfeif tranfported to a rifing gronnd ; 
From whence I did a pleafant-vale furvey, 
Large was the profpea, beautiful, and gay, 
‘There } beheld th’ apartments of delight, 
Whofe curious forms oblig’d the wondering 
fight 
Some in full view npon the champain plac’d, 
With lofty walls and cooling ftreams embtac'd : 
Others, in thady groves, retir’d from noife, 
‘The feat of private and exalted joys. 
Ata great diftance | perceiv’d there ftood 
A ftately building in a fpacions wood, 
Whofe gilded turrets rais’d their beauteous heads 
High in the air, to view the neighbouring meads, 
Where vulgar lovers {pend their happy days, 
Jn ruftic dancing, and delightfyl plays. 
But while § gaz‘d with admiration round, 
“1 heard from far celeftial mufic found : 
So foft, fo moving, fo harmonious, all 
‘The artful charming notes dic rife and fall; 
My foul, tranfported with the graceful airs, 
Shook off the preffures of its former fears : 
TL felt afreth the little god begin 
To ftir bimfelf, and gentle move within, 
‘Then | repented I had vow'd no more 
To love, or Delia's beauteous eyes adore. 

«Why am I now condemn’d to banithment, 

And made an exile, by my own confent? 

1 fighing cry’d, why thould I live in pain 
‘Thofe fleeting hours which ne’er return again ? 
O Delia! what can wretched Strephon do? 
Iphuman to himfelf, and faife to you! 

* Fis true, I've promis’d Reafon to remove 
From thefe retreats, and quit bright Delia’s love: 
But is not Reafon partially unkind? 

Are all her votaries, like me, confin’d ? 

Mutt none, that under her dominion live, 

‘Fo Love and Beauty veneration give ? 

Why then did Nature youthful Delia grace 
‘With a majeftic mien, and charming face ? 

. Why did the give her that furprifing ait; 
‘Make her fo gay, fo witty, and fo fair; 
Miftrefs of ali that can affeGion move, 

If Reafon will not fuffer us to love ? 
But, fince it muft be fo, I'll hafte away; 
“Tis fatal to return, and death to flay. 
From you, bleft fhades! (if I may call you fo 
Tnculpable) with mighty pain 1 go: 
Compeil’d from hence, | leave my quiet here; 
I may find fafety, but 1 buy it dear, 

‘Then turning round, | faw a beauteous boy, 
Buch as of old were meffengers of joy: 
Who art thou, or from whence ? if ient, faid I, 
"Lo me, my hafte sequires a quick reply. 
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T come, he cry'd, from: yon celeftial grove, 
Where ftands the tefnple of the God of Love; 
With whofe important favour you are grac’d, 
And juftly in his bigh prote@ioa plac’d : 

Be grateful, Strephon, and obey that god, 
Whofe {ceptre ne'er is chang’d into a red; 

That god, to whom the haughty and the proud, 
The bold, the braveft, nay, the beit, Bavc 
bow'd; 7 

‘That god, whom all the leffer gods adore,’ 

Firft in exiftence, and the fir in power. 

From him I come, on embafly divine, 

To tell thee, Delia, Delia may be thine; 

‘To whom all beauties rightful tribute pay ; 

Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay. 

If you dare puth your fortune, if you dare 

But be refelved, and prefs the yielding fair, 

Suecefs and gléry will your laboyrs crown; 

For Fate does rarely on the valiags frown. ts 

But, were you fare to be unkindly wd, 

Boldly receiv’d, and f{cornfully refus’d, 

He greater glory and more fame obtains, 

Whe lofes Delia, than who Phyilis gains, 

But to prevent all fears that may arife, 

(Though | ne ne’er move the daring and the 
wife 

In the dark volumes of eternal doom,’ 

Where all things paft, and prefent, and to come, 

Are writ, I faw thefle words-~—“ It is decreed, 

“ ‘That Strephon’s love to Delia fhall fucceed.” 

What would you more? While youth and vigour’ 
alt, 

Love, aid be happy; they decline too fat. 

In youth alone you're capable to prove 

The mighty tranfports of a generous love : 

For dull old age, with fumbling labour, cloys 

Before the blifs, or gives but wither’d joys, 

Youth’s the beft time for aGtion mortals have ; 

That paft, they touch the confincs of the grave. 

Now, if you hope to lie in Delia’s arms, 

To die in raptures, or diffolve in charms, 

Quick to the blifsful, happy manfion fly,’ 

Where all is one continu’d ecftafy. 

Delia impatiently expects you there: 

And fure you will not difappoint the fair. 

None but the impotent or old would flay, 

When Love invites, and Beauty calls away. 

Oh! you convey, faid I, dear charming boy, 
Into my foul a ftrange diforder’d joy. 

1 would, but dare nat, your advice purfue ; 
I've promis’d Reafon, and I muft be true; 
Reafon’s the rightful emprefs of the foul, 
Does all exorbitant defires control, 

Checks every wild excurfion of the mid, 
By her wife diétates happily confin’d; 

And he that will not her commands obey,’ 
Leaves a fafe convoy in a dangerous fea. 
True, I love Delia to a vait excefs, 

But I muft try to make my paffion lefs : 
‘Try, if lcan; if poflible, I will; 

For | have vow’d, and muft that vow fulfil. 
Oh! had I not, with what a vigorous flight 
Could I purfue the quarries of delight ! 
Elow could I prefs fair Delia in thefe arms, 
Till I diffely’d in love, and fhe in charms! 
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But now no more muft her beauties view ;: 
Yet tremble ac her thoughts to leave her too. 
‘What would T give, Fright my flame allow ! 
But 'tis forbid by Reafon, aad a vow : 
‘Two mighty obftacles: though Love of old 
Has broke through greater, itronger powers con~ 
trol'd. 
Should l offend, by high example tanghe, 
?T would not bean inexpiable faule : 
‘The crimes of malice have found grate above ; 
And fure kind Heaven will fpare the crimes of 
Love. 
Could’ft thou, my angel, but inftrud& me how 
i might be happy, and not break my vow; 
Or, by fome fubtle art, diffolve the chain; 
You'd foon revive my dying hopes again. 
Reafon and Love, I know, could ne’er agree ; 
Both would command, and ‘both fuperior be. 
Reafon’s fupported by the finewy force 
Of folid argument, and wife difcourfe : 
SBat Love pretends to ufe no other arnts, 
‘Lhan foft impreffions, and perfuafive charms. 
One muft be difobey’d ; and thail I prove 
A rebel to my Reafon, or te Love ? 
But then, fuppofe 1 fhould my flame purfue, 
Delia may be unkind, and faithlefs roo, 
Reject my pailion with a proud difdain, 
And feorn the love of fuch an humble fwain ; 
‘Then fhould t tabour under mighty grief, 
Beyond all hopes or profpect of relief. 
So that, methinks, ’tis fafer to obey ri 
Right Reafon, though fhe bears a rugged fway, 
Than Love's foft rule, whofe fubjeds undergo, 
Parly or late, too fad a fhare of woe. 
Can I fo foon forget that wretched crew, 
Reafon juft now expos'd before my view ? 
Mf Delia thould be cruel, 1 mu be 
A fad partaker of their mifery. 
But your encouragements fo {trongly move, 
1'm almnoft tempted to purfue my love + 
Yor {ure no treacherous defigna fhould dwell 
Yu one that argues and perfuades fo well : 
For what'coold Love by my deftruction gain ? 
y> Love's an immortal god, and I a fwain ; 
And lure | may without fufpicion teuft 
A god, for gods can never be unjutt. : 
Right vou conclude, reply’d the failing boy : 
Love ruins none; ’tis nen themfelves deftroy : 
ind thofe vile wretches which you lately faw, 
“Tranfgrefs‘d his rules, as well as Reafon’s law. 
Vhey’re not Love's fubjecs, but the flaves of 
Lut; 
Nor is their punifhment fo great as juft : 
For Love and Luft effentially divide, 
Like day and night, Humility and Pride ; 
One darknefs hides, t’ other does always thine ; 
‘This of infernal make, and that divine. 
Reafon no generous paflion does oppofe : 
"Tis Luft (not Love) and Reafon that are foes, 
“She bids you {corn a bafe inglorious flame, 
Black as the gloomy fhade from whence it came : 
In this her precepts thauld obedience find ; 
But yours it not of that ignoble kind. 
You err in thinking the would difapprove 
The brave purfuit of honourable love ; 
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And:therefore judge what's harmlefs an offence, 2 
Invert her meaning, and miftake her feafe, 
She could fot fach inifipid cownfel give, 
“As not to lowe'at all; ‘tis not to live; 
But, where bright virtue und true beauty lies, 
‘And that in Delia, charming Delia's eyes, 
Could you contented fee th* angelic maid 
In old Alexis’ dall embraces laid ? 
Or rough-hewn Tityrus poffefs thofe charms, 
Which are in heaven, the heaven of Detfa’s arms? 
Confider, youth, what tranfport you forego, 
The moft entire felicity below ; 
Which is by Fate atone referv'd for you: 
Monarchs have been deny’d; for monarchs fue. 
I own ‘tis difficult to gain the prize; 
Or ’t would be cheap and low in noble eyes: 
But there is one foft minute, when the miad 
Is left unguarded, waiting to be kind; 
Which the wife lover underftanding right, 
Steals in like day upon the wings of light. 
You urge your vow; buc can thofe vows pre- 
vail, 
Whofe firft foundation and whofe reafon fail ? 
You vow'd to leave fair Delia ; but you thought 
Your paffion was a crime, your flame a fault. 
But fince your judgment err’d, it has no force 
To bind at all, but is diffolv’d of courfe ; 
And therefore hefitate no longer here, 
But banifh all the dull remains of fear. 
Dare you be happy, youth? but dare, and be: 
Pil be your convoy to the charming the. 
What! fill irrefolute? debating Mill? 
View her, and then'forfake her if you will. 
Vil go, faid 1; once more VI} venture all: 
‘Tis brave to perith by a noble fall. + 
Beauty no mortal can refift; and Jove 
Laid by his grandeur, to indulge his love. 
Reafon, if [do err, my crime forgive : 
Angels alone without offending live. 
I go aftray but as the wife have done, 
And ad a folly which they did not fhun. 
Then we, defcending to a fpacious plain, ~ 
Were foon faluted by a numerous train 
Of happy lovers, who confum'd their hours, 
With conftant jollity, in thady bowers. 
| There I beheld the bleft variety 
Of joy, from all corroding troublés free : 
Each follow’d his own fancy to delight ; 
Though ail went different ways, yet all wene 
right. 
None err’d, or mifs'd the happinefs he fought : 
Love to one centre every twining brought. 
We pafs'd through numerous pleafant fields and 
glades, 
By murmuring fountains, and by peaceful thades 3 
‘Till we approach'd the confines of the wood, 
Where mighty Love’s immortal temple ftood : 
Round the celeftial fane, in goodly rows 
And beauteous order, amorous myrtle grows; 
Beneath whofe fhade expecting lovers wait 
For the kind minute of indulgent Fate : 
Each had his guardian Cupid, whofe chief care, 
By fecret motions, was to warm the fair, 
To kindle eager longings for the joy, 
To move the flow, and to incline the coy. 
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The glorious fabric charm’d my wondering 
fight, 
Of vaft extent, and of prodigious height : 
‘The cafe was marble, but the polifh’d ftone 
With fuch an admirable Juftre fhone, 
As if fome archited divine had ftrove 
"T’ outdo the palace of umperial Jove; 
‘The ponderous gates of mafly gold were made, * 
‘With dimonds of a mighty fize inlaid; 
Here ftood the winged guards, in order plac’d, 
With fhining darts and golden quivers grac’d : 
As we approach’d, they clapp’d their joyful wings, 
And cry'd aloud, Tune, tune your warbling 
"firings s : 
‘The grateful youth is come, to facrifi 
At Delia’s altar to bright Delia’s eyes 
‘With harmony divine his foul infpire, 
"That he may boldly touch the facred fire; 
And ye that wait upon the bluthing fair, 
Celeftial incenfe and perfames prepare ; -- 
While our great god her panting bofom warms, 
Refines her beauties, and improves her charms. 
Entering. the fpatious dome, my ravifh’d 
eyes 
A wondrous fcene'of glory did furprife : 
"Lhe riches, fymmetry, and brightnefs, all 
Did equally for admiration cali!’ ¢ ; 
But the defcription is a labour fit 
For none beneazh a laureat angel’s wit. 
Amidft the temple was an altar made + 
Of folid gold, where adoration’s paid ; 
Here I perform’d the ufual rices with fear, 
Not daring boldly to approach too near 5 
'Titl from the god a fmiling Cupid came, 
And bid me teuch the confecrated flame; * 
Which done, my guide my eager fteps convey'd 
‘To the apartment of the beautcous maid.* 
Before the entrance was her altar rais’d, 
On pedetals of polifh'd marble plac'd : 
By it her guardian Cupid always ttands, 
Who troops of miffiouary Loves commands > 
‘To him with folt addreffes all repair 
Each for his captive humbly begs the fairs 
Though fill in vain they importun’d; for he 
‘Would give encouragement to none but me. 
‘There ftands the youth, he cry’d, muft take a 
biibs ; tat fat 
The lovely Delia can be none but his :~ 
Fate has felected him; and mighty Love 
Confirms below what that decrees above. 
Then prefs no more; there's not another fwain 
On earth, but Strephon, can bright Delia gain, 
Kneel, youth, and with a grateful mind renew 
Your vows; fwear you'll eternally be true... * 
But if you dare be falfe, dare perjur’d prove, i 









You'll find, in dure revenge, affronted Love 
aAs hot, as fierce, as terrible, as Jove. : 
Hear me, ye gods, faid I, now hear me fwear, 
By all that’s facred, and by all that’s fair! 

TEI prove faife to Delia, lee me fall 
"fhe common obloquy, coudemn'd by all! 

Let me the utmott of your vengeance try; 
Forc’d to live wretched, and unpity’d die! 

Then he expos'd the lovely fleeping maid, 

Upon a couch of ncw-blown rofes laid. . 


3 
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‘The blufhing colour in her checks exprefy'd 
What tender thoughts infpir’d her heaving breaft. 
Sometimes a figh half-{mother'd Mole away ; 
Then fhe would Strephon, charming Stephon, 
fay = 

Sometimes the, fmiling, cry’d, You love ’tis true; 
But will you always, and be faithful too? 
Ten thoufand graces play’d about her face; 
Ten thovfand charms attending every grace : 
Each admirable feature did impart . 
A fecret rapture to my throbbing heart. 
The nymph * imprifon'd in the brazen tower, 
When Jove defcended in a golden thower, 
Lefs beautiful appear’d, and yet her cyes 
Brought down that god from the neglected thies; 
So moving, fo tranfporting was the fight, 
So much 4 godde(s Delia feem’d, fo bright, 
My ravith'd foul, with fecret wonder fraught, 
Lay all diffolv’d in ecftafy of thought. 

Long time I gaz’d; but.as I trembling drew 
Nearer, to make a more obliging view, 
It thunder’d loud, and the ungrateful noife <> 
‘Wak'd me, and put an end to all my joys. 


—_—_—_—=——— 
‘THE FORTUNATE COMPLAINT, 


As Strephon, in a wither’d cyprefs thade, 
For anxious thought and fighing lovers made, 
Revoivjng lay upon his wretched ftate, 
And the hard ufage of too partial Fate, : 
Thus the fad youth compilain’d: Once happy 
fwain, a BS 

Now the moft abject fhepherd of the plain ! 
Where's that harmonious concert of delights, 
Thofe peaceful days and pleafurable nights, 
That generous mirth and noble jollity, 
Which gaily made the dancing minutes flee ? 
Difpers’d and banifh’d from my troubled breaft; 
Nor leave me one short interval of reft. 

Why do I profecute a hopelels flame, 
And play in torment fuch a loofing game? 
All things confpire to make my ruin fure? 
When wounds are mortal, they admit no cure, 
But Heaven fometimes does a miraculous thing, 
When our laft hope is juft upon the wing ; 
And in a moment drives thofe clouds away, 
Whofe fullen darknefs hid a glorious day. - 

Why was ] born, or why do I furvive; 
To be made.wretched only, kept alive ? 
Fate is too cruel in the harth decree, 
That I mutt live, yet tive in mifery. 2 
Are all its pleafing happy moments gone ? 
Mutft Streplion be unfortunate alone ? 
On other fwains it Iavithly beftows ; 
On them each nymph neglected favour throws : 


| They meet compliance ftill in every face, 


And lodge their paffions in 2 kind embrace ¢-. 
Obtaining from the foft incurious maid 

True love for counterfeit, and gold for lead, 
Succefs on Mzvius always does attend ; 
Inconftant fortune is his conftant friend : 


#* Danae. 
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He levels blindly, yet the mark does hit; 
aind owes the vigtory to chance, not wit. 
But let him conquer ere one blow be ftruck: + 
Td not be Mevius, to have Mavius’s luck. 
Proud of my fate, I would not change my chains 
For all the trophies purring Mavius gains; 
But rather ftill live. Delia’s flave. than be 
Like Mevius filly, and like Mevius free. 
But he is happy, loves the common road , 
And, pack-horfe like, jogs on beneath his load. _ 
Hf Phyllis peevifh or unkind does prove, 
Tt ne'er dittutbs his grave mechanic love. 
A litle joy his languid flame contents, 
And makes him eafy under all events, 
Bur when a paffion’s noble and fublime, 
And higher ftill would every moment climb; 
Tf "tis accepted with a juft return; 
The fire’s immortal, will for ever burn, 2 
And with fuch raptures fills the lover's breat, 
wadchat faints in paradife are f{carce more bleft. 
But V lament my miferies in vain ; 
For Delia hears me, pitilefs, complain. 
Suppofe the pities, and believes me true, 
‘What fatisfadtion can from thence accrue, 
Uniefs her pity makes her love me too ? 
Perhaps the loves (’tis but perhaps, I fear, 
For that’s a bleffing can’t be bought too dear) 
If the has feruples that oppofe her will, 
I maf, alas! be miferable till. 
Though, if the loves, thofe feruples foon will fly 
‘Before the reafoning of the Deity : 
For, where Love enters, he will rule alone, 
And fuffer no copartner in his throne ; 
And thofe falfe arguments that would repel 
His high injunations, teach us to rebel. 
What method can poor Strephon then pros 
ound, aay 
To cure-the bleeding of his fatal wound, 
If the, who,guided the vexatious dart, 
Refolves to cherith and inereafe the {mart ? 
Go, youth, from thefe unhappy plains remove, 
Leave the purfuit of unfuccefsiul love : 2 
, Go, and to foreign fwains thy gricfs relate 3” 
Tell them the cruelty of frowning Fate; 
Tell them the noble charms of Delia’s mind Bs 
‘Tell them how fair, but tell them how unkind. 
And when few years thou haft in forrow fpeat 
(For fure they cannot be of large extent), 
Tn prayers for her thou lov’ft, refign thy breath, 
And biefs the minute gives thee eafe and death. 
Here paus’d the fwain—when Delia driving by 
Her bleating flock to fome freth pafture nigh, 
By Love directed, did her fteps convey 
Where Strephon, wrapp’d in filent forrow, Tay: 
As feon as he perceiv’d the beauteous maid, 
He rofe to meet her, and thus, trembling, faid : 
When humble fippiiants would the gods ap- 
peafe, 4 oS 
+ And in fevere afflictions beg for eafe, 
With conftant importunity they fue, - 
And their petitions every day renew ; 
Grow ftill more earneft as they are deny’d, 
Nor one well-weigh’d expedient leave untry’d, 
‘Till Heaven thofe bleffings they enjoy’d before 
Not only does return, but gives them mere, 
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O, do not blame me, Delia! if 1 prefs 

So much, and with impatience, for redrefs. 

My ponderous griefs no eafe my foul allow 

For they are next t’ intolerable now : 

How hall 3 then fupport them, when they 

grow ‘ 

To an excels, to a diftracting woe? 

Since you’re endow’d with a celeftial mind. 

Relieve like Heaven, and like the gods be kind, 

Did you perceive the torments I endure, 

Which you firft caus’d, and you alone can cure, 

They would your virgin foul to pity move, 

And pity may at laft be chang’d to love. 

Some fwains, Lown, impofe upon the fair, 

And lead the incautious maid into a foare; 

But let them fuffer for their perjury, 

And do not punith others crimes with me. rsa 

If there’s fo many of our fex untrue, 

¥ours thould more kindly ufe the faithful few ; 

Though innocence too oft incurs the fate 

OF guilt, and clears itfelf fometimes too late. 

Your nature is to tendernefs inclin’d; ~ * 

And why to me, to me alone unkind ? 

A common love, by other perfons fhewn, 

Meets with a full return ; but mine has none: 

Nay, fearce beliew'd, though fome deceit as free 

As angels flames can for archangels be, 

A paflion feign'd, at no repulfe is griev'’d, 

And values little if it be n’t recciv'd : 

But love fincere refents the fmallctt fcorn, 

And the unkindnefs does in fecret mourn, | 
Sometimes I pteafe myfelf, and think you are 

Too good to make me wretched by defpair + 

That tendernefs, which in your foul is plac'd, 

Will move you to compaffion fure at lat. 

Bue when I come to take a fecond view 

OF my own merits, I defpond of you: 

For what can Delia, beauteous Delia, fee, 

To raife in her the leaft efteem: for me: 

V’'ve nought that can encourage my addrefs; 

My fortune’s jittle, and my worth is lef: 

But if a love of the fublimefl kind 

Can make impreffion on a generous mind, 

If all has real value that's divine, ‘ 

There cannot be a nobler flame than mines 
Perhaps you pity me; | know you muft; 

And my affections can no more diftru ; 

But what, alas! will helplefs pity do? 

You pity, but you may defpife me too. 

Still J am wretched, if no more you give: 

The ftarving orphan can’t on pity live : : 

He muft receive the food for which he cries, 

Or he confumes, and, though nich pity’d, dics, 
My torments ftill do with my paffion grow : 

The more I love, the more ¥ undergo, 

But fuffer me no longer to remain ° 

Beneath the preffure of fo vait a pain. 

My wound requires fome fpeedy remedy ; 

Delays are fatal, when defpair is nigh. 

Much I’ve endur’d, much more than I can tell; 

Too much, indeed, for one that loves fo well. 

When will the end of all my forrows be? 

Can you not Jove? I’m fore you pity me.‘ 

But if | mut new miferies fuftain, 

And be condemn’d to more and ftronger pain, 
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Where ufeful morals, with foft numbets join’d, 
At once delight and cultivate the mind > 
Which are by her to more perfection brought, } 
By wife remarks upon the poct’s thought; 
&o well the knows the ftamp of eloquence, 
‘The empty found of words from folid fenfe. 
‘The florid fuftian of a rhyming fpark, 
‘Whofe random arrow ne’er comes near the mark, 
Can’t on her judgment be impos'd, and pafs 
For ftandard gold, when ’tis but gilded brafa. 
‘Oft in the walks of an adjacent grove, 
‘Where firft we mutually engag’d to love, 
She fmiling afk’d me, Whether I’d prefer 
An humble cottage on the plains with her, 
Before the pompous building of the great 5 
And find content in that interior ftate ? . 
Said 1, The queftion you propofe to me, 
Perhaps a matter of debate might be, 
‘Were the degrees of my affection lets 

“Than burning martyrs to the yods exprefs, 
In you I’ve all { can defire below, 
That earth can give me, or the gods beftow; 
And, bleft with you, 1 know not where to find 
A fecond, choice, you take up all my mind. 
1 ’d not forfake that dear, delightful plain, 
‘Where Charming Delia, Love and Delia reign, 
For‘ all the fplendor that a court can give, 
‘Where gaudy fools and bufy ftatefmen live. 
‘Though youthful Paris, when his birth was knowa 
(‘Too fatally related to a throne) os 
Forfook Ocnone, and his rural {porte, 
For dangerous greatnefs and tumultuous courts; 
Yet Fate thould till offer its power in vain; 
For what is power to fuch an humble fwain ? 
¥ would not leave my Delia, leave my fair, 
‘Though half the globe fhould be aflign’é my thate, 

And would you have me, friend, refleé& again, 

Become the bafeft and the wort of men? 
‘O, do not urge me, Celadon, forbear ; 
I cannot leave her, fhe’s too charming fait! 
Should { your counfel in this cafe purfue, 
You might fufpect me for a villain too : 
For {ure that perjur’d wretch can never prove 
Juit to his friend, whe ’s faithlefs to bis love. 








‘ EPISTLE TO DELIA.- + 
&s thofe who hope hereafter heaven to fharéy 
A rigorous exile here can calmly bear, 
And, with collected fpirits, undergo 
‘The fad varicty of pain below; fe 
‘Yet, with intenfe reflcCtions, antedate 
The mighty raptutes of a furure fate; “~ 
While the bright profpect of approaching joy 
Creates a blcfs ne trouble can deftroy : 7 
Mo, though I'm tofe’d by giddy Fortane's band, 
Ev'n to the confines of my natiye Jand ; 
Where Lean hear the ftormy ocean roar; 
And break its waves upon the foaming fhore ¢ 
Though from my Welia banith’d; all that’s dear, 
That's good, or beautiful, or charming here > 
Yet flattering hopes encourage me to live, 
And tell me Fate will kinder migutes give 3-- 
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That the dark treafury of times cohtains 

A glorious day, will finifh all my pains :. 

And, while 1 contemplate on jeys to come, 

My griefs are filent, and my forsows dumb, 

Believe me, nymph; believe me, charming fair, 

(When truth ’s confpicuous, we need not {wears 

Oaths will fuppofe 2 diffidence in. you, 

That U ant falfe, my flame fictitious tuo) 

Were ( condemn’d by Fate's imperial power, 

Ne’er to return to your embraces more, 

1d fcorn whate'er the bufy world could gives 

*Twould he che worlt of miferies to live : 

For all my withes and defires purfue, 

Ali Ladmire, and covet here, is you. 

Were I poffefs’d of year furprifing charms, 

And lodg'd again within my Delia’s arms ; 

Then would my joys afcend to that degree, 

Coujd angels envy, they would envy me. 
Oft, a3 £ wander in a filent fhade, _ 

When bold vexations would my foul invade, 

I banifa the rough thought, and none purfue, 

But what inclines my willing mind to you. 

The foft reflections on your jacred love, 

Like fovercign antidotes, ail cares remove 5 

Compofing every faculty to reft, 

They leave a grateful flavour in my breatt. 
Retir’d fometimes into a lonely grove, 

{think o’er all the ftories of our love. 

What mighty pleafure have I oft poflefs'd, ‘ 


When, in a mafculine embrace, f preft 
The lovely Delia to gy heaving brea! 
Then L remember, and with yatt delight, 
The kind expreflions of the parting night : 
Methought the fun too quick return’d again, 
And day feem'd ne’er impertinent till then. 
Strong and contracted was our eager blifs, 
An age of pleafure in each generoys kifs : 
Years of d&ight ia moments we compriz’d; 
And heaven itfelf was there epitomiz 
Bat, wher the glorics of the eaftern Jight 
O’erflow'd the twinkling tapers of the night j- 
Farewell, my Delia, O farewell! faid I, 
‘The urmott period of my time is nigh : 
Too cruel Fate forbids my longer flay, | 
And wretched Strephon is compell’d away. 
Bur, though } mutt my native plains forego, 
Forfake thefe fields, forfake my Delia too; 
No change of fortune fhall for ever move 
The fetcled baie of my inimortal love. ‘as 
And mutt my Strephon, muft my faithful fwaid, 
Be fore’d. you cry’d, to a remoter plain ! 
The darling of my foul fo foon remoy’d! 
The only valo’d, and the heft belov'’d! _, 
Though other fwains to me themfelves addrefs'd; 
Strephon was ftill diGinguih’d fom the ref : 
Flat and infipid ail their courtfhip feem’d; 
Little themfelves, their paffions lefs efteem’d: 
For my averfion with their flames increas’d, 
And none but Strephon partial Delia pleas'd.. 
Though. tra depriv’d of my kind thepberd’s fight, 
key of the day, and bleffing of the night 
et will you, Strephon, will you love me ftill? 
However, fatter me, and fay you will.” 
For, fhould you entertain a rival love ; . 
Should you unkind te me, or feithlchs.piove 3 
gen re - BH 7 
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No mortal eer eguld half fo wretched be: 
For fure no mortal ever lev'd like me. 

Your beauty, nymph, faid I, my faith fecures ; 
‘Thofe you once conquer, muft be always your's : 
For, hearts fubdued by your vi@orious eyes, 

No force can florn,no ftratagem furprife ; 
Nar can I of captivity complain, 
While lovely Delia holds the glorious chain. 
‘The Cyprian queen, in young Adonis’ arms, - 
“Might fear, at leaft, he would defpife her charms ; : 
Bue | can never {uch a monfter prove, 
'To flight the bleffings of my Delia’s love. ' 
Would thofe who at celeftial tables fit, o> A 
Bieft with immortal wine, immortal wit ; 
Choofe to defcend to fome inferior board, * 
Which nought but feum and nonfenfe can afford ? 
Nor can I e’er thofe gay nymphs addrets, 
Whole pride is greater, and whofe charmsare lefs; 
‘Their tinfel beauty may, perhaps, fubdue 

. A gaudy coxcomb, or 2 fulfome beau ; 
But {cem at bett indifferent to me, 
{Who none but you with admiration fee. 

Now, would the rolling orbs obey my will, 
T'd make the fun a fecond time ftand fill, 
And to the lower world their light repay, 
‘When conquering Jofhua robb’d them of a day: 
‘Though our two fouls would different paffions 
‘His was a thirft of glory, mine of love; [prove ; 
It will not be; the fun makes hafte to rife, 
And take poffeffion of the eaftern fkies; 
Yet one more kifs, though millions are too few ; 
And, Delia, fince we muft, mutt part, adieu. 
As Adam, by an injur’d Maker driven 
From Eden’s groves, the vicinage of heaven; 
“Compell’d to wander, and oblig’d to bear 
The harth inipreffions of a ruder air ; 
‘With mighty ferrow, and with weeping eyes, 
Look’d back, and mourn’d the lofs of paradife : 
‘With a concern like his did 1 review 
‘My native plains, my charming Delia too $ 
For I left paradife in leaving you. 

If, as | walk, a pleafant fhade 1 find, 
Jt brings your fais idea to my mind : 
Such was the happy place, 1, fighing, fay, 
Where I and Delia, lovely Delia, lay 3 
‘When firftl did my tender thoughts impart, 
And made a grateful prefout of my heart, 
Or, if my friend, in his apartment, thews 
Some piece of Van Dyck’s, or of Angelo’s, 
In which the artift has, with wond’rous care, 
Defcrib’d the face of one exeeeding fair ; 
Though, at firft fight, it may my paffion raife, 
And every feature I admire and praite ; 
‘Yet fill, methinks, upon a fecond view, 
°Tis not fo beautiful, fo fair as you. 
HE TL eonverfe with thofe whom moft admit 
‘To have a ready, gay, vivacious, wit; 
‘They want fome amiable, moving grace, 
Some turn of fancy that my Delia has : 

For ten good thoughts amongft the crowd they 
Methinks ten thoufand are impertinent. [vent, 
Let other thepherds, that are prone to range, 

" With each caprice, their giddy humeurs change :f 
z rbey from variety lefs joys receive, 
ban you alone are capable to give. * - 
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Nor will { envy thofe ill-judging fwains 

{ What they enjoy’s the refuie of the plains) 
If, for my thare ef happinefs below, 

Kind Heaven upon me Delia would beftow} _ 
‘Whatever bleffings it can yive befide, 

Let ail mankind among them{elves divide. 
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As gentle Strephon to his fold convey’d, [ftray’d,., 
A wandering Jamb, which from the flocks had 
Beneath a mournful cyprefs fhade he found 
Cofmelia weeping on the dewy ground. 

Amaz'd, with eager hafte he ran to’ know 

‘The fatal caufe of her intemperate woe; 

And, clafping her to his impatient breaft, 

In thefe foft words his tender care expreft : 


STREPHON. . , 
Why mourns my dear Cofinelia ? Why appears 
My life, my foul, diffolv’d in briny tears ? 
Has fome fierce tiger thy Jov'd heifer flain, 
While I was wandering on the neighbouring plain ? 
Or, has fome greedy wolf devour’d thy theep? 
What fad misfortune makes Cofmelia weep ? 
Speak, that 1 may prevent thy grief’s increafe, 
Partake thy forrows, or reftore thy peace. 

COSMELIA, 

Do you not hear from far that mournful bell ? 2 

*Tis for—I cannot the fad tidings tell.’ 
Oh, whither are my fainting fpirits fled ; 
*Yis for Caleftia—Strephon, Oh-—-She’s dead t 
The brighteft nymph, the princcfe of the plain, 
By an untimely dart, untimely fain, 

i‘ STREPHON, 

Dead! *Tis impoffible ! She cannot die: 
She’s too divine, too much a deity: 

’Tis a falfe rumour fome ill fwains have fpread, 
Who with, perhaps, the good Cxleftia dead. 
COSMELIA. 

Ah! no; the truth in every face appears ; 
For every face you meet ’s o’crflown with tears. 
‘Trembling, and pale, ran through all the plain, 
From flock te flock, and afk’d of every fwain, 
But each farce lifting his dejeéted head, 

Cry'd Oh, Colmelia! Oh, Celeftia’s dead ! 
STREPHON. 

Something was meant by that ill-brooding 
croak 

Of the prophetic raven from the oak, 

Which ftraie by lightning was in thivers broke. 

But we our miichief feel, before we fee; 

Seiz'd and o’erwhelm’d at once with mifery, 
COSMELIA. had 

Since then we have no trophies to heftow, % 

No pompous things to make a glorious fhew 

(For all the tribute a poor fwain can bring, 

tn rural numbers, is to mours and fing) | 





A can ctous venom on heveale Cys, 
And poifons all the comforts of his days. 
External and vifible fuccefs. 


And while to.hi 
Our pains grow li 
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= but ia 


When t eed that all addrelfes fail'd, 
And g o'er his ftubborn foul prevail’d ; 
ated almott, to his tent I flew, 


"To make the laft effort, what tears could do. 
~ Low on my knecs I fell; then thus began: » 
Great genius of fuccefs, thou more than man 4 
“Whofe arms to “slime have terror hurl'd, 
queft round the trembling world! 
€ ft glories Fame can lend,” 
ord, your conduct, se caule, at- 


e « you fir, - 
fuppliant flaves'their rebel heads fubmit. 
the unfortunate ! and give 
this one : bat Charion live ! 
And take the little all that we poifets. 
I'll bear the meagre anguith of diftrefs 
Content, nay, 'd, to beg or earn my bread 
a how I’m fed, ~ 


faving | ; Hfupporting kings. 
ith fhi 
pe 


than fpare: © 
And fince in battle you ean greater be, 
‘That over, ben’t lefs merciful than he. 
Agnoble {pirits by revenge are known, 
‘eruel sain the conqueror’s crown ; 
: ies fill each mournful page 
‘With tales of blood, and monuments of rage: 


e , while his annals are with horror resdy 
curfe him ay and deteft him dead. 


» not fally” fanguine dye ~ 
h ftain) fo fair a memory ! 
en, as you'll live the glory of our iffe, 


And Fate ow all your expeditions {mile : 
Pa re anoble courfe you've bravely ran, 
> belt foldier, and che bappictt mon. 
None can the turns of Providence forefec, 
‘Or what their own’ may bes 
‘Therefore, to perfons labouring under woe, 
‘mercy they may want, fhould always thew : 
Por in the chance of war the flighteft thing 
‘May lofe the battle, or the victory bring. 
~ “And how would you that general's honour prize, 
‘Should in cool blood his captive facrifice ? 
s i. it ad sa arms to fight'is led, 
Po juftice ‘its his opprobrious head = 
~ But *tis unhappy Cherion’s firft offence, 
Seduc’d by fome too plaufible pretence, 
To take the injuring fide by error brought; 
He had no malice, though he has the fault, 


"The fall of fuch a n it 
mewhofe {word performs fuch eae 


TI 
As 


And finée a-mercy m 
Let Charion ee 


The trumpets! 

And mifled Irae! 

‘The action paft, Where 
We hear i 


So when you inftances of m 

They fhould infpire you with. 

For he that emulates the truly brave, 

‘Would always conquer, and fhoule. 
Here, inte! tern Nere 

(Swell’d ae fs, and b 

Madam, his ti depends pends t 

For every rebel I can fpare os 

V'll' think of what you've faid 

At ten, perhaps you'll-have 

Go, fee your hufband, bid him 


And dire — ion in the { 
Upon the appeat: 
Gor hopes revive, and 
Impatience makes our wifhe 
Which through falfe optics 
For while we fancy danger ' 
Moft at a diftance, it is oft 
And many times, fecure from | 
We fall into an ambufcade of 

Pleas’d with the falfe Neronior’ 
I thought the end of all orroy 
And to the main-guard 
OF this blood-thirfty fiend, in 
When Charion faw me, fi 
With eagernefs he rais’d his d 
Oh! fly, my dear, this guilty 
And in fae diftant ad 
Here nothing but the Z s 
‘The refuge of the damn’d, and mob of I 
‘The air they breathe is every atom curl 
‘There's no degree of ills, for all at 
In rapes and thurders they al 
And villanies of lefs baat 





Dea ing fill, with pio 
And while he mo 
The fole fuy 
‘The barbarous nx 0 
With blafphemons detifio 
There, under a 
And drown'd in tears, a m 
Region High in the bonghs the murder’d. 
eternity. y) <i. | Beneath, the cl 
Fy acs ts bodies, | They cry'd for » 
vote! | For all they-had.to live upo 
or laws can tell? ~ | A forrow fo intent es et 
ill: inal doom No creature, merely 
a Lt ow Firft in herarms ber wee 
And, witha 
“variety: of fate, - 
ire too foon,nor, bad too Ia Front this fad fpedtacle my eyes It 
a efignation, Oill “i Where fons theis fathers, maids’ 
itor's will ; d ~ mourn'd;- . 
sath from him I drew, Friends for their friends, 
5 apbaihe pleafes too. Prifoners of war, in chains, 
Tea: 


concern ; «| Each eve v the black. 
iste, to my urn. » . | Which thould declare the perf. one | 
5 ‘Then I beheld, with brutal thouts of 


A comely you:h, and of no common birth; ~ 
To excenti oe bore 





Boies foal, havieean 
And fo confirm’d, it never | 

+ Kinks bed to 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE EARL OF 
A WITH THE COUNTESS OF 8~—, 


“‘Taiumpuant beauty never louks fo gay, 

-As on the morning of a nuptial day, 

Love then within a latgen circle moves, 

New graces adds, and every charm improves: 
While Hymen does his facred rites prepare, 
‘The bufy nymphsattend the trembling fair ; 





Whofe veins are fwell'd with an unulual heat, 


And cager pulfes with ftrange motions beat : 

. Alternate paflions various thoughts impart, 
And paintul joys ditend her throbbing heart t .° 
Mer fears are great, and her defires are ftrong ; 
‘The minutes fly too fait-yet ftay too long: -' 
Now the is ready—the ext moment not ; 
All things are danc—then fomething is forgot: 
She fears—yet withes the ftrange work were done 
Delays—yet is impatient to be gone. 
Diforders thus from every thought arifo 
‘What loves perfuades, F know not whae denies, 

* Achetes’ choice does his firm judgment prove, 
And fhews at once he can be wife and Jove; 
Lecaufe is-from no fpurious pailion came, 

But was the product of a noble flame: 


Bold, without rudenefs; without blazing, bright; 


Pure as fix'd flars, and uncorrupt as light : 
By juft degrees it to perfection grew; 
An early ripenefs, and a lafting too. 
So the bright fun afcending to his noon, 
Moves not too flowly, nor is there too foon. 
But, though Achates was unkindly driven 
From his own land, he’s banith’d inte heaven: ° 
For fure the raptures of Cofmelis’s love, 
Are next, if only next, to thofe above. 
“Thus Power Divine does with his foes engages 
Rewards his virtues, and defeats their tage: 
For firft it did to fain Coftnelia give 1 
All that a human creature could receive; 
Whate’er can raife our wonder or delight, . 
“Eranfport the foul, or gratify the fight. 
‘Then in the full perfeétion of her charms, 
* Lodg’d the bright virgin in Achates’ arms,‘ 
What angels are, is in Cofmelia feen ; 
‘Their awful glories, and their godlike mien: 
For, in her afpe& ail the graces meet ; 
All that is noble, beautiful, or fweet: 
‘There every ch'urm in lofty triumph fite, -.” 
Scorns poor defect, and to no fault fubmits 3 
‘There fymmetry, complexion, ait, unite,. 
Sublimely noble, and amazing bright. 
So newly finifh'd by the hand Divine, 
Before her fall, did the firft woman fhine. 
But Eve io one great point the does excel: 
~Cofmelianever err’d at all; fhe fell. 
From her temptation, in defpair withdrew ; 
Nor more affaults, whom it could ne’er fubdue, - 
. _. Virtue confirm’d, and regularly brought 
‘To full maturity, by ferious thought, 
Her actions with a watchful eye furveys ; 


Fach paflion guides, and every moment fways; - 


Not the leaft failure in her condud lies; 


So gaily modeft, and fo freely wife. pes 


Ber judgment fure, impartial, and refin’d, 
.. With wit, that’s clear and penetrating, join'd, 





O'er all the efforts of her mind prefides, 
And to the nobleft end her labours guides + 
She knows the beft, and does the beit purlue, | 
And treads the maze of life without a clue,” 
‘That the weak only, and the wavering lack, 
When they’re miftaken, to condué them back, 
She does, amidf ten thoufand ways, prefer 
The right, as if net capable to err. 
Her fancy, ftrong, vivacious, and fublime, 
Seldom betrays her converfe to a crime ; 
And though it moves with a luxuriant heat, 
‘Tis ne'er precipitous, but always great : 
For éach expreffion, every teeming thought, 
Is tn the feanning of her judgment brought; 
Which wifely feparates the finelt gold, 
And cafts the image in a beauteous mould. 
No trifling words debafe her eloquence, 
But ali's pathetic, all is flerling fente ; 
Refin'd from droffy chat, and idle noife, 
With which the female converfation-clovs. -—-~—" 
So well the knows, what’s underflood by few, 
To time her thoughts, and to exprefs them too.s, 
That what the fpeaks does to the foul tranfmit 
The fair idea of delightful wit. . 
MIluftrions born, and as illuftrions bred, 
By great example to wife aGions led : : 
Much to the fame her lineal heroes bore 
She owes, but to her own high genius more; 
And, by a noble emulation mov'd, : a 
Excell'd their virtues, and her own improv'd ; 
‘Till they arriv’d to that celeftial height, 
Scarce. angels greater be, or faints fo bright. ~ 
But, if Cofmelia could yet lovelier be, 
Of nobler birth, or mure a deity, : 
Achates merits her, though none but hes 
Whofe generous foul abhors a bafe diiyuife ; 
Rofolv'd in ation, and in counfel wife; 
Too well confirm'd and fortify’d within; . 
For threats to force, or flattery to win, 
Unmov'd amidft the hurricane he flood ; 
He dares be guiltlefs, and he will be good. 
“Since the firft pair in paradife were join'd, 
Two hearts were ne'er fo happily combin’d. 
Achates life to fair Cofmelia gives : ~_ 
In fait Cofmielia great Achates lives, 
Each is to other thetine(Pblife,; = 
He is her heaven, and the is more than his, 
O may the kindeft influence above 
Protest their perfons, and indulge their love! 
eatin . 
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-AN INSCRIPTION 
& FOR THE 


MONUMENT OF DIANA, 
COUNTESS OF OXFORD AND ELGIN. 


Diana, Oxonn & Excint Comitissa; 
Po tye, QUE T ee 
Meftri orta fanguine, fanguinem iluftravit : 
Ceciliorum meritis, clara, fais clariffima ; 
Ut que nefciret miner effe maximis. 
Vitam ineuntem innocentia ; 
Procedentem ampla virtutum cohors? 
Exei:tem mors beatiflima decoravit ; - 


d luftre to its ancient 


the virtnes of the Cecils thone, 


r brightnels to her own: 
rd to that fublime degree 
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If thar, in falfe 
That once there folu 
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An t infinite, 
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q The lofty concave of the 


Thefe could proceed 
. infinite. 
‘There’s not one atom of 
Not effence intelle 
Exiftence when 
And from the cot 
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Intends and governall below, : 
-And yet egarden0e ids Aes 


i 





POEMS  -" : 


. The lower provinces o’erflow, 
In fpite of all that homan ftrength could do 
To ttap the raging fea’s impetuous courfe : 
Murder and rapine every place would fill, 
And finking virtue ftoop to profperous ill ; 
Devouring peftilence rave, : 
And all that part of nature which has breath 
Deliver to the tyranny of death, . 
And hurry to the dungeons of the grave, : 
Tf watchful Providence were not concern’d t 
fave. ‘ 
Let the brave fpeak, who oft has been 
In dreadful fieges, and fierce battles feen,- 
How he’s preferv’d, when bombs and bullets fiy 
So thick, that fcaree one inch of air is free; 
- And though he does ten thoufand fee 
Fall at his feet, and in a moment die, 
Unhurt retreats, or gains unhurt the victory. 
“___Let the poor thipwreck'd failor thew, 
4.0 wuat invifible protecting power } 
"He did his life and fafety owe, 
When the loud ftorm his well-built veffel tore, 
And a half-thatter*d plank convey'd him te the 
oe 


ore. 
Nay, let th’ ungrateful fceptic tell us how 
His tender infancy protection found, 
And helplefs childhood was with fafety crown’d 
If he'll no Providence allow, 
‘When he had nothing but his nurfe’s arms 
‘To.guard him from innumerable fatal harms + 
From childhood how to youth he raz 
Securely, and from thence to man ; 
> How, in the Mtrength and vigour of his years, « 
The feeble bark of life he faves, 
Amidft the fury of tempeftuous waves, 
From all the dangers he forefees or fears; 
Yet every hoor ‘ewixt Scylla and Charybdis fteers, 
If Providence, which can the feas command, | 
Held not the rudder with a fteady hand. 
Pg ae EOE 


OMNIPRESENCE. — 


°Tis happy for the fons of men, that he, 
* ‘Whe all exiftence out of nothing made, 
Supports his creatures by immediate aid: 
But then this all-intending Deity 
Muft Omniprefent be: : 
For how {hall we by demonftration thew 
‘The Godhead is this moment here, 
If he’s not prefent every-where, 
And always fo? 
‘What's not perceptible by fenfe, may be 
Ten thoufand miles remote from me, 
Uolefs his nature is from imitation fires. 
In vain we for protection pray ; 
For benefits receiv’d high altars raife, 
And offer up our hymns and praife ; 
In vain his anger dread, or laws obey. 
‘An abjent god from ruin can defend 
No more than can an abfent friend; 
No more is capable to kaow 
How gratefully we make returns, 
‘When the loud mufic founds, or victim burns, 
‘Than a poor Indian flave of Mexico. 


3 
Tf (0, *tis equally in vaitr 
The profperous fings, and wretched mourns; 


‘| He cannot hear the praife, or mitigate the pain, 


But by what Being is confin’d Be 
The Godhead we adore ? 

He muft have equal or {nperior powers © 

If equal only, they each other bind, — 

So neither’s God, if we define him right, 
For neither’s infinite. 

But if the other have fuperior might, 

Then he, we worfhip, can’t pretend to ba 
Omnipotent, and free 

From all reftraint, atid fo no Deity. 

If God is limited in fpace, his view, 

His knowledge, power, and wifdom, is fo too; 

Unlefs we'll own, that thefe perfe@ions ate 
At all times prefent every-where, ' > 

Yet he himfelf not aétually there ; 

Which to fuppofe, that ftrange conclufion 

. __brings, f 3 s ‘ 

His effence and his'attributes are different things. 


IMMUTABILITY. ~ 


As the fupreme, omnifcient mind. 
Is by no boundaries confin’d s pees 
So Reafon muft acknowledge him to be 
From poflible mutation free : 
For what, He is, He was from all eternity, 
Change, whether the effet of force or will, 
Muf argue imperfection fill, 
But imperfection in a Deity, . 
‘That’s abfolutely perfe@, cannot he : 
Who can compel, without his own corifent, 
A God to change that is omnipotent ? 
And every alteration without farce, 
Js for the better or the worfe. 
He that és infinitely wife, 
To alter for the worfe will never choofe; 
That a depravity of nature fhews: 
And he, in whom all true perfection lies, 
Cannot by. change to greater exceilencies rife, 
If God be mutable, which way, or how,, 
Shall we demontftrate, that will pleafe him now, 
. Which did a thoufand years ago ? 
And ’tis impoffible to know, 
‘What He forbids, or what He will allow, 
Murder, inchantment, luft, and perjury, 
Did in the foremoft rank of vices ftand, 
P-ohibited by an exprefs command: 
But whether fuch they ftifl remain to be, 
No argument will pofitively prove, 
Without immediate notice from above > 
If the Almighty Legiflator can 
Be chang’d, like his inconftant fubje&, man, 
Uncertain thus what to perform or fhun, 
Weall intolerable hazards run, “ 
Whea an eternal Lake is to be lot or won, * 
JOSTICE, 
Rejoice, ye fons of piety, and fing 
Loud Hallelujahs to his glorious name, 
Who was, and will for ever be the fame 
Xouwr grateful inccafe to his tempies bring, 
‘ 





‘he 
That feom the fmoking-altars may arife 
Clouds of perfumes to the imperial tkies. 
His promifes ftand firm to you, 
-And endlefs joys will be beftow’d, 
vs fure as that there is 2 God, (purfue. 
On all who virtue choofe, and righteous paths 
Nor fhould we more his menaces diftruft, 
For while he is a deity he mutt 
{As infinitely good) be infinitely jut. 
But does it with a gracious Godhead fuit, 
‘Whofe mercy is his darling attribute, 
To.punith crimes that temporary be, 
And thofe but trivial affences too, 
Mere flips of human nature, fmall and few, 
With everlafting mifery ? 
This thocks the mind with deep reflections 
fraught, [thought : 
And Reafon bends beneath the ponderous 
“Crimes take their eftimate from guilt, and grow 
More heinous itil, the more they do incenfe 
‘That God to whom all creatures owe 
Profoundelt reverence : 
‘Though as to that degree they raife 
‘The anger of the merciful Moft High, 
‘We have no ftandard to difcern it by, 
But the infliction he on the offender lays, 
So that if endlefs punifhment on all 
Our unrepented fins mutt fall, 
‘None, not the leaft, can be accounted fmall. 
. Phat God is in perfection juft, nuit be 
Allow’d by all that own a Deity : 
If fo, from equity he cannot {werve, 
Nor punith finners more than they deferve. 
Hie will reveal’d, is both exprefs and clear : 
“ Ye curfed of my Father, go 
“ To everlafting woe,” 
If everlafting means eternal here, 
Duration abfolutely without ends 
Againft which fenfe fome zealoufly contend, 
That when applied to pains, it only means, 
‘They fhall ten thovfand ages jaft ; 
Ten thoufand more, perhaps, when they are 
patt ; 
Bot.not eternal in a literal fenfe : 
Yet own the pleafures of the juft remain 
So long as there’s a God exifts to reign. 
‘Though none «an give a folid reafon, why 
The werd Eternity, 
To ‘heaven and hell indifferent join’d, 
Should carry fenfe of a different kind; 
And “ds a fad experiment to try. 


GOODNESS, 


But if there be one attribute divine 
‘With greater Iuftre than the reft can thine 
*Tis goodnefs, which we every moment fee 
‘The Godhead exercife with fuch delight : 

It feems, it only feems, to be 
The beft-belov'd perfe@ion of the Deity, 

And more than infinite. 

‘Without that, he could never preve 
The proper objects of our praife or love. 
.Were he not good, he'd be n0 more concern’d 





THE WORKS-OF POMFRET. 


To hear the wretched in affi@ion cry, 
Or fee the guiltlefs for the guilty dic, 
Than Nero, when the faming city burn’d, 
And weeping Romans o’er ita ruins moucu’d, 
Eternal juftice then would be 
Bat everlaiting cruelty ; 
Power unreftrain’d, almighty violence, 
And wifdom unconfin'd, but craft immenfe. 
’Tis goodnefs conftitutes him that lie is; 
And thofe 
Who will deny him this, 
A God without a Deity fuppofe. 
When the lewd atheitt blafphemoufly fears, 
By his tremendous name, 
There is no God, but all’s 2 fham ; 
Infipid tattle, praife, and prayers, . 
Virtue, pretence; and all the facred ruled 
Religion teaches, tricks to cully fools : 
Juftice would ftrike th’ audacious villain dead; 
Bur Mercy, boundlefs, faves his S-*+—a, 
Gives him proteétion, and allows him bread. 
Does not the finner whom no danger awes, 
Without reftraint, hi: infamy purfue, 
Rejoice, and glory in it too; 
Laugh at the Power Divine, and ridicule his laws; 
Labour in vice his rivals to exce), ‘ 
That, when he’s dead, they may their pupils tell 
How wittily the fool was damn’d, how hard he 
feli ? 
Yet this vile wretch in fafety lives, 
Bleflings ia common with the beit receives ; 
‘Though he is proud ¢’ affront the God thofe blef: 
fings gives, 
The cheerful fun his influence fheds on all, 
Has no refpedt to good or ill; 
And fruitful thowers without dittin@ion fall, 
Which fields with corn, with grafi the pattures, 
fill. 
The bounteous hand of Heaven beftows 
Succefs and honour many times on thofe 
Who fcorn his favourites, and carefs his foes. 


To this good God, whom my adventuraus pen 
Has dar’d to celebrate 
Tn lofty Pindar’s ftrain ; [weight 
Though with unequal frength to bear ‘the 
OF fuch a ponderous theme, fo infinitely great < 
‘Yo this good God, celeftial fpirits pay, 
With ecttacy divine, inceffant praile; 
While on the glories of his face they gaze, 
in the bright regions of eternal day. 
‘To him cach rational exiftence here, 
Whole breatt one fpark of gratitude contains; 
In whom there are the leait reinains 
Of piety or fear, 
His tribute brings of joyfel facrifice, 
For pardon prays, and for prote@ion flies : 
Nay, the inanimate creation give, 
By prompt obedience to his word, 
Inflinctive honour to their lord, {live. 
And thame the thinking world, who in rebellion 
With heaven and carth then, O my foul, unite, 
And the great God of both adore and blefs, 
Who gives thee competence, content, and peacey 
The only fountains of fincere delight : 


POEM *«s 


‘phat from the tranfitory joys below, 
‘Thou by a happy exit may’ft remove 
To thofe ineffable above; 
Which from the vifion of the Godhead flow, 
And neither end, decreafe, nor interruption know. 





ELEAZER'S LAMENTATION OVER 
JERUSALEM. 


PARAPHRASED OUT OF JOSEPHUS. 


Atas, Jerufalem! alas! where's now 
Thy priftine glory, thy unmatch’d renawn, 
‘To which the heathen monarchies did bow ? 
Ah, haplefs, miferable town! 
Whee’sall thy majefty, thy beauty gone, 
"Thou once molt noble, celebrated place, 
‘The joy and the delight of al} the earth ; 
Who gav’ft to godlike princes birth, 
And bred up heroes, an immortal race? 
Where’s now the vaft magnificence, which made 
The fouls of foreigners adore 
Thy wondrous brightnefs, which no more 
Shall thine, but lie in an eternal thade? 
Oh mifery ! where’s all her mighcy ftate, 
Her fplendid train of numerous kings, 
Her noble edifices, noble things, 
Which made her feem fo eminently great, 
‘That barbarous princes in her gates appear’d, 
And wealthy prefents, as their tribute, broughe, 
‘To court her friendfiip? for her frength they 
fear'd, 
And all her wide protection foughr. 
But now, ah! now they laugh and cry, | 
See how her lofty. buildings lic ! 
See how her flaming turrets gild the iky ! 


Where’s all the young, the valiant, and the 


; gay, 
‘That on her feflivals were us’d to play 
Harmonious tunes, and beautity the day ? 

The glittering troops, which did from far, 
Bring home the trophies and the fpoils of war, 
Whom all the nations round with terror view’d, 

Ner durft their godjike valour wy ? 
Where'er they fought, they certainly fubdued, 
And every combat gain'd a vigtory. 

Ab! wherc’s the houfe of the Eteraal King: 
The beauteous temple of the Lord of Holts, 
‘Yo whofe large treafuries our fleet did bring 
"The gold and jewels of remotelt coafts? 
‘There had the infinite Creator plac’d 

His terrible, amazing name, 

-And with his more peculiar prefence grac’d 

The heavenly fanétum, where no mortal came, 

‘The high-prie&t only; he but once a-year 

In that divine apartment might appear: 

So full of glory, and fo facred then, 

But now corrupted with the heaps of ilain, 

Which featter'd round with blued, defile 
: anighty fanee 


the 





Alas, Jerufalem! each fpacious ftreet 
“Was once fo fill’d, the numerous throng: 
Was forc’d to joftle as they pafs'd along, >. .- 
And thonfands did with thoufands meet 5 [tmeie. 
The darling then of God, and mau’s below'd-re-, 
In thee was the bright throne of juftice fix'd, '%., 
Juftice impartial, and vain fraud unmix’d | 
She feorn'd the beauties of fallacious gold, - 
Defpifing the moft wealthy bribes; 
But did the facred balance hold 
With godlike faith to all our happy tribes. 
Thy well built ftreets, and every neble fquarey 
Were once with polifh'd marbie laid, 
And all his lofty buiwazks made 
Wi-h wondrous labour, and with artful gare. 
Thy pondgrous gates, furprifing to behold, 
Were cover’d o’er with folid golds 
Whofe fplendor did fo glorious. appear,. 
It ravith'd and amaz’d the eye; 
And itrangers paffing, to themilves would ery. 
How thick the bars of maffy filver lie! 
What mighty heaps of wealth are-here ! 
O happy people! and {till happy be, 
Celeftial city, from deftrudtion free, 
May’ ft thou enjoy a long, entire profperity: 


But now, ob wretched, wretched place ! 
‘Thy ftreets and pataces are {pread 
heaps of carcafes, and mountains of the 
dead, 
The bleeding relics of the Jewifh race! 
Each corner of the town, no vacant fpace, 
But is with breathlefs bodies fill’d, 
Some by the {word, and fome.by famine, kill’d, 
Natives and ftrangers are together laid: 
Death’s arrows all at random flew 
Amongft the crowd, and no diftirétion made, 
But both the coward and the valiant flew. 
Allin one difmal ruin join'd, 
(For {words and peftilence are blind 
The fair, the good, the brave, no mercy find: 
‘Yhofe that from far, with joyful hafte, 
Came to attend thy feftival, 
Of the fame bitter poifon tafte, 
And Ly the black, deftructive poifon fall ; 
For the avenging fentence pais'd on all. 
Oh! fee how the delight of human eyes 
In horrid defolarion lies! 7 
See how the burning ruins flame! 
Nothing now left, but a fad, empty name! 
the trizmphant vi€or cries, 
‘This was the fam’d Jerufalem ! 


Ww 








Be griev’d tu fee thy palaces in dutt, 
‘Thofe ancient habitations of the juft: 
And could the marble rocks bat know 
The mifcries of thy fatal overthrow, 
They'd firive to fird fome fecret way unknown, 
Maugre the fenfelefs nature of the ftone, 
‘Vheir pity and concern to thew ; 
For now, where lofty buildings ftood, 
Thy fons corrupted carcafes are iaid : 
And all by this defiru@ion meade 


The moft chdurate creature muft g 


| One common Gelg’ths, one field of blood? 


q ney err Oe 
Nay, more, eva freedom f port 
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“ Et calcanda femel via lethi.” 


suck me blind, 
curfe time, this wort of 
dare all his arrows it? 
“Dy, dull delays? 
Nba 
Safle wrth fand fly, 
Ml wretchedly furvive; that I 
fure to die. 
in excefs of paifi ! 
‘and relatives are flain ! Hide pis om ee 
‘ Shoes i a 


Therefore we ny inal wa, 





POE 
To cheer: our’ drooping Aoule. for their amazing 
Aight? 


jt : : 
Feeble and languishing ip bed we lie, 
Defpairing co recaver, void of reft 
Withing for death, and yet adsaid to die: 
Terrors and doubts difiradt our breaft, 
‘With mighty agonies and mighty pains oppreft. 


Our face is moiften’d with a clammy fweat ; 
Faint and itregular the pulfes-beat ; 
The blood anadtive grows, 
And thickens as it Hows, 
Depriv'd of all its vigour; all its vital heat. 
Our dying eyes roll heavily about, 
Their light juft going out ; 
And for fome kind affiftance call: 
But pity, ufelefs pity’s all 
Our weeping friends can give, 
Or we receive; 
Though their defires are great, their powers are 
imal], 
‘The tongue’s unable to declare, 
The pains and grief, the miferies we bear; 
How infupportable our torments are. 
Mufic no more delights our deafening ears, 
Reflores our joys, or difipates our fears; 
But all is melancholy, all is fad, 
In robes of deepeft morning clad ; 
For, every faculty, and every fenfe, 
Partakes the woe of this dire exigence. 


‘Then we are fenfible too late, 
*Tis no advantage to be rich or great : 
For, all the fulfome pride and pageantry of ftate 
No confolation brings. 
Riches and honours then are ufelefs things, 
Taftelefs, or bitter, all; 
And, like the bock which the apoftle eat, 
To the ill-judging palate fivect, 
Bat turn at Jaft to naufeoufnefs and gall. 
Nothing will then our drooping fpirits cheer, 
But the remembrance of good actions pait. 
Virtue’s a joy that will for ever laft, 
And makes pale death lefs terrible appear ; 
Takes out his baneful fting, and pallistes our 
Tear. 
In the dark anti-chamber of the grave 
What would we give (ev'n all we have, 
All that our care and induftry have gain'd, 
All that our policy, our fraud, our art, obtain’d) 
Could we recal thofe fatal hours again, 
Which we confum’d in fenfelefs vanities, 
Ambitious follies, or luxurious eafe! 
For then they urge our terrors, and increafe our 
pain. 


Our friends and relatives ftand weeping by, 
Djffotv'd in tears, to fee us die, 

* And plunge into the deep abyfs of wide eternity. 
In vain they mourn; in vain they grieve : 
Their forrows cannot ours relieve. 

‘They pity our deplorable eflate: 
Bat what, alas, can pity do 
To foften the decrees of fate? 
Belides, the fentence is irrevocable too, 


{ 
Veu. Uy, H 


M &: ot 
All their endeavours to ptsferve.our breath, 
Though they do unfuccefsful prove, 
Shew us how much, how tenderly, they love, 
But cannot cut off. the entail of death, oie 
Mournful they took, and crowd ghout out_beks 
One, with officious haite, - = 
Brings us a cordial we want fenfe.to taftes 
Another foftly raifes up our heads... 7. + 
This wipes away the {weat; that, fighiog, 
cries 
See what convulfions, what ftrang agonies, 
Both foul and body undergo! 
His pains no intermiffion know ; Z F 
For every gafp of air he draws, returns ia fighs.. 
Each wovld his kind afliftance lend, . 
To fave his dear relation, or hie deater friend ; 
But fill in vain wath deftiny they all contend. 
Our father, pale with grief and watching growth 
‘Takes our cold hand in his, and cries, adieu! | | 
Adiev, my child! now 1 mutt fallow you : 
Then wecps, and gently Jays it down, 
Our fons, who, in their tender. years, 
Were objects of our cares, and of our fears, 
Come trembling to our bed, and, kneeling, eryy. 
Blefs us, O father ! nowy before you die; . 
Blefs us, and be you blefs'd to all cternity. 
Our friend, whom equal to ourfelves we love, 
Compaffionate and kind, 
Cries, will you leave me here behind ? 
Without me fly to the blefs'd feats above? 
Without me, did I fay? Ah, no! 
Without thy friend thou cant not go: 
For, though thou leav’it me groveling here below, 
My foul with thee thal! upward fly, 
And bear thy fpirit company, 
Through the bright paffage of the yielding fky. 
Ev'n death, that parts thee from thyfelf, fhall be 
Incapable to feperate 
(For ‘tis not in the power of fate) 
My friend, my beft, my deareft friend, and me: 
But, fince it muft be fo, farewell 5 P 
For ever! No; for we hall meet again, 
And live like gods, though now we die like 
men, 
In the eternal regions, where juft {pirits dwell.” 
‘The foul, unable Jonger to maintain 
The fruitlefs and unequal ftrife, 
Finding her weak endeavours vain, 
To keep the counterfcarp of life, 
By flow degrees, retires towards the heart, 
And fortifies that little fort 
With all its kind artilleries of art; 
Botanic legiuns guarding every port, 
But death, whofe arms no mortal can repel, 
A tormal fiege diftains to lay ; 
Summons his fierce battalions to the fray, 
And in a minuie ftorms the feeble citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 
Pretcnds ta make 2 folid peace ; 
Bat tis all fham, all artifce, 
That we may negligent and carelefs ber 
For, if his armies are withdrawn to-day, 
And we believe no danger near, 
But all is peaceable, and alll is clear; 
His troyps cewura fome unfufpe&sd way; 
Ti 
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Aad fore "tis hetter, if Heaven would give con- 
fent, 
To have no being ; but they muft remain, 
For ever, and for ever be in pain. 
© inexpreffible, ftupendous punithment, 
‘Which cannot be endur’d, yet muft be underwent! 


But now, the eaftern fkies expanding wide, 
‘The glorious Judge oninipotent defcends, 
And to the fublunary world his paffage bends; 
‘Where, cloth’d with human nature, he did once’ 
tefide. 
Round him the bright ethereal armies fly, 
And loud triumphant hallelujahs fing, 
With fongs of praife, and hymns of victory, 
To their celeftial king ; , 
All glory, power, dominion, majefty, 
«.. Now, and for everlafting ages, be 
“To the Effential One, and Co-cternal Three. 
Perifh, that world, as ’tis decreed, 
Which faw the God incarnate bleed! 
Perifh by thy almighty vengeance thofe 
‘Who darft thy perfon, or thy laws expofe ; 
The corfed refugeof mankind, and hell’sproud feed, 
Now to the unbelieving nations thew, 
‘Thou art a God from all eternity ; 
Not titular, or but by office fo ; 
And let them the myfterious union fee 
Of buman nature with the Deity. 


‘With mighty tranfports, yet with awful fears, 

The good behold this glorious fight! 

‘Their God in all his majefty appears, 
Ineffable, amazing bright, 

And feated off a throne of everlafting light. 
Round the tribunal, next to the Moft High, 
In facred difcipline and order, ftand 

‘The peers and princes of the iky, 
As they excel in glory or command. 
Upon the right hand that illuflrious crowd, 
In the white bofom of a fhining cloud, ‘ 
‘Whofe fouls abhorring all ignoble crimes, 
Did, with a fteady courfe, purfue 
His holy precepts in the worft of times, 
‘Maugre what earth or hell, what man or devils 
could doy 
And now that God they did to death adore, 
For whom fuch torments and fuch pains they 
bore 
Returns to place them on thofe thrones above, 
Where undiiturb’d, uncloy’d, they will poffets 
Divine, fubftantial happinefs, 
Unbounded as his power, and lafting as his love. 


Go, bring, the Judge impartial, frowning, cries, 
Thofe rebel fons, who did my laws defpife ; 
Whom neither threats nor promifes could move, 
Not all my fuff-rings, nor all my love, 
‘To fave themfrlves from everlafiing miferies. 
At this ten miltions of archangels Hew 
Swifter than lightning, or the {wilteft thought, 
And lefs than in an inftant brought 
The wretched, curs’d, infernal crew ; 
Who with diftorted afpects come, 
‘To bear their fad, intolerable doom, 
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Alas! they cry, one beam of mercy them, 
Thou all-forgiving Deity! 
To pardon crimes is natural to thee : 
Cruth us to nothing, or fufpend our woe. 
But if it cannot, cannot be, 
And we muft go into a gulf of fire, 
(For who can with Omnipotence contend ?) 
Grant, for thou art a God, it may at laft expire, 
And all our tortures have an end. 
Eternal burnings, O, we cannot bear! 
‘Though now our bodies too immortat ase, 
Let them be pungent to the lait degree : 
And let our pains innumerable be ; 
Bat let them not extend to all eternity ! 


Lo, now there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Mutt by their a@ions ftand or fall: 
To hope for pity, is in vain ; 

The dye is caft, and not to be recall'd again. 
‘Two mighty books are by two angels brought : 
In this, impartially recorded, ftands 
The law of nature, and divine commands: 

In that, each action, word, and thoughe, 

Whate’er was faid im fecret, or in fecret wrought, 

Then firft the virtuous and the good, 
Who all the fury of temptation ftood, ‘ 
And bravely pafs’d through ignominy, chains, 
and blood. 
Attended by their guardian angels come 
‘To the tremendous bar of final doom. 
In vain the grand accufer, railing, brings 
A long indictment of cnormous things, 
Whole guilt wip’d off by penitential tears, 
And their Redcemer’s blood and agonies, 
No more to their aftonifhment appears, 
But in the fecret womb of dark oblivion lies, 


Come, now, my friends, he cries, ye fons of 
grace, 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and fhame, 
Defpis’d and hated for my name; 
Come to your Saviour’s and your God’s embraces 
Afcend, and thofc bright diadems poffefs, 
For you by my cternal Father made, 
Ere the foundation of the world was laidg 
And that furprifing happinefs, 
Immenfe as my own Godhead, and will ne’er be 
lefs, 
For when I Janguithing in prifon lay, 
Naked, and flarv'd almoft for want of bread, _ 
You did your kindly vifits pay, 
Both cloth’d my body, and my hunger fed. 
Weary’d with fickuets, or opprefs‘d with grief, 
Your hand was always ready to fupply : 
Whene’er I wanted, you were always by, 
To thare my forrows, or to give relief, 
In all diftrefs, fo tender was her love, 
T could no anxious trouble bear ; 
No black misfortune, or vexatious care, 
But you were ftill impatient to remove, , 
And meurn’d, your charitable hand thoyld us 
fuccefsful prove : 
Ali this you did, though not te me 
In perfor, yet to mine-in mifery : - 
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* And thal forever tive 


Yn all the gf#ries that a God cam give, 
@r a created being’s able to receive. 


At this the architects divine on high 
Innumerable thrones of glory raife, 

On. which they, in appointed order, place, 
‘Fhe human coheirs of eternity, 


And with united hymns the God incarnate praife : 


G holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Eternal God, Almighty Gne, 
Be Thou for ever, and be ‘Thou alone, 
By all thy creatures, conftantly adored! 
Ineffable, co-equal ‘Three, 
Who from non-entity gave birth 
‘To angele and to men, to heaven and to earth, 
Yet always wat Thyfelf, and wilt for ever be. 
But for thy mercy, we-had ne’er poffett 
'Thefe thrones, and this immenfe felicity ; 
Could ne’er have been fo infinitely bleit! 
Therefore, all Glory, Power, Dominion, Ma- 
jetty, 
Ta Thee, O Lamb of God, to Thee, 
Por ever longer, than for ever, be! 


‘Then the incarnate Godhead turns his face 
To thofe upon the left, and cries, 
(Almighty vengeance flathing in his eyes) 
¥e impious, unbelieving race, 
‘To thofe eternal torments g9, 
Prepar'd for thole rebellious fons of lighe, 
In burning darknefs and in flaming night, 
Which fhall no limit or ceffation know, 
But always are extreme, and always will be fo. 
The final fentence paft, a dreadful cloud 
Inclofing all the miferable crowd, 
A mighty hurricane of thunder rofe, 
And hucl'd thein all into a lake of fire, 
Which never, never, never can expire ; 
The vaft abyfs of endlefs woes: 
Whilft with their God the righteous mount on 
high, 
In glorious triumph paffing through the tky, 
‘The joys immenfe, and everlahting ecfaly, 








REASON: A POEM, 
Written in the year 1700. 


Unaarey mant who, through fucceffive years, 
From early youth to life's laft childhood errs : 
No fooner born but proves a foe to truth; 

Foy infant reafon is o’erpower’d in youth, 

The cheats of fenfe will half our learning fhare ; 
And preconceptions all our knowledge are 
Reafon, ’tis true, fhould over fenfe prefide : 
Corre& our notions, and our judgments guide ; 
But falfe opinions, rooted in the mind, 
Hoodwink the foul, and keep our reafon blind. 
Reafon’s-a taper, which but faintly buros; 

A languid flame, that glows, and dies by turns: 
We fee’t a little while, and but a little way 5 
We travel by its light, as men by day : 
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But quickly dy‘ng, it forfakes us feor, 
pease that never flay cll rioon, 

‘The foul can fearce above the body rifes- - 
And all we fee is with corporeal eyes: Soe 
Life now does fearce one glimple of light dif. 

lay 5 
We eaten in darknefé, and defpair of day : 
That natural night, once drefs'd in orient beams, 
Js now diminifh’d, and a ewilight feems 5, 
A mifcellaneous compofition, made 
OF night and day, of funthine and of thade. 
‘Through an uncertain mediunr now we Inok, 
And find that falfehood, which for truth we tovk: 
So rays projected from the eaftern tkits, 
Shew the falfe day before the fun can rife: 

That little knowledge now which man obtains, 
From outward objects, and from fenfe he gains: 
He, like a wretched fave, muft plod and fweat ; 
By day muft toil, by night that toil repeat ; 

And yet, at laft, what little fruit he gains! 
A beggar’s harveft, glean'd with mighty pains? 

‘The paffions, ftill predominant, will ruta. 
Ungevern’d, rude, not bred’ia Reafon’s fchoely 
Our underftanding they with darknefs fill;. 
Caufe {trong corruptions, and pervert the will: 
On thefe the foul, as on fome flowing tide, 

Mutt fit, and on the raging billows ride, 

Hurried away ; for how can be withftood 

Th’ impetuous torrent of the boiling blood? 

Be gone, falfe hopes; for all our dearning’s vain : 

Can we be free where thefe the rule maintain ? 

Thefe are the tools of knowledge which we ufé; 

The fpirits heated, will ftrange things produce. 

Tell me, whoe'er the paffions could controtil; 

Or from the body difengage the foul: 

‘Till this is done, our beft purfuits are vain, 

To conquer truth, and unmix’d-knowledge gain : 

Through all the bulky volumes of the dead, 

And through thofe books that modern times have, 
bred, 

With pain we travel, as through moorith ground, 

Where fcarce one ufeful plant is ever found; 

O’er-run with errors, which fo thick appear, 

Our fearch proves vain, no fpark of truth is there,” 

What's all the noify jargon of the fthools, i 
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But idle nonfenfe of laborious fools, 

Who fetter reafon with perplexing: rules ? 

What in Aquina’s bulky works are found, 

Does not enlighten Reafon, but confound, 

Who travels Scotus' fwelling tomes fall find 

A cloud of darknefs tifing on the mind; 

In controverted points can Reafon fway, 

When paffion, or conceit, ftifi hutties us‘away ¥ 

‘Thus his new notions Sherlock would infil, 

And clear the greateft myftevies at will; 

But, by unlucky wit, perplex’d then more, 

And made them darker than they were before, 

South foon oppos’d hin:, dut of Chriftian zeal; 

Shewing how well he could difpute and: raif, 

How thall we e’er difcover which is right, 

When both fo cagerly maintain the & he?" 

Each docs the other’s arguments deride; 

Each has the church and feripture on his fide 

Tse fharp, ill-natar’d combat’s but a jet; 2 
j Boih may be wrong ; cae, perhaps} errs the leaks 
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How fhall we know which articles are true, 

‘The old ones of the church, or Burhet’s aew ? 

$n paths uncertain and unfafe he treads, 

‘Who blindly follows other fertile heads : 

"What fure, what certain mark have we to know, 
‘The right or wrong, ‘twixt Burgefs, Wake, and 

. Howe ? 

Should unturn’d nature crave the medic art, 
‘What health can that contentious tribe impart ? 
Every phyfician writes a different bi, 

And gives no other reafon but his wil. 

No loyger bos your art, you impious race; 
Let wars 'twixt Alcalies and Acids ceafe; 
‘Aud proud G—Il with Colbarch be at peace. 
Gibbons and Radcliffe do but rarely guets; 
To-day they've good, to-morrow no tuecc fa. 
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*Ev'n Garth and * Maurus fometimes hall pree | 


vail, 
When Gidfon, learned Hannes, and Tyfon, fail. 
sod, more than once, we've feen, that blundering 
Shoane, ‘ 
- Mifitng the gou', by chance has hit the fone; 
| Whe patient does the lucky error tind ; 
A cure he works, though not the cure defign'd, 
Cuftom, the world’s great idol, we adore ; 
“And knowing this, we feek to know no more, 
>What education did at firft receive, 
“Our ripen'd age confirms us to believe. 
Che carcful nui fe, and prieft, are all we need, 
‘To learn opidions, and our country’s creed: 
The parent’s precepts early are inftill’d, 
And fpoil’d the man, whiie they inflruct the child. 
‘To what hard fate is human kind beiray’d, 
‘When thus iniplicit faith, a virtue made ; 
‘When education more than truth prevails, 
And nought is current but what cuitom feals ? 
"Thus, from the time we fir began to know, 
We live and learn, but not the wiler grow. 
We feldom vie our liberty arig 
Nor judge of things by univerfal 
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Our prepofleffions and aff ctions bind 
“The foul in chains, and lord it o'er che mind ; 
‘And if {elf-intereft be but in the cafe 
PF 


3! 
eid thus himfel? 





Oor pnexamin’d principles 
Good Heavens! that man 
deceive, 

'To learn on credit, and on tru believe ! 

Betier the mind no notions had retain’d, 

But fill a fair, unwritten blank remain’d : 

For now, who truch from faifchood would difcera, 
Mutt firft difrobe the mind, 
Errors, contra@ed in unm 
, When once .remov’d, wil 
» truth: : 

‘To difpoffefs the child, the mortal lives; 
But death approaches ere i 

Thofe who wouid learn 
‘The dear bought purchafe of the trading 
From many dangers muft themfelses acqu 
And more than Scyla and Charybdis mcet. 
Ob! what an ocean mutt be voyag'd o’er, 
To gain a profped of the fhining thore! 
Refiftis.g rocks oppofe th’ inquiring foul, 
Aud adver, waves retard it as they roll, 
# Sir Richard Blackmore, 
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Does not that foolith deference we pay 
To men that fiv’d long fince, our paflagt fay ? 
What odd, prepofterous paths at firft we tread, >. 
[| And learn to walk by ftunibling on the dead! 
Firft we a bleffing frum the grave implore, 
Worthip old urns, and monuments adore ! 
The reverend fage, with vaft efteem, we prize = 
' He liv’d long fince, and muft be wondrous wife? 
: ‘Fhus are we debtors to the famous dead, 
For all thofe errors which thcir fancies bred: 
F:rors indeed for real knowledge thay’d 
-With thofe firft times, not farther was convey'd: 
; While light opinions are much lower brought, 
' For on the waves of ignorance they float : 
{ But folid truth fcarce ever gains the fhore, 
) So Joon it finks, and ne’er emerges more. 
Suppofe thofe many dreadful dangers paft, 
| Will knowledge dawn, and blefs the mind s+ 
lat? 
Ah! no, ’tis now environ’d from our eyes, 
Hides all its charms, and undifcover'd lies 
‘Truth, like a fingie point, efcapes the fight, 
And claims attertion to perceive it right! 
Bac what refembles truth is foon defery’d, 
Spreads like a furtace, and expanded wide! 
The fir man rarely, very rarely finds ‘ 
‘The tedious fearch of long inquiring minds: 
But yet what’s worfe, we know not what we erry 
What snare oes truth, what bright diftinction 
ar? 
How do we know that what we know is true? 
_ How halt we falfchood fly, and truth purfue ? 
Jct none then here his certain knowledge boatt ; 
*Tis all but probability at moft 
This is the eafy purchafe of the mind, 
‘The vulgar’s treafure, which we foon may find! 
Bur truth lies hid, and ere we can explore 
‘The glittering gem, our fleeting life is o'er. 
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DIES NOVISSIMA: 
i OR, 
THE LAST EPIPHANY. 


| A Pindavic O.e, on Obrif's focond Appearance, te 
judge the World, 





 Aprev, ye toyifh reeds, that once could pleafe 
Ay fcfter lips, and lull my cares to eafe : 
Ee gone; Pll wafte no more vain hours with you: 





| A brighter power invekes my Mufe, 
| And lofticr thcughts and raptures does infufe, 
| See, beckening from yon cloud, he itands, 
And pr mifes aftiftance with his hands: 
1 feel the heavy-rolling God, 
Incumbent, revel in his frail abode. 
Hew my breaft heaves, and pulfes beat 
Tfick, [ fink beneath the furious heat: 7 
‘The weighty blifs o’erwhclms my breaft, 
And overflowing joys protufe!y waite, 
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Seme nobler bard, O facred Power, inipire, 
“Or foul mofe large, th’ elapfes to receive ; 
And brighter yet, to catch the fire, 

And each gay following charm from death to fave! 
In vain the fuit—the Gad inflames my breaft; 
vy Trave, with ecftafies oppreft : 

rife, the mountains leffen and retire ; 

And now I mix, anfing’d, with elemental fire! 

The leading Deity 1 have in view ; 

Nor mortal knows, as yet, what wonders will cn- 

fue 





‘We pafs'd through regions of unfullied light ; 
1 gaz'd, and ficken’d at the blifstul fighe ; 
A fhuddering palenefs feiz’d my look : 
At laft che peft flew off, and thus I {poke : 
" Say, Sacred Guide, hall this bright clime 
“ Survive the fatal tet of time, 
" Or perith, with our mortal globe below, 
, © When yon fun no longer thines 2” 
Straight J finith’d. veiling low 5 
{The vifionary Power rejoins : 
* *Tis not for you to afk, nor mine to fay, 
“ ‘The niceties of that tremendous day. 
“ Know, when o’er-jaded Time his round has 
“ run, 
And finith'd are the radiant journeys of the fun, 
“ The great decifive morn fhall rife, 
And Heaven’s bright Judge appear in opening 
“ thies! 
Eternal Brace and juftice he’il beftow 
“ On all the trembling world below.” 





~ fe faid. 1 mus’d, and thus return'd : 
What enfigns, courteous ftranger, tcl, 
“ Shall the brooding day reveal ?” 
He anfwer'd mild———. 
“ Already, ftupid with their crimes, 
* Blind mortals proftrate to their idols lie : 
“ Such were the boding times, 
“* Ere ruin blafted from the fluicy fky; 
* Diffolv’d they lay in fulfome eafe, 
“ And revel'd in luxuriant peace ; 
* In bacchanals they did their hours confume, 
* And bacchanals led on their fwift advancing 
“ doom.” 


: 
| 


Adulterate Chrifts already rife, 
And dare t’ affuage the angry fkies; 
Erratic throngs their Saviour’s blood deny, 
And from the Crofs, alas! he does neglected 
figh ; {head, 
The Anti-Chriftian Power has rais’d his Hydra 
And ruin, only lefs than Jefus’ health, does {pread. 
So long the gore through poifon’d veins has 
flow'd, 
. That fcarcely ranker is a Fury’s blood; 
. Yet fpecious artifice, and fair difguife, 
The monfter’s fhape, and curft defign, belies : 
A fiend’s black venom, in an angel's mien, 
Me quaffe, and fcatters the contagious {pleen 
Straight, when he finiftes his lawlefs reign, 
Nature fhall paint the fhining fcene, 2 
Quick as the lightning which infpires the train. 5 
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Forward confufion fhail provoke the fray;- ** * 
And nature from her ancient order ftray ; 5 
Black temped}s, gathering from the feas around, 
In horrid ranges fhall advance ; rn 
And, as they march, in thicket fables drown’d, 
The rival thunder from the clouds fhall found, 
And lightnings join the fearful dance: 
The blaftering armies o’er the fkies fhall fpread, 
‘And univerfal terror thed 5. 
Loud iffuing peals, and rifing fheets of fmoke, 
Th’ encumber’d region of the air thal! choke; 
The noify main thal! lafh the fuffering thore, 
Aud from the rocks the breaking biliows roar! 
Black thunder burfts, blue lightning burns, 
Ard melting worlds to heaps-of afhes turns! © - 
The forefts thall beneath the tempeft bend,” i 
And rugged winds the nodding cedars rend. 


Reverfe all Nature’s web thall run, 
And fpotleis mitrule all around, 

Order, its fying foe, confound; . 
Whilft backward all the threads hall hafte to be.” 

unfpun, 

Triumphant Chaos, with his oblique wand, 
(The wand with which, ere time begun, 7 

His wandering flaves he did command, oo 
And made them feamper right, and in rude ranges 

run 

The hoftile harmeny thall chace ; 

And as the nymph refigns her place, 

And panting to the neighbouring refuge flies, 
The formlefs ruffian flaughters with his eyes, “ 
And following ftorms the pearching dame’s ré. 

treat, 
Adding the terror of his threat; 
The globe hall faintly tremble round, 
And backward jolt, diftorted with the wound. - 


Swath’d in fobftantial fhrouds of night, 
The fickening fun fhall from the world retire, 
Stripp’d of his dazzling robes of fire, : 
Which dangling once fhed round a lavifh flood of 
light! 
No frail eclipfe, but all effential fhade, ~ 
Not yielding to primaval gloom, 
Whilt day was yct an embryo in the womb; 
Nor glimmering in its fource, with filver ftream= 
ers play’d, 
A jetty mixture of the darknefs fpread 
O’er murmuring AEgypt’s head ; 
And that which angels drew 
O'er Nature's face, when Jefus died; 
Which fleeping gholts for this miftook, 
And, rifing, off their hanging funerals thook, _ 
And ficeting pafs'd expos’d their blocdlefs breaft 
to view, [glide. 
Yet find it not fo dark, and to their dormitgries 


Now bolder fires appear, 
And o’er the palpable ob{curement fport, 
Glaring and gay as‘talling Lucifer, 
Yet. mark’d with fate, as when he fled th’ e+ 
therial court, 


BOK 
A fabre of immortat flame I bore, 
And, with this arm, his Sourifhing plume 1 
+. tere, 
afind flvaight the fiend retreated from the fight. 


Mean.time the lambicnt prodigies on high - 
Take gamefome meafures in the fky ; 
Joy'd with his future feaft, the tharder roars 
In chorus to th’ enarraous harmony, {ftores; 
And holloos to his offspring from fulphureous 
Appleuding how they tilt, and how they fly, 
And their cach nimble turn, and radiant em- 
baffy. 


The moon turns paler at the fight, 
And all the blazing orbs deny their light; 
The lightning with its livid tail 
A train of glittering terrors draws bebind, 
Which o'er the' trembling world prevail ; 
‘Wing’d and blown on by forms of wind, 
"They fhew the hideous leaps on either hand, 
Of Night, that {preads her ebon curtains round. 
And there ercets her royal ftand, [bound 
Yn feven-fold winding jet her confcious temples 


“The ftars, next flarting from their fpheres, 
In giddy revolutions leap and bound; 
Whilf this with doubtful fury glares, 
And meditate new wars, 
And wheels in fportive gyres around, 
Its neighbour thall advance to fight; 
And while each offers to enlarge its right, 
The general ruin hall increafe, 
* And banifh all the votaries of peace. 
« No more the ftars, with paler beams, 
"Shall tremble o'er the midnight ftreams, 
But travel downward to behold 
What mimics them fo twinkling there; 
- And, like Narciffus, as they gain more near, 
For the lov’d image ftraight expire, 
And agonize in warm defire, 
Or Dake their luft, as in the ftream they roll. 


‘Whill the world burns, and all the orbs below 
In their viperous ruins glow, 

Whey fink, and unfupported leave the tkies, 
‘Which fall abrupt, and tell their torment in the 

i noife. 

‘Then {ee th’ Almighty Judge, fedate and bright, 
Cloth'd in imperial robes of light! [bear, 
His wings the wind, rough itorms the chariot 

And nimble harbingers before him fly, 

And with officious rudenefs brush the air ; 

Halt as he halts, then dcubling in their flight, 

In horrid fport with one another vie, 
And leave behind quick-winding traéts of light; 
“ Then urging, to their ranks they clofe, 

Aad thivering, ieft they fart, a failing caravan 

g sompole, 





THE WORKS OF POMFRET. 


The Mighty Jodge rides in tetnpeftuous fate, 
Whilft mighty fs his orders wait : i 
His waving veftments thine 9 
Bright as the fun, which lately did its beam refign, 
And burnifh’d wreaths of light thal) make hie 
form divine. [play, 
Strong beams of majefty aroend his temples 
And the tranfcenden: gatety of his face allay : 
His Father's reverend charadters he'll wear, 
And both o’erwhelm with light, and over-awe 
with fear. 
Myriads of angels fhall be there, 
And 1, perhaps, clofe the tremendous rears 
Angels, the firft and faireft fons of day, [gay. 
Clad with eternal youth, and as their veftments 


Nor for magnificence alone, 
To brighten and enlarge the pageant fcene, 
Shall we encircle his more dazzling throne, 
And {well the luftre of his pompons train; 
The nimble minifters of blifs or woe 
‘We fhall attend, and fave, or deal the blow, 
As he admits to joy, or bids to pain. 


The welcome news {diffufe, 
Through every Angel's breaft frefh rapture fhall 
The day is come, {doom,. 
When Satan with his powers hall fink to endlefe- 
No more fhall we his hoftile troops pusfue 
From cloud to cloud, nor the long fight renew. 
The Raphael, big with life, the trump fball found, 
From falling fpheres the joyful mufic fhall rebound, 
And feas and fhores fhall catch and propogate it 
round : 
Louder he'll blow, and it fhall fpeak more fhrill, 
Than when, from Sinai’s hill, 
In thunder through the horrid reddening {moke, 
Th’ Almighty fpoke, 
‘We'll fhout around with martial joy, 
And thrice the vaulted fkies fhall rend, and thrice 
our fhouts reply. 
Then firft th’ Archangels voice, aloud, 
Shall cheerfully falnte the day and throng, 
And Hallelujah fill the crowd; 
And I, perhaps, thal clofe the fong. 


From ts long fleep all human race fhall rife, 
And fee the morn and Judge advancing in the 
tkies: 
To their old tenements the fouls return, 
Whilft down the fteep of Heaven as fwift the 
Judge defcends ‘ 
‘Thefe look illuftrious bright, no more to mopra ; 
Whilft, fee, diftracted looks yon ftatking thades at- 
tend. 
The faints no more fhall cenfli@ on the deep, 
Nor rugged waves infult the labouring thip ; 
But from the wreck in triumph they ak 
Aad borne to blits hall tread empyrcal hice, 
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Dorfet, the grace’of courts, the Mufes’ pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature dy’d: 
‘The {courge of pride, the fanctify’d or great, 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in ftate. 
Yee foft his nature, though fevere his lay, 
His anger moral, and his wifdom gay, 
Bicit Satirift ! who touch’d the mean fo true, 
As fhew’d vice had his hate and pity too, 
Bleft Courtier! who could king and country pleafe, 
Yet facred keep his judgment and his eafe. 
Blef Peer: his great forefathers every graco 
Reficcting, and reflected in his race, 
‘Where other Buckhurfts, other Dorfets thine, 
Aad patriots ftill, or poets deck the line. 
Porg. 
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THE LIFE OF DORSET. 














Cuarres Sackvitts, Earl of Dorfet, was bora January 24.1637. He was eldeft fon of Richard 
Earl of Dorfet, lineally defcended from Thomas Sackville, Lord Buckhurft, created Earl of Dorfet 
by King James I. one of the earlieft and brighteft ornaments to the poetry of his country, and the 
firft who produced a regular drama. 

Having been educated under a private tutor, he travelled into Italy, and returned to England:a: 
little before the Reftoration, . : i 

Immediately after the Reftoration, he was chofen member of parliament for Eaft Grinftead im, 
Suffex; and foon became a favourite of Charles II.; but undertook no public employment, being: 
too eager of the riotous and liccntious pleafures which young men of wit and high rank at that time: 
thought themfelves entitled to indulge. 

In 1665, he attended the Duke of York as a volunteer in the Dutch war,and was in the battle of 
June 3, when the Dutch admiral Opdam, was blown up, and thirty fhips taken and deftroyed. 

On the day before the battle he is faid to have compofed the. celebrated fong, To al! you Ladier 
new at Land, with equal gallantry and promptitude of wit, 

He was foon after made a Gentleman of the Bed-chamber to the King ; and fent on"fhort embaffies 
of compliment to France. é 

In 1674, the eftate of his uncle Lionel Craufchi, Da:l of Middlefex, came to him by the death of 
that nobleman without iffue; and the title was conferred on him the year following. In 1667, be: 
became, by the death of his father, Earl of Dorfet, and inherited the eftate of his family. a 

In 1684, having buried his firft wife, of the family ef Bagot, he married Lady Mary Comptony! 
daughter of the Earl of Northampton, celebrated both for her beauty and underitanding ; by whom: 
he had a fon, and a daughter. “ 

He received fome favourable notice from King James; but found it neceffary to oppofe the vies 
lence of his proceedings; and appeared, with fome other Lorda, in Weftminfter Hall, to countenance 
the bifhops, at their trials; which had a good effe& upon the jury, and brought the judges tos 
better temper than they had ufually hewn. 

He concurred with other diftinguithed patriots in the Revolution, and conduéted his part of that” 
enterprife with the fame courage and refolution in London, as his friend the Duke of Devonthire- 
did, in arms, at Nottingham. He was employed to conduét the Princefs Anne to Nottingham, 
with a guard; and was one of the Lords who fat every day in council to preferve the public peace’ 
after the king’s departure. z 

He voted for the vacancy of the throne, and that ‘the Prince and Princefs of Orange thould be 
declared King ana Queen of England. 

He became, as right be expected, a favourite of King William, who, the day after his accefion, 
goade him Lord Chamberlain of the Houfchold; “a place,” fays Prior, “ which he eminently 
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adorned by the grace of his perfon, the finenefs of hie breeding, and the knowledge and pradice of 
what was decent and magnificent.” 

In 1691, he was made a Knight of the Garter ; and was conftituted four times one of the Regents 
ef the kingdom in his majefty’s abfence, 

About 1698, his health declining, he retired from public bufinefs, appearing only fometimes at 
council; and died at Bath, on the Igth of January 1705-6. 

He wrote nothing but fmall copies of verfes, which were publifhed among the works of the 
sminar poets 1749. His longeft compofition is a fong of eleven ftanzas. They are the effufions of 
man of wit; rathev pretty than Great ; always gay and airy; and fometimes vigorous and ele» 
gent: as in his Perfer to Howard, which thew fertility of mind; and his Cberaéter of Dorinda, 
which has been imitated by Pope. He poffeffed the rare fecret of uniting energy with eafe in 
his little compofitions. 

His Lordthip and Waller are faid to have affifted Mrs. Katherine Philips in her tranflation of 
Corncille’s Pompey. 

He was efteemed the moft accomplifhed gentleman of the age in which he lived; which is rece 
koned the moft courtly ever known in our nation; when, as Pope expreffes it, 


The foldiers ap’d the gallantrics of France, 
And every flowery courtier writ romance, 


‘Mie elegance and judgment were univerfally confefled by his contemporaries; and his bounty te 
men of wit and learning were generally known. He diftinguithed Dryden by. his beneficence, who. 
Fequited hina with byperbolical adulation ; and patronized Prior, who made a public acknowledg= 
ment.of his obligations to him ; in which the warmth of his gratitude appears in the moft elegant 
Pancgyric. “ ‘That he fcarce knew what life was, fooner than he found himfelf obliged to his fae 
Vour ; or had reafon to feel any forrow fo fenfibly, as that of his death !”" 

~ Congreve has celebrated his wit and good nature, and Pope has written his epitaph, in which 
his character ie reprefented to great advantage. 

His character is elegantly drawn by the prefent Earl of @rford, to which no after-ftrokes:can be 
added by a cafual hand, : 

“ Lf one turns,” fays his lordfhip, “ to the authors of the fat age for the character of this lord, 
‘ore meste with nothing but encomiums on his wit and good nature. He was the fineft gentleman 
ia the voluptuous court of Charles tt, andin the gloomy one of King William. He had as much 
wit as his firft mafter, or his contemporaries Buckingham and Rochefter, without the royal want of 
fecling, the duke’s want of principles, or the earl’s want of thought. The latter faid with aftonith- 

gat, “Phat he did not know how it was, but Lord Dorfet might do any thing, and yet was never 

woebisme.” It was not that he was free from the failings of humanity, but he had the tendernefs 
af it too, which made every bady excufe whom every body loved; for even the af; iperity of his verfes 
, ems to have been forgiven, to 


“ The belt good man with the worft-natured mufe.” 


‘Fhia line is not more familiar than Lord Dorfet's Fa poems, to all who have a tate for the gens 
teelef boautics of natural and eafy verte.” 











POEMS. 





—" 





TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 
ON 1118 
INCOMPARABLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE POEM, 


CALLED 
THE BRITISH PRINCES, 


Come on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares; 
For read it backward, like a witch’s prayers, 
*Pwill do as well; throw not away your jefts 
©n folid nonfenfe that abides all tetts. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, when’t begins to pall, 
Neglected tics, and’s of no ufe at all, 
But, in its full perfection of decay, 
‘Turns vitegar, and conies again in play. 
Thou haft a brain, fuch as it is indeed ; 
On what clfe fhould thy worm of fancy feed? 
Yet in a filbert I have often known 
Maggots furvive, when all the kernel’s gone. 
‘This finsile fhall ftand in thy defence, [fenfe, 
*Gaint thofe dull rogues who how and then write 
‘The ftyle’s the fame, whatever be thy theme, 
As fome digeftions turn all meat to phlegm: 
‘They lie, dear Ned, who fay thy brain is barren, 
Where deep conccits, like maggots, breed in carrion. 
Thy ftumbling founder’d jade can trot as high 
As any other Pegafus can fly : 
So the dull eel moves nimbler in the mud, 
‘Than ali the fwift-finn’d racers of the flood, 

As fkilful divers to che bottom fall 
Sooner than thofe that cannot fwim at all 
So in this way of writing, without thinking, 
Thou haft a ftrange alacrity in finking. 
‘Thou writ’ft below ev’n thy own natural parts, 
And with acquiz’d dulnefs and new arts i 
Of ftudy'd nonfenfe, tak’ft kind readers hearts. 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints ’gainft Critics to prefer, ‘ 
Since thou art turn’d an arrant libeller ; 
‘Thou fert'ft thy name to what thyfelf doft write: 
Did ever libel yet fy tharply bite ? 


TO THE SAME. 


‘ON HIS PLAYS. 


Tov damn’d antipodes to common fenfo : 

‘Thou foil to Flecknoe, pr’ythee tell from whens 

Does all this mighty ftock of dulnefs fpring 2”. 

Js it thy own, or hatt it from Snow-bill, 

Aflifted by fome ballad-making quill ? 

No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are fuch, 

I'd fwear they were tranflated out of Detch. 

Fain would | know what diet thou doft keep, 

If thou doft always, or doft never fleep? 

Sure hafty-pudding is thy chiefeft dith, 

With bullock’s liver, or fome ftinking fith : 

Garbage, ox-checks, and tripes, do feaft thy brain, 

Which nobly pays this tribute back again. : 

With daify-roots thy dwarfifh Mufe is fed, 

A giant’s body with a pigmy’s head. . 

Canft thou not find, among thy numerous race . 

Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 

Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, fag. 

Think on’t a while, and thou wilt quickly ‘ 

Thy body made for labour, not thy mind, 

No other ufe of paper thou fhouldft make, : 

Than carrying loads and reams upon thy back. -- 

Carry vaft burdens till thy shoulders fhrink : 

But curft be he that gives thee pen and ink : 

Such dangerous weapons fhould be kept from faola, 

As nurfes from their children keep edg’d toola s 

For thy duil fancy a muckinder is fit x 

‘To wipe the flabberings of thy fnotty wit + 

And though ’tis late, if juftice could be found, 

Thy plays, like blind-born puppies, fhould be 
drown’d. os 

For were it not that we refpe& affurd 

Unte the fon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftool fhould take her feat, 

Dreft like herfelf in a great chair of ftate; 

Where like a Mufe of quality fhe’d die, 

And thou thyfelf fhalt make her elegy 

In the fame ftrain thou writ't thy comedy. 





5 


yp 


TO SIR THOMAS ST. SERFE, 


On she priating bis Play, called © Taruge's Wiles,” 
1668. 


_Taruco gave us wonder and delight, 

‘When he oblig’d the world by candle-light : 
But now he’s ventur’d on the face of day, 

“EF? oblige and ferve his friends a nobler way, 
Make all our old men wits, ftatefmen the young, 
And teach ev'n Englithmen the Englith tongue. 

James, on whofe reign all peaceful ftars did 

ae Smile, 

“Did but attempt th’ vnicing of our ife. 

‘What kings, and Nature, only could defign, 
‘Shall be accomplith’d by this work of thine ; 
For who is fuch a Cockney in his heart, 

Proud of the plenty of the fouthern part, 

‘To fcorn that union, by which we may 

‘Boatt ‘twas his countryman that writ this play ? 

Phoebus himfelf, indulgent to my Mufe, 

His to the country fent this kind excufe : 

Fair Northern Lafs, it is not through neglect 
¥court thee at a diftance, but refped : 
Tcannot ad, my pailion is fo great ; 

Bat U'l}- make up in light what wants in heat : 

thee I will beflow my longeft days, 

‘And.crown thy fons with everlatting bays : 


My beams that reach thee {hall employ their | 


powers 
To ripen fouls of men, not fruits or flowers. 
Let warmer climes my fading favours boat : 
Poets and ftars thine brighteft in the froft. 








EPILOGUE TO MOLIERE’S TARTUFFE, 
“Franflated by Mr. Medlurne, 


SPOKEN BY TARTUFFE, 


Many have been the vain attempts of wit, 

Againg the fill-prevaiting hypocrite : 

Once, and but ence, a poet got the day, 

And vanquith’d Bufy in a puppet-play ; 

And Buly, rallying, arm'd with zeal and rage, 

Poffefs'd the pulpit, and puli'd down the tage. 

To laugh at Englith knaves is dangerous then, 

While Englith fools will think them honeft men: 

Bat fure no zealous brother can deny us 

Free leave with this our Monfieur Ananias : 

A man tay fay, without being call’d an Atheift, 

There are damu’d rogues amoug the French and 
Papitt, 

That fix falvation to fhort band and hair, 

That belch and foufile to prolong a prayer ; 

That ufe “ enjoy the Creature,” to exprefs 

Plain whoring, gluttony, and drankennels; 

And, in a decent way, perform them toa 

As well, nay, better far, perhaps, than you. 

Whole ficthly failings are but fornication, 

We gadly phrafe it “ gofpel-propagation,”” 

Juft as rebellion was call’d reformation. 


j 
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Zeal ftands but fentry at the gate of Sin, 
Whilft all that have the word pafs freely in: 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of {pies, 
We march, and take Damnation by furprife. 
There’s not a roaring blade in all this town 
Can go fo far towards hell for half a crown 
As I for fixpence, for I know the way: 

For want of guides, men are too apt to ftray : 
Therefore give ear to what I fhall advife; 
Let every marry’d man that’s grave and wife 
Take a Tartuffe of known ability, 

To teach and to increafe his family ; 

Who fhall fo fettte lafting reformation, 

Firft get his fon, then give him: education. 


EPILOGU'E, 


On the Revival of Ben onfon's Play, called 
“ Every Man in bis Humour.” 


Extreaty fhall not ferve, nor violence, 

Yo make me {peak in fuch a play’s defence; 

A play, where wit and humour do agree 

To break all pradtis’d laws of Comedy. 

The fcene (what more abfurd!) in England lies; 

No gods defend, nor dancing devils rife ; 

No captive prince from unknown'country brought; 

{ No battle, nay, there’s fearce a due) fought ; 

And fomething yet more sharply might be faid, 

But I confider the poor author's dead : 

Let that be his excufe—now for our own, 

Why,—faith, in my opinion, we need none. 

The parts were fitted well; but fome will fay, 

Pox on them, rogues, what made them choofz 
this play? ¥ 

I do not doubt but you will credit me, 

| It was not choice, but mere necefitty : 

¥o all our writing friends, in town, we fent ; 

} But not a wit durft venture out in Lent: 

| Have patience but till Eaiter term, and then 

You hall have jigg and hobby-horfe again, 

Here's Mr. Matthew, our domeftic wit 5 

Does promife one o’ th’ ten plays he has writ; 

But fince great bribes weigh nothing with the jutt, 

Know, we have merits, and to them we truft, 

When any fafls or holidays defer 

‘The public labours of the theatre, 

We ride not forth, although the day be fair, 

On atmubling tit, to take the fuburb air ; 

Put with our authors meet, and {pend that time 

Yo make up quarrels between fenfe and rhyme. 

Wednefdays and Fridays conftantly we faté, 

‘Till after many a long and free debate, 

For diverfe weighty reafons "twas thought fit, 

Unroly fenfe fhould ftill to rhyme fubmit : 

This, the moft wholefome Jaw we ever made, 

So ftriGly in his epilogue ohey'd, 

Sure no man here will ever dare to break—— 

[Enter Jonfon's Ghyft.] 
Hold, and give way, for I myfelt will {peak : 








* Matthew Medbourn, an eminent apr. 


POEM &, 


Can you encourage fo much isfolence, 

And add new faults {till to the great offence, 
Your anceftors fo rathly did commit 

Againft the mighty powers of art and wit ? 
‘When they condemn’d thofe noble works of mine, 
Sejanus, and my beft-low'd Catiline. 

Repent, or on your guilty heads fhail fail 

‘The curfe of many a rhyming paftoral. 

The three bold Beauchamps fhall revive again, 
And with the London ’prentice conquer Spain. 
All the dull follies of the former age, 

Shall find applaufe on this corrupted ftage, 

But if you pay the great arrears of praife, 

So long fince due to my much-injur’d plays, 
From all pat crimes I firft will fet you free, 
And then infpire fome one to write like me. 


SONG, 


Written at Sea, in the faf! Dutch War, 1665, 
the Night b:fore the Engayement, 


a 
To all you ladies now at land, 
We men, at fea, indite ; 
Bat firft would have you underftand, 
How hard it is to write; 
The Mufes now, and Neptune too, 
We mutt implore to write to you, 
With a fa, la, la, la, Ia. 


nm 
For though the Mufes fhould prove kind, 
And fill our empty brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptune roufe the wind, 
To wave the azure main, 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 
Roll vp and down our hips at fea. 
With a fa, &c. 
. Tit. 
‘Then if we write not by each poft, 
Think not we are unkind ; 
Nor yet conclude your fhips are loft, 
By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we'll fend a fpeedier way, 
The tide fhall bring them twice a-day. 
With a fa, &e. 
Iv. 
The king, with wonder and furprife, 
Will fwear the feas grow bold ; 
Becaufe the tides will higher rife, 
‘Than e’cr they us'd of old : 
But let him know, it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall ftairs. 
With a fa, &c, 


¥. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our fad and difmal ftory ; 

The Dutch would fcorn fo weak a foe, 
And quit their fort at Goree; 

Yor what refi@ance can they find 

From men who've eft their hearts behind ! 
With afa, &c. 


vw 
Let wind and weather do its wort, 
Be you to us but kind; 
Let Dutchmén vapour, Spaniards curfe, 
No forrow we fhall find : 
’Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our friend, or who's our foe, 
With a fa, &c. 
d : Vile 
To pafs our tedious hours away, 
We throw a merry main; ~ 
Or elfe at ferious ombre play; 
But, why fhould we in vain 
Each other’s ruin thus purfue? ~ 
We were undone when we left you. 
With a fa, &e. 
Vint, 
But now our fears tempeftuous grow, 
And caft our hopes away ; 
Whilft you, regardlefs of our woe, 
Sit carelefs at-a play: 
Perhaps, permit fome happier man 
To kifs your hand, or flirt your fan. 
With a fa, &e. es 
IX. 
When any mournful tune you hear, 
That dics in every note; 
As if it figh’d with each man’s care, 
For being fo remote; 
Think how often love we've made 
‘Yo you, when all thofe tunes were play'd. 
With a fa, &c. 
x. 
In juftice you cannot refufe, 
To think of our diftrefs ; 
When we for hopes of honour lofe 
Our certain happinefs; 
All thofe defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves more worthy of your love. 
With a fa, &c. 
xi * 
And now we've told you all our loves 
And likewife all our fears ; 
In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity from your tears; 
Let’s hear of no inconitancy, 
We have too much of that at fea. 
With a fa, Ia, la, la, Ia, 








ON THE COUNTESS OF DORCHESTER, 
MISTRESS TO KING JAMES 11,1680, 


Text me, Dorinda, why fo gay, 

Why fuch embroidery, fringe, and Ince? 
Can any dreffes find a way, 
To ftop th’ approaches of decay, 

And mend a ruja’d face? 


a. 
Wile thou ftill {parkle in the box, 
Still ogle in the ring? 
Canft thou forget thy age and pox, 
Can all that fhines on fhells and rocks 
Make thee a fine young thing? 


THE WORKS 





mL 
So have I feen ia larder dark 
Of veal a lucid loin; 
Replete with many a brilliant {park, 
As wife philofophers remark, 
At once both ftisk and thine. 


ON THE SAME. 


I. 
Provn with the spoils of royal cully, 
With falfe pretence to wit and parts, 
She {waggers like a batter’d bully, 
To try the tempers of mens hearts, 


1 
‘Though the appear as glittering fine, 
As gems, and jetts, and paint, can make her; 
She ne’er can win a breaft like mine ; 
The devil and Sir David } take her. 


—_— 
KNOTTING. 


‘At noon, itt a funthiny day, 

The brighter lady of the May, 

Young Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a thade : 





Each flender finger play'd its part, 

‘With fuch activity and arr, 

As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moft decay'd. 


‘Her favourite fwain, by chance, came by; 

‘He faw no anger in her eye; 

(Net when the bafhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have feem’d afraid. 


She let her ivory needie fall, 
» And hurl'd away the twifted ball : 
But ftraight gave Stephon fuch a call, 
As would have rais’d the dead. 





ear gentle youth, is’t nanc but thee? 
‘With innocence I dare be free 

By fo much truth and modefty 

No nymph was c’er betray’d. 


Come lean thy head upon my lap; 
While thy fmooth checks I ftroke and clap, 
\Thou may’ft fecurely take a nap; 

Which he, poor foo}, obey’d. 


She faw him yawn, and heard him fnore, 

And found him fatt afteep all o'er. 

She figh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ftarting up, the faid, 


Sach virtue thall rewarded be: 

For this thy dull fidelity, 

Tl eruf you with my flocks, not mé, 
Purfue thy grazing trade; 


af Sir David Colyear, late Earl of Portmore, 


x 


OF DORSET. 


Go, milk thy geats, and thear thy theep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep; 
Thou fhait no more be lul’d afleep 

By me miftaken maid. 





THE ANTIQUATED COQUET. 


A SATIRE ON A LADY OF IRELAND jj, 


Prruus, if you will not agree, 

To give me back my liberty ; 

In fpite of you, 1 muft regain 

My lofs of time, and break your chain. 
You were miftaken, if you thought. 

I was fo grofsly to be caught ; 

Or that I was fo blindly bred, 

As not to be in woman read. 

Perhaps you took me for a fool, 
Defign’d alone your fex’s tool ; 

Nay, you might think fo mad a thing, 
‘That, with a little fathioning, 

I might in time, for your dear fake, 
That monfter call’d a hufband make ; 
Perhaps I might, had I not found 

One darling vice in you abound ; 

A vice to me, which e’er will prove 
An antidote to banith love. 

OQ! [could better bear an old, 

Ugly, difeas’d, mif-thapen fcold, 

Or one who games, or will be drunk, 
A fool, a {pendethrift, bawd, or punk, 
Than one at all who wildly flics, 

And, with foft, aking, giving eyes, 
And thoufand other wanton arts, 

So meanly trades in begging hearts, 
How might fuch wondrous charms perplex, 
Give chains, or death, to all our fex, 
Did fhe not fo unwifely fet, 

For every fluttering fool her net! 

So poorly proud of vulgar praife, 

Her very look her thoughts betrays 5 
She never ftays till we begin, 

But beckons us herfelf to fin. 

Ere we can afk, the cries confent, 

So quick her yielding looks are fent, 
‘They hope foreftal, and ev'n defire prevent, 
But Nature's turn’d when women woo, 
We hate in them what we fhould do; 


. Defire’s aflcep, and cannot wake, 


When women fuch advances make + 
Both time and charms thus. Phyllis waftes, 
Since each mul furfeit ere he taftes. 
Nothing efcapes her wandering eyes, 
No one the thinks too mean a prize ; 
Ev’n Lynch §, the lag of human kind, 
Neareft to brutes of God defign’d, 
May boaft the files of this coquet, 

As much as any man of wit. 

Fhe figns hang thinner in the Strand, 
The Dutch fearce more infeft the land, 


fl to be of the name.6f Clanbrazil, 
2A notorious debauchee, 


“POEMS 


Though Egypt's lecufts they outvie, 

In number and voracity. 

‘Whores are not half fo plenty found, 

In play-houfe, or that Hallow’d ground 

Of Temple-walks; or Whetftone’s park ; 

Careffes, lefs apound in Spark f. 

‘Then with kind loooks for all who come, 

At bawdy-houfe;the Drawing-room : 

Bat all in vain the throws her darts, 

They hit, but cannot hurt our hearts: 

Age has enerv’d her charms fo much, 

‘That fearlefs all her eyes approach ; 

Tach her autumnal face degrades 

With “ Reverend Mother of the Maids !"’ 

But ’tis ill-natur’d to run on, 

Forgetting what her charms have done ; 

To Teagueland we this beauty owe, 

‘Teagueland her earlieft charms did know : 

‘There firft her tyrant beauties,reign’d ; 

Where'er the look’d, fhe cunqueft gain’d, 

No heart the glances could repel, 

‘The Teagues in fhoals before hee fell ; 

And trotting hogs was all the arr, 

‘The found had left to fave his heart. 

She kill'd fo faft, by my falvation, 

She near difpeopled half the nation : 

Though the, good foul, to fave, took care 

All, all fhe could from fad defpair, 

From thence fhe thither came to prove 

\t yet her charms could kindle love : 

But ah! it was too late to try, 

Yor Spring was gone, and Winter nigh : 

Yet though her eyes fuch conquefls made, 

‘That they were fhunn’d, or clic obey’d, 

Yet now her charms are fo decay’d, 

She thanks each coxcomb that will deign 

‘Vo praife her face, and wear her chain, 
So fome old foldier, who had done 

Wonders in youth, and batties won, 

When feeble years his ftrength depefe, 

That he too weak to vanquifh grows, 

‘With mangled face and wooden leg, 

Reduc’d about for alms to beg, 

O'erjoy’d, a thoufand thanks beftows 

Qa him who but a farthing throws. 








S50NG TO CHLORIS, 
FROM TNE 
“ BLIND ARCHER? 


1. 
Au! Chloris, "tis time to difarm your bright eycs, 
And Jay by thofe terrible glances; 
We live in an age that's more civil and wife, 
‘Than to follow the rulus of romances. 
Il 
When onte your round bubbies begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you no long time of courtind ; 
And you'll find it a very hard tafe to hold out ; 
or all maidens are mortal at fourteen. 
* Eflzabeth Spark, a acted courtezan. 
Vor, Vi 


sts: 
SONG 


7 1. 
Merurnxs the poor town has been troubled too? 


Tong, 
With Phyilis and Chloris in every forg, 
By fools, who at once had both love and defpaig, - 
aind will never leave calling them cruel and fair; 
Which jufily provokes me in rhyme to exprefs 
The truth that I know of bonny Black Befs, 
i 

This Befs of my heart, this Befs of my foul, 

Has a tkin white as milk, and bair as black as 9 


coal; 
She’s plump, yet with eafe you may (pan round 
her waitt, [brac'd ¢ 


But her round {welling thighs can fearce be ergs 
Her belly is foft, not 2 word of the reft: : 
But ( know what ! think, when § drink to the bet. 
Buin 
The plowman and ’fquire, the arranter clows, , 
At home fhe fubdued in her poragon gown; 
But now fhe adorns both the boxesand pit; 
And the proudef& town gallants are’ ‘for’ fle 
fubmit ; 
All hearts fall a leaping wherever the comes, _, . 
and beat day and night, like my Lord Cravén’é 
drums, 





iv. . 

I dere not permit her to come td Whitehall, 
For fhe’d outfhine the ladies, paint, jewels, andall : 
If a lord thould but whifper his love in the crowd, 
She'd fell him a bargain, and laugh out aloud 
Then the Queen, overhearing what Betty did: 
Would fend Mr. Roper te take her away. 






% 
But to thofe that have had my dear Befsin their 

arms 

She's gentle, and Knows how to foften her charms; 

And to every heauty can add a new grace, 

Having learn'd how to lifp, and to trip in her 
pace ; 

And with head on one fide, and a languifhing eye, 

To kill us by locking as if fhe would die, 


=e 


SONG. 


he 
May the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crowds and noife ; © 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys! 
i. 
May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And the world think them wife, 
While I lie dying at her feet, 
And all the world defpife. 
It. 
Let conquering kings new triumphs raife, 
And mele In court delights; 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much fofter nights, 
Kk 
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A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED 


In grey hair'd Calia’s wither’d arms 
As mighty Lewis lay, 

She.cry'd, lf I have any charms, 
My dearefft, Jet’s away. 


For you, my Love, is all my fear? 
. Hark how the drums do rattle! 
Alas, Sir! what fhould you do here 

In dreadful day of batele ? 


Let little Qrange flay and fights 
For danger’s his diverfion; 

‘The wife will think you in the right, 

Not to expofe your perfon : 


Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 
‘The ruins of your glory ; 

“You ought to leave fo mean a care 
To thofe who pen your flory. 
f 


Age not Boileau and Corneille paid 
For'panegyric writing ? . 

‘They know how herces may be made, 
‘Without the help of fighting. 





When foes too faucily approach, 
'Tis beft to leave them fairly : 

Put Gx good horfes to your coach, 
And carry me to Marly. 


Pst Bouflers, to fecure your fame, 

a ké fome tow:: of buy it; 
WAIE you, great Sir, at Notre Dame, 
A te Beurn ing in quict. 








SONG. 


Parcxrs, the faireft of Love's foes, 

3 ‘Though fiercer than a dragon, 

Henplis, that fcorn’d the powder'd beaux, 
, What has the now to brag on? 

So lorig the kept her legs fo clofe, 

Till they had {carce a rag on. 


Compell’d through want, this wretched maid 
Did fad complaints begin ; 

‘Which furly Strephon hearing, faid, 
Te was both fhame ‘and fin, 

‘To pity fuch a lazy jade, 
As will neither play nor fpia, 





SONG. 
Dorinpa’s {parkling wit and eyes, 
United, caft too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
, Pains not the heart, but hurts the fight. 


Love is a calmer gentler joy, 
“Smooth are his looks, and foft his pace ; 
Her Cupid is a blackguard boy, 

‘That runs his link full in your face. 


OF DORSET. 
SONG. 


Syivia, methinks you are unfit 
For your great lord’s embrace ; 

For though we all allow you wit, 
We can’t a handfome face. 


Then where’s the pleafure, where's the good, 
OF {pending time and cuft ? 

For if your wit be n’t underftood, 
Your keeper's blifs is loft. 





L 
Paycxis, for fhame, let us improve 
A thoufand different ways, 
Thofe few fhort moments {natch’d by love 
From many tedious days. 
nh 
If you want courage to defpife 
The cenfure of the grave, 
Though Love’s a tyrant in your eyes, 
Your heart is but a flave. 
ne 
My love is full of noble pride, 
Nor can it eer fubmie, 
‘To let that fop, Dilcretion, ride 
In triumph over it. 


wv. 
Falfe friends 1 have, as well as you, 
Who daily counfel me 
Fame and ambition to purfue, 
And leave off loving thee. 


v. 
But when the leaft regard 1 thew, 
To fools who thus advife, 
May I be dull enough to grow * 
Moft mifcrably wife ! 


SONG, 
. ae 
Corynon bereath a willow, 
By a murmuring current laid, 
His arm reclin’d, the lover’s pillow, 
‘Thus addrefs'd the charming maid. 
fe 








1 
O! my Sachariffa, tell, 
How could nature take delight 
That a heart fo hard thould dwell 
Ina franse fo foft aud white. 
um. 
Could you feel but half the anguith, 
Half che tortures that I bear, 
How for you I daily languifh, 
You'd be kind, as you are fair. 
Iv, 
See the fire thac in me reigns, 
O: behold a burning man; 
Think I feel my dying pains, 
And be cruel if you can, 
: v. 
With her conqveft pleas’d, the dame 
Cry'd, with aa infulting lock, 
Yes, 1 fain would quench your flame ; 
She Spoke, and pointed to the brook. 
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GEORGE STEPNEY.. 


Containing his 
EPISTLES, | IMITATIONS, ~~ 
ELEGIES, ranwsLATIONS, 


We. (He. Wee 


Ta which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 
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Stepney ! in foreign courts a favourite name, 
For ever facred to the voice of Fame ! 
Abroad, at home, his ations wonder mov’d; 
Great was the glory to be thus approv’d, ¢ 
But greater that, to be by you belov'd. 
Evspen’s Epistrz to Hairax. 
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a 
THE LIFE OF STEPNEY. | 
i RnEEREEEREEREERERIiEROZEZARmereee 





Grorcr Stzpxey, defcended of the family of the Stepneys of Pendegraft, in Pembrokethire, 
was born in Weltminfter, in the year 1663. Of his father’s condition or fortune nothing is known. - 
He was educated at Weftminfter fchool, from whence he was removed to Trinity College, Came 
bridge, in 1682 ; and he took his Mafter's degree in 1689. : 
At collége he continued a friendfhip, begun at fchool, with Charles Montague, Efq., after- 
‘warda Earl of Halifax, to whofe perfonal kindnefs he was chiefly indebted for the preferment be 
afterwards enjoyed. i 
They came to London together, and are faid to have been introduced into public life by the 
Earl of Dorfet. : 
At this time, he was perhaps attached to the Tory intereft; for one of the firft poems he wrote 
was an addrefs to King James, on his Acceffion to the Throne; in which, with little poetry or pro- 
priety, he compares that monarch to Hercules. 
Soon after the Acceflion of King fames, when Monmouth’s Rebellion broke out, the Univerfity. 
of Cambridge thought proper to burn the piéture of that rath prince, who had been their Chancels’ 
Yor. On this occafion, Stepney wrote fome good verfes, in anfwer to this queftion : 


“ 








Sed quid 
Turba Remi? fequitur fortunam, ut femper, et odit damnatos.” 


At the Revolution, he embraced the Whig intereft ; and his qualifications recommended him ta 
many foreign employments in the reign of King William, and the fucceeding reign, 

In 1692, he was {ent Envoy to the Elector of Brradenburg ; in 1693, to the Imperial Court; 
in 1694, to the Elector of Saxony; in 1696, to the EleCtors of Mentz and Cologne, and the Con- 
grefs of Frankfort; in 1698, a fecond time to Brandenburg; in 1699, to the King of Poland; in 
1701, again to the Emperor ; and, in 1706, to the States General. 

He was very fuccefsful in his negotiations, which occafioned his conftant employment in the moft 
weighty affairs of that time. 

His life was bufy, and not Jong. He died at Chelfea in 1707, in the 44th year of his age, and 
was buried in Weftminfter Abbey. f 
‘This is all that is known of Stepney ; a man who wanted not wifdom as a ftatefman, nor ele- 
gauce asa poet; but whofe public honours feem to have been more owing to his 

tions, than to his merit as a writer. 

His profe writings confift of fome occafional political traés; particularly, 
Intereft of England, 170%; and The Proceedings of the Foufe of Commons in 
King's Progrefs in Flanders, printed in the Collection of TraGs, called Lord 

His poems, which are not very long, nor are the fubje&s upon which the 
fiderable, were printed among the works of the Mizor Poets, in 2 volumes, 


political connece ! 


An Effay on the prefint 
1667, upon the French 
Somers’s Collections 
Y are written very con< 
amo, 1749, 

Kk ij 


538 THE LIFE OF STEPNEY. 
He apparently, however, Profcffed himfelf a poet, and came forward, among others, with his 
‘werles on public occafions, particularly on she Death Ff Queen Mary; a fabject which yequired 
More clegiac tendernefs than is to be found in his performance. ; 


His name, alfo, appears amoug thofe of the other wits in the Verfion of Juvenal, to /ahich he 
contribnted a tranflation of the ight Satire, executed with a freedom obfervable in thr’ verfion of 
> his affociates, and a neglect of his author whi 


ich is not compenfated by beauties of his. .wn. 
-© -Iochis original poems,” faye Dr. Johnfon, “ now and then a happy line may perhaps be found, 


and now and then a short compofition may give Pleafure ; but there is, in the whole, little either of 
the grace of ‘wit, or the vigour of nature,” 


Hlip-chaza@er is given in the following Epitaph, infcribed on the pedeftal of a monument erected 
€ his memory in Weftminiter Abbey. 
HLS. E. 
Groxciva Srerneius, Armiger, 
Vir, 
Ob Ingenii acumen, 
Literarum Scientiam, 
Morum Suavitatem, 
Rerum wfum, 
: Virorum Amplifimorum Confuetudinem 
Linguz, Styli, ac Vita Elegantiam, 
Preeclara officia cum Britanniz tum Europz. 
Preftita, 
Sua ztate multum celebratus, 
Apud pofteros femper celebrandus ; 
Plurimas Legationes obiit 
Ba Fide, Diligentia, ac Felicitate, 
‘Ut Auguftiffimorum Priacipum 
Gulielmi et Anne 
Spem in illo repoficam 
Nunquam fefellerit, 
Haud raro fuperaverit 
Poft longum hororum Curfum 
Brevi Temporis fpatio confe&tum, 
Corn Natu parum, Faniz fatis vixerat 
Animam ad altiora afpirantem placide efllavit, 


On the Left Hand. 


GS, 

Ex Equeftri familia Stepneiorum 
De Pendegraft, in Comitara 
Pembrochienfi oriundus, 
‘Weltmonatterii natus eft, A.D. £633. 
Eledtus in Collegium 
Sancti Petri Weftmonaft. A. 1676. 
Sancti Trinitatis Cantab. 1682. 
Confiliariorem quibus Commercii 
Cura Cemmiffa eft 1697. 
Chelfeias mortuus, et comi-aate 


























ON THE MARRIAGE oF 


GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 


AND THE 


LADY ANNE ft. 


Circumvotantum blanda Cupidinum 
Huc Mater axes flectat eburncos, 
Dum faevientis flagra dextre 
Chaonia metuant Columb. 


Seu, ne¢ jugales heu! nimtum pigrot 
Damnent Amantes, ocids, ocils 
Impelle currum fortiori 
Remigio volitans Olorum. 


Jundtum maring Pelea Conjugi, 
Senigue junctum Cyprida Trosco, 
Delira ne jactet vetuitas, 
Connubio fuperata noftro: 


Hluftriori ftemmare regiam 
Ditabit aulam nobilior Parens 5 
Virrute et Ainean Nepotes. 
Viribus et fuperent Achille. 


Quin bellicofe gloria Cimbriz, 
Nunc invidenda fpes, decos Angli. 
Ira, horror, et vultus minaces 
Jo Domine tumulentur ulnis. 


Ceffate lites; {picula, machine 
Dormite lethi; libret et unicus, 
Prebent puella quas ocelli, 

Armiger innocuus fagittas ! 


Quam dulce vultu virgineo rubet 
Pandora ! (quantum, dum rubet, allicit !} 


+ From the “ Hymenaeus Cantabrigientic. 
« giae, 1683." 


Cantabri- 


Tacctque, fed nartant viciffimt 
Lumina luminibus calores. 


Liqniffet Evan Gnofida, floridam 
‘Tu, Phoebe, Daphnen hanc peteres magis: 
Nec non Tonantis pluma mendax, 
Cornua feu tegerent amores. 


Lacena nunquam damna modeltiz 
Tuliffer, ldz fi puer huc vagus 
Erraflet, ardentes videret. 
Funere tergemino penates. 


Flammafque viles crederet Mii. 
Mercede tali quis ftadium piger 
Fatale vitet ? quis timerct 
Ocnomai fremitum fequentis ? 


Te prada nullo parta periculo, 
Te gaza nullis empta taboribus 
Expectat ultrd: fata, Princeps, 
Hac meritis ftatuére tantis. 


£tas ut aptis vernct amoribus, 
Blando fideles murmure turtures, 
Nexuque vites ardtiori, et 
Bafiolis fuperate conchas. 


Cum dextra Celi prodiga Carolam 
Ornarit omni dote, Britannia 
Oblita, ec hzredis futuri, 
Nec dederit fimilem aut fecundum ; 


Te, fpes ruentis fauftior impert, 
Nomen beabit Patris amabile, 
Heroas illuftres daturum, 
Qui domitum moderentur orbem- 


Infans Parenti laudibus ewaulus 
Affurgat, annos diffimulans breves : 
Patris decorem mas verendum, 

Mattis et os referant Puellz. 
Kk i 
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TO KING JAMES It. 
Upen bis Acceffion to the Throne, 1684-5. 


As vidtors lofe the trouble they fuftain 
dn greater trophics which the triumphs gains 
And martyrs, when the joyful crown is given, 
Forget the pain by which they purchas’d heaven : 
Bo, when the Phenix of our empire dy’d, 
And with a greater heir the empty throne fupply’d, 
Your glory diffipates cur mournful dew, 
And turns our grief for Charles to joy for you. 
Myfterious Fate, whofe one decree could prove 
The high extreme of cruelty and love ! 

May then no flight of a blafpheming Mule 
Thofe wife refolves of Providence accufe, 
Which eas’d our Atlas of his glorious weight, 
Since ftronger Hercules fupports the ftate. 
England no more fhall penftve thoughts employ 
Ox him fhe ’as loft ; but him the has, enjoy. 
Soa Ariadve, when her lover fled, 
-And Bacchus honour’d the deferted bed, 
Ceas'd with her tears to raife the fwelling flood, 
Forgot her Thefeus, and enbrac'd the god. 


On the Univsfty of Cambridge's burning the Deke of 
Monmouth's Pidure, 1685, who was formerly their 
Chancellor —In Anfwer to this Quefion, 


“« —— Sed quid 
“€ Turba Remi? fequitur fortunam, ut femper, 
“etodit - 
« Damnatos ——” 


. — 


Yes, fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
. Both from your rabble and your dogors too, 
‘With what applanfe you once receiv'd his grace, 
And begg'd a,copy of his godlike face ; 
But when the fage Vice-Chancellor was fure 
"The original in limbo lay fecure, 
* As grealy as himfelf he fends a lidor, 
“Po vent his loyal malice on the pidure. 
“The beadle’s wife endeavours all the can 
‘To fave the image of the tall young man, 
Which fre fo oft when pregnant did embrace, 
‘That with ftrong thoughts the might improve her 
Tace; 
«But all in vain, fince the wife houfe confpire 
‘To damn the canvas traitor to the fire, 
Left it, like bones of Scanderbeg, incite 
Seythe-men next harveft to renew the fight. 
Then in comes mayor Eagle, and does gtavely 
alledge, 
‘He'll fubfcribe, if he can, for a bundle of Sedge; 
‘Bat the man of Clare-hail that proffer refufes, 
*Snigs he'll be beholden to.none but the Mules ; 
“And orders ten porters to bring the duil reams 
On the death of good Charles, and crowning of 
James‘; {ftofF 
And fwears he will borrow of the Provoit more 
On the marriage of Anne, if that be n't enough, 
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The heads, left he get all the profit t’ himfelf, - 

Too greedy of honour, too lavith of pelf, : 

This motion deny, and vote that Tite TP 

Should gather from each noble doétor a sillet. 

The kindnefs was common, and fo thy,’d return 
it; 

The gift was to all, all therefore wha burn it: 

‘Thus joining their ftocks for a bor ire together, 

As they club for a cheefe in the parith of Chedder, 

Confufedly crowd on the fophs and the doors, 

The hangman, the townfmen, their wives, and 
the proftors; 

While the troops from each part of the countries 
in ale 

Come to quaff his confufion in bumpers of flale : 

But Rofalin, never unkind to a Duke, 

Does by her abfence their folly rebuke, 

The tender creature could not fee his fate, 

With whom fhe 'ad danc’d a minuct fo late. 

The heads, who never could hope for fuch frames, 

Out of envy condemn'd fixfeore pounds to the 
flames ; 

Then his air was too proud, ancl his features amifs, 

As if being a traitor had alter’d his phiz : 

So the rabble of Rome, whofe favour ne'er fettles, 

Melt down their Sejasus to pots and brafs kettles. 





AN EPLSTLE To 
CHARLES MONTAGUE, Esq 
Afterwards Eary of Hatirax. 


Or bis Majefs's Veyage to Halland. 
Str, 


Sivce you oft invite me to renew 

Art L’ve either loft, or never knew, 

Pleas’d my patt follies kindly to commend, 

And fondly lofe the critic in the fricnd ; 

Though my warm youth untimely be decay’d, 

Prom grave to dull infenfibly betray'd, 

Vil contradi@ the humour of the times, 

Inclin’d to bufinefs, and averfe to rhymes, 

And to obcy the man U love, in Spite 

Of the world’s genius and my own, Vl write. 
But think not that I vainly do afpire 

‘Yo rival what I only would admire, 

‘The heat and beauty of your manly thought, 

And force like that with which your hero fought ; 

Like Samfon’s riddle js that powerful fong, 

Swect as the honey, as the licn ftrong ; 

The colours there fo artfully are jaid, 

They fear no luftre, and they want no fhade, 

But thall of writing a juft model give, 

While Boyne thall flow, and William’s glory live. 
Yet fince his every act may well infufe 

Some happy rapture in the humbleft Mute, 

Though mine defpairs to reach the wondtons 

height, 
She prunes her pinions, cager of the flight ; 
‘The King’s the theme, and i've a fubjedt’s right, 
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, When William's deeds, and refeved Europe's joy, 
YS exery tongue and every pen employ, 

Tis to ceigk treafon fare, to fhew no zeal, 

And not tc write, is almoft to rebel. 

Let Albi o then forgive her meaneft fon, 
Who would . ontinue what her beft begun ; 
‘Who, leaving Conquefts and the pomp of war, 
‘Would fing the sdous King’s divided care; 

How eagerly he vew, when Europe's fate 

Did for the feed of future ations wait; 

And how two nations did with tranfport boaft, 

Which was belov’d, and lov'd the victor moft : 

How joyful Belgia grarefully prepara 

Trophies and vows for her returning lord; 

‘How the fair ifle with rival paffions ftrove ; 

How by her forrow the exprefs'd her love, 

When he withdrew from what his arm had freed; 

And how the blefi’d his way, yet figh’d, and, 
faid: 

Is it decreed my hero ne'er thal reft, 

Ne’er be of me, and I of him poffefs'd ? 
. Scarce had I met his virtue with my throne, 
By right, by merit, and by arms his own, 
Bat Ireland’s freedom, and the war’s alarms, 
Call’ him from me and his Maria’s charms. 
© generous prince, too prodigally kind ! 
Can the diffufive goodnefs of your mind i 
Be in no bounds, but of the world confin'd ? 
Should finking nations fummon you away, 
Maria’s love might juftify your ftay. 
Imperfectly the many vows are paid, 
ich for your fafety to the Gads were made, 
White on the Boyne they Jabour'd to out-do 
Your zeal for Aibien by their care for you; 
‘When, too impatient of a glorious eafe, 
You tempt new dangers on the winter feas, 
“Che Belgic flate has refted long fecure 
‘Within the circle of thy guardian power ; 
Rear'd by thy carc, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ftrength, can range the woods alone ; 
When to my arms they did the Prince refign, 
I blefs'd the change, and thought him wholly 
. mine; 
Conceiv'd long hopes I jointly thould obey 
Mis Rronger, and Maria’s gentle {way : 
He fierce as thunder, the as lightning bright ; 
One my defence, and t' other my delight: 
Yet go—where honour calls the hero, go: 
Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow ; 
Go mect your country’s joy, your virtue’s due; 
Reccive their triumphs, and prepare for new 5 
Enlarge my empire, and let France afford 
‘The next large harveft to thy profperous {word : 
Again in Creicy let‘my arms be rear’d, 
And o'er the continent Britannia fear’d : 
While under Mary's eutelary:care, 
Fer from the danger, or the noife of war, 
In honourable pleafure I poffefs 
‘The fpoils of conqueft, and the charms of peace. 
As the great Iamp by which the globe is blefs'd, 
Conftant in toil, and ignorant of reft, 
‘Through different regions does his courfe purfue, 
“And leaves one world but to revive a new; 
While, by a pleating change, the Quecn of Night 
Relieves bis Inflre with a milder Hight ; 
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So when your beams do diftant nations cheer, 
The partner of your crown fhall mount the 
~ fphere, - $ 
Able alone my empire to fuftain, 
And carry on the glories of thy reign— 
But why has fate malicioufly decteed, 
That greateft bleflings mutt by turns fucceed ? 
Here the relented, and would urge his flay 
By all that fondnefs and that grief could fay ; 
But foon did her prefaging thoughts employ 
On fcenes of triumphs and returning joy. 
Thus, like the tide, while her unconftant breaft 
Was fwell’d with rapture, by defpair deprefi’d, 
Fate call’d; the hero muit his way purfue, 
And her cries leffen'd as the fhore withdrew. 
The winds were filent, and the gentle maia 
Bore an aufpicious omen of his reign ; ‘ 
When Neptune, owning whom thofe feas obey, 
Nodded, and bade the cheerful ‘'ritons play, 
Each chofe a different fubject for their lays, 
But Orange was the burden of their praife ¢ 
Some in their ftrains up to the fountain ran, 
From whence this ftream of virtue firft began 
Others chofe heroes of a later date, : 
And fang the * foundcr of the neighbouring fate 
How daringly he tyranny withftood, i 
And feal'd his country’s freedom with his blood ; 
Then to the two illuftrious } brethren came, 
‘The glorious rivals of their father’s fame; 
And to the |j youth, whofe pregnant hopes oute 
ran : 
The fteps of time, and carly thew'd the man; 
For whofe alliance monarchs did contend, 
And gave a daughter to fecure a friend. 
But as by Nature’s law the Phanix dies, 
That from its orn a nobler bird may rife; 
So fate ordain’d the § parent foon fhould fet, 
To make the glories of his heir cumplete. 
At Willian’s name each fill’d his vocal fhell, 
And on the happy found rejoic’d to dwell : 
Some fang his birth, and how difcerning Fate 
Sav’d infant Virtue againft powerful: Hate ; 
OF poifozious (nakes by young Alcides quell’d, 
And palms that fpread the more, the more with 
held, : 
Some fung Seneffe, and early wonders done 
By the boid youth, himfclf a war alone; 
And how his firmer courage did oppefe i 








His country’s foreign and inteftine foes ; 
The lion he, who heid their arrows clofe. 
Others fung Perfeus, and the injur'd maid, 
Redeem’d by the wing'd warrior’s timely aid; 
Or in myfterivus numbers did unfold 

Sad modern truths wrapt up in tales of old; 
How Saturn, futh’d with arbitrary power, 
Defign’d his lawful iffue to devour ; 

But Jove, referv'd for better fate, withftood 
The black contrivance of the doating god; 
With arms he came, his guilty father fled, 
*Twas Italy fecur'd his frighted head, 

And by his flight refign’d his empty throne 
And tiple empire to his worthier fon. 


* Wiliam, 


vit + Maurice and Henry, 
t Willam, 


y James ly 
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‘Then in one notte their artful force they join, 
iBagor to reach the victor and the Boyne : 

How on the wondering bank the hero flood, 

Lavithly bold, and ‘ately good : 

Tilt Fate, defigning to convince the brave 

‘That they can dare no more than Heaven can fave, 

Let death approach, and yet withheld the fling, 

‘Wounded the man, diftinguithing the King. 

They had ecnlarg’d, but found the ftrain too 

ftrong, 

And in foft notes allay’d the bolder fong 

Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry'd, and round thy 
bed. . 

For ever may victorious wreaths be fpread ; 

No more may travellers defire to know 

‘Where Simois and Granicus did flow ; 

Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten ftream, 

Be or the foldier’s rant, or poet’s theme : 

All waters thall unite their fame in thee, 

Loft in thy waves, as thofe are in-the fea, 

‘They breath’d afrefh, unwilling to give o'er, 
And begg’d thick mifts long to conceal the fhore; 
Smooth was the liquid plain ; the fleeping wind 
‘More to the fea, than to its mafter kind, 
Detain’d a treafure, which we value more 
‘Than all the deep e’er hid, or waters bore. 
But he, with a fuperior genius born, {fcorn ; 
Treats chance with infolence, and death with 
Darknefs and ice in vain obftruct his way; 
Holland is near, and nature muft obey ; 
Charg’d with our hopes the boat fecurely rode, 
For Cafar and his fortune were the load. 

‘With eager tranfport Belgia met her fon, 
Yet trembling for the danger he had run; 
‘Til, certain of her joy, fhe bow’d her head, 
Confefa’d her Lord, blefe’d his return, and faid : 

If paffion by long abfence does improve, 

And makes that rapture, which befure was love, 

‘Think on my old, my intermitted blifs, 

And by my former pleafure meafure this: 

Nor by thefe feeble pillars which I raife, 

Unequal to fuftain the hero’s praife : 

Too faint the colours, and too mean the art, 

To reprefent your glories, or my heart : 

‘Thefe humble emblems are defign’d to thew, 

Not how we would reward, but what we owe. 

Here from your childhood take a short review, 

How Holland’s happinefs advanc’d with you ; 

How her ftout veffel did in triumph ride, 

And mock’d her ftorms, while Orange was her 
uide, 

What fice has been our fate—t need not fay, 

Ill fuiting with the bleffings of the day, 

Our better fortune with our Prince was gone, 

Conqueft was only there where he led on. 

Like the Palladium, wherefoe'er you go, 

You turn all death and danger on the foe. 

In you we but too fadly underftood, 

“How angels have their fpheres of doing good ; 

Elfe the fame foul which did our trocys poffefs, 

‘And crown'd their daring courage with fuccefs, 

Had taught onr fleet te triumph o’er the main, 

‘And Ficurus had heen ftil a guiltlefs plain. 

What pity 'tis, ye Gods! an arm and mind 

Like yours fhould b= to time and place confin'd! 
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But thy return shall fix our kinder fate; 
For thee our councils, thee our armies watt 
Difcording princes thall with thee com’ane, 
And centre all their interefts in thi 
Proud of thy friendfhip, thall forego/heir way, 
As Rome her great Dictator did o¥zy ; 

And all united make a Gordian Yaot, - 
Which neither craft thall loofe, .or force fhall cnt. 














ON THE LATE HORRID CONSPIRACY.” 


Tae * youth whofe fortune the vatt globe obey'd, 
Finding his + royal enemy betray’d, 

And in his chariot by |} vile hands opprefs'd, 
With noble pity and juit rage poffefs’d, 

Wept at his fall from fo fublime a {tate, 

And by the traitor’s death reveng’d the fate 

Of majefty profan’d—fo d&ted too 

The generous Czfar, when the Roman knew 

A § coward king had treacheroufly flain, : 
§ Whom {carce he foil’d on the Pharfalian plain : 
‘The doom of his fam’d rival he bemoan’d, 

And the bafe author of the crime dethron’d. 

Such were the virtuous maxims of the great, 
Free from the fervile asta of barbarous hate : 
They knew no foe but in the open field, 

And to their caufe and to the gods appeal’d. 

So Witliam a@s—and if his rivals dare 

Difpute his reign by arms, he’ll meet them there, 
Where Jove, as once on Ida, holds the fcale, 
And icts the good, the juft, and brave, prevail, 








TO THE EARL OF CARLISLE, 
Upon the Death of bis Son before Luxemburg. 


He’s gone! and was it then by your dectee, 

Ye envious powers, that we fhould only fee 

‘This copy of your own divinity ? 

Or thought ye it furpafling human ftate, 

To have a bleffing lafting as "twas great ? 

Your cruel skill you better ne’er had thewn, 

Since you fo foon defign’d him all your own, 

Such foftering favours to the damn’d are given, 

When, to increafe their hell, you fhew them hea- 
ven. 

Was it too godlike, he fhould long inherit 

At once his father’s and his uncle’s fpirit ? 

Yet as much beauty, and as calm a breaft, 

As the mild dame whofe teeming womb he bleft. 

HY’ had all the favours Providence could give, 

Except its own prerogative, to live ; 

Referv’d in pleafares, and in dangers bold, 

Youthful in agtion, and in prudence old: 

His humble greatnefs, and fubmiffive fate, 

Made his life full of wonder, as his fate ; 

One, who, to all the heights of learning bred, 

Read books and men, and practis’d what he read- 


* Alexander, i Boffus- 


§ Peolemy. 


+ Darius. 
1 Pompey. 
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nd the wide globe fearce did the bufy fun 
i ter haite and greater luftre run, 
"True gata and grandeur he defery’d, * 


“om the E rench fopperies, and-German ptide; 
aatd Like the induftrious bee, where’er he flew, 


” Gather’d the \{weers which on fweet bloffoms {\ 


grew. 
Babel’s confoted Ngeethes on his tongue 
With a fweet harmony and concord hung. 
More countries than for Homer did conteft 
Do ftrive who moft were by his prefence bieft. 
‘Nor did his wifdom damp his martial fire ; 
Minerva both her portions did infpire, 3 
Ufe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre, 
So Czfar doubly triumph’d when he wrote, 
Shewing Jike wit, as valour when he fought. 
If God, as Plato taught, example takes 
From his own works, and fouls by patterns makes, 
Much of himfelf in him he did unfold, 
And caft them in his darling Sidney's mold, ‘ 
Of too refin’d a fubftance to be old. 
Both did alike difdain.an hero's rage 
Should seme. tike an inberitance by age. 
Ambitioufly did both confpire to twift 
Bays with the ivy, with their temples kift : 
Scorning to wait the flow advance of time, 
Both fell like early bloffoms in their prime, ‘ 
By blind events, and Providence’s crime. 
Yet both, like Codrus, o’er their yielding fez, 
Obtain’d the conqueft, in their overthrow ; 
Aad longer life do purchafe by their death, 
‘In fame completing what they want in breath. 
Oh! had kind Fate ftretch’d the contracted {pan 
To the full glories of a perfe& man, 
And, as he grew, could every rolling year 
A new addition to our wonder bear, 
HY had paid to his illuftrious line that Qock 
Of ancient honour, which from thence he took. 
But oh! 
So hafty fruits, and too ambitious flowers, 
Scorning the midwifery of ripening thowers, 
In fpite of frofts, {pring from th’ unwilling earth, 
But find a nip untimely as their birth : 
Abortive iffues fo delude the womb, 
And fearce have being, ere they want a tomb. 
Forgive, my Lord, the Mufe that does afpire 
With a new breath to fan your raging fire ; 
Who each officious and unfkilfnl found 
Can with freth torture but enlarge the wound. 
Could I, with David, curfe the guilty plain, 
‘Where once more lov’d than Jonathan was tiain ; 
Or could I flights high as his merits raife, 
Clear as his virtue, deathlefs as his praife ; 
None who, though laurels crown'd their aged 
head, 
Admir’d him living, and ador'd him dead, 
With more devotion fhould enrol his name 
In the long-confecrated lift of Fame. 
But, finee my artlefs and unhailow’d ftrain 
‘Will the high worth, ie thould commend, profane; 
Since I defpair my humble verfe thould prove 
Great as your lofs, or tender as your love 4 
My heart with fighings, and with tears mine 


eye, 
Shall the defeé of written grief fupply, 
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A POEM,” 


Dedicated to the bleffod Memory of ber late gracious 
Majefty Queen Mary. 


Once more, my Mofe,—we muft an altar raife;—- 

May it prove lafting as Maria’s praife ; 

And, the fong ended, be the fwan's thy doom, 

Reft ever filent, as Maria’s tomb, : 
But whence thall we begin? or whither fteer? 

Her virtues like a perfect round appear, 

Where judgment lies in admiration loft, 

Not knowing which it thould diftinguith moft. 
Some angel, from your own, defcribe her frame, 

For fure your godlike beings are the fame : 

All that was charming in the fairer kind, 

With manly fenfe and refolution join’d ; 

A mien compos’d of mildnefs and of ftate, 

Not by conftraint or affeGtation great; 

But form’d by nature fer fupreme command, 

Like Eve jut moulded by the Maker's band; 

Yet fuch her meeknefs, as half-veil’d the throne; 

Left, being in too great a luftre fhewn, ud 

It might debar the fubjec of accefs, 

And make her mercies and our comforts lefs. 

So Gods of old, defcending from their fphere 

To-vifit men, like mortals did appear; 

Left their too awful prefence fhould affright 

Thofe whom they meant to biefs and to delight, 
‘Thus to the noon of her high glory run, 

From her bright orb, diffofive like the fun, 

She did her healing influence difplay, _, 

And cherifh’d all our nether world, that lay 

Within the circte of her radiant day ; 

Reliev’d not only thofe who bounty fought, 

But gave unatk’d, and as the gave forgot; 

Found modeft Want in her obfcure retreat, 

And courted timorous Virtue to be great, ‘ 

The Church, which William fav'd, was Mary's. 

care, i 

Taught by her life, and guarded by her pray'rs 

What her devotious were, ye cherubs, tell, 

Who cver round the feat of mercy dwell; 

For here fhe would not have her goodgefe 

known, 

But you beheld how fhe addrefs'd the throne, 

And wonder'd at a zeal fo like your own. 

Since the was form’d, and lov'd, and pray’d like 


you, 
She fhould, alas! have been immortal too. 
A mind fo good, in beauteous ftrength array’d, 
Affur'd our hopes the might be long obey’d ; 
And we, with heighten’d reverence, might have 
feen * ° 
The hoary grandeur of an aged Queen, 
Who might, with William, jointly govern here, 
As that bright pair which rules the heavenly 
fphere, 
Grace and mild mercy beft in her were fhewn 5 
in him the rougher virtues of the throne: 
Of Juftice the at home the balance held; 
Abroad, Oppreffion by his fword was quell’d 
The generous lion, and the peaceful dove, 
The God of battle, and the Queen af love, 
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Did in their happy nuptials well agree: 
Like Mars, he led our armies out; and fhe 
‘With {miles prefided o’er her native fea. 

Such too their meetings, when our Monarch 
came, 
‘With laurels loaden, and immortal fame : 
As when the God on Hxmus quits his arms, 
Softening his toils in Cytherea’s charms: 
‘Then with what joy did fhe the vidor meet, 
And Jay the reins of empire at hie feet! 
‘With the fame temper as the * Latian hind 
‘Was made Di@ator, conquer’d, and refign'd : 
So Pallas from the dufty field withdrew, 
And, when imperial Jove appear’d in view, 
Betas her female arts, the fpindle and the 
_ clew ; 
Forgot the {ceptre the fo well had fway’d, 
And, With that mildnefs fhe had rul’d, obey’d; 
Pleas’d with the change, and uncuncern’d as 
3, ave, - 
‘When in difguife he leaves his power above, 
And drowns ail other attributes in love, 
Such, mighty Sir, if yet the facred ear 
Of Majefty in grief vouchfafe to hear, 
‘Was the lov’d confort of thy crown and bed, 
‘Our joy while living, our defpair now dead. 
Yet though with Mary one fupporter fail, 
‘Thy virme can alone futtain the Pall 
Of Sybil’s books, that volume which remain’d, 
The perfect value of the whole retain’d. 
‘When in the fiery car Elijah fled, 
His fpirit doubled on his partner’s head ; 
So will thy people's love, now Mary’s gone, 
Unite both flreams, and flow on thee alone. 
The grateful fenate with one voice combine 
To breathe their forrows, and to comfort thine, 
By bringing to thy view how Europe’s fate 
Does on thy counfels and thy courage wait : 
i But, when the vattnes of thy grief they fee, 
‘They own ‘tis juft, and mele in tears with thee. 
Blufh not, great foul, thus to reveal thy 
woe; 
Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full o'erflow; 
Shed by degrees, they pafs unfelt away, 
But raife a ftorm and deluge where they flay, 
"The braveft heroes have the fofteft mind; 
Their nature’s, like the Gods, to love inclin’d. 
Homer, who humaz paflions nicely knew, 
‘When his illuftrious Grecian chief he drew, 
Left likewife in his foul one mortal part, 
Whence love and anguifh too might reach his 
, heart ; 
For a loit miftrefs in defpair he fate, 
And let declining Troy fill Qruggle with her fate: 
But when the partner of his cares lay dead, 
Like a rous’d lion from his tent he fled, 
‘Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans Jew, 
And mangled Hedtor at his chariot drew. 
Still greatér is thy lofs,——be fuch thy rage, 
As conquer’d Gallia only may affuage. 
She who on earth fecur'd thee by her prayer, 
Return’d to heaven, fhall prove thy guardian ar- 
gel there, 





* Lucivs Quintius. 
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j And, hovering ‘round thee with her hexveniy. 





thield, : 
Unieen protet chee i UE doubtful Be 
Go then, by differetit paths fo glory ; 0, 
The church's both eftates with Mary, thew, 
And while above the triumphs, figyc below.— 
*Tis done—our Monarch to the “amp returns,— 
The Gallic armies fy—their ney burns, 
And earth and feas all bow at ‘nis command; _ 
And Eurupe owns her peace from: his-vi@orieag 

ni 








THE AUSTRIAN EAGLE. 


Ar Anna’s call the Auftrian eagle flies, 

Bearing her thunder to the fouthern tkies; 

Where a rath Prince, with an unequal fway, 

Inflames the region, and mifguides the day 

Till the ufurper, from his chariot hurd, 

Leaves the true monarch to command the 
world. 


THE NATURE OF DREAMS. 


Ar dead of night imperial Reafon fleeps, 
And Fancy with her train loofe revels keeps ; 
Then airy phantoms a mix’d fcene difplay, 
Of what we heard, or faw, or wifh’d by day; 
For memory thofe images retains, 
Which paffion form’d, and ftill the ftrongeft 
reigns, 
Hantfmen renew the chace they lately run, 
And generals fight again their battles won. 
Spectres and furies haunt the murderer’s 
dreams; 
Grants or difgraces are the courtier’s themes. 
The mifer {pies a thief, or a new hoard ; 
The cit’s a knight, the fycophant a lord. 
Thus fancy’s in the wild diftraction loft, 
With what we moft abhor, or covet moft. 
But of all paffions chat our dreams control, 
Love prints the deepeft image in the foul ; 
For vigorous fancy and warm blood difpenfe 
Pieafures fo lively, that they rival fenfe. 
Such are the tranfports of a willing maid, 
Not yet by time and place to act betray’d, ~ 
Whom fpies or fome faint virtue fore’d to fly 
That fcene of joy, which yct the dies to ery: 
Till fancy bawds, and, by myfterious charms, 
Brings the dear object to her longing arms ; 
Unguarded then fhe melts, acts fierce delight, 
And curfes the returns of envious light. 
In fuch bleft dreams Byblis enjoys a flame, - 
Which waking the detefts, and dares not name. 
Ixion gives a loofe to his wild love, 
And in his airy vifions cuckolds Jove. 
Honours and ftate before this phantom fak 
For fleep, like death its image, equals all. 
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Convince the world thet’ you’re devout and true, 
Be jutt in all you fay, and all you de; 
Whatever be your birth, you're fure to-be 
A peer of the firft magritude to me: 
Rome for your fake fhafl prfh her conquefts on, 
And bring new titles home from nations wen, ‘ 
‘Vo dignity fo eminent a fbn. 
‘With. your bleft- name thal every region found, 
Loud as mad Egypt, wheg her priefts have found 
A new Ofiris for the oxebey drown’d. 

But who wili call thefe noble, who deface, 
By meaner acts, the glories of their race; 
Whole quly title to ow fathers’ fame 
¥s.couch’d in the dead letters of their name? 
A dwarf as-well mar for a giant pals; 
A negro for a {wan}; a crook-back’d la(s 
Be call’d Europa; and ad cur may bear 
“The name of tiger; tion, or whate’er 
Penores the nobleft or the fiercett. beat ; 
Be therefore careful, left the world in jeft 
Should thee juft fo with the mock titles greet 
OF Camerinus, or of conquer'd Crete. 

‘To whom is this advice and cenfure due ? 
Rubcllius Plaucue, ’tis applied to you ; 
Who think your perfon fecond to divine, 
Becaufe defcended from the Drufian line ; 
‘Though yet you no illuftrious ad have done, 
‘Fo make the world diftinguifh Julta’s fon 
From the vile offspring of a trull, who fits 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 
* You are poor regues (you cry) the bafer feum 
“« And inconfiderable dregs of Rome ; 
“ Who kaow not from what cerner of the earth 
“ The obfcure wretch who got you, ftole his 

“ birth ; 

, & Mine I derive from Cecrops.”—May your Grace 
Live and enjoy the fplendor of your race |—— 
Yet of thefe bafe plebeians we have known 
Some, who, by charming eloquence, have 

grown 

Great fenators, and honours to that gown : 
Some at the bar with fubrilty defend 
‘The caufe of an unlearned:nobie friend ; 
Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 
Others their ftronger youth to arms apply, 
Go to Euphrates, or thole forces join 
Which garrifon the conqueits near the Rhine, 
While you, Rubellius, on your birth rely; 
‘Though you refemble your great family 
No more, than thofe rough ftatues on the road 
{Which we call Mercuries) are like that god : 
Your blockhead though excels in this alone, 
"You are a living ftatue, that of ftone. 

Great fon of Troy, who ever prais'd a heaft 
For being of a race above the reft, 
‘But rather meant his courage, and his force ? 
‘To give un inftance—We commend a horfe 
(Without regard of pafture or of breed) 
For his undaunted mettle and his fpeed ; 
‘Who wins moi plates with greateft cafe, and fir 
Prints with his hoofs his conquefts ca the duft. 
‘But if fleee Dragon’s progeny at lait 
Prove jaded, and in frequent matches caft, 
No favour for the ftallion we retain, 
Asd no refpe for the degenerate firain ; 
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The worthlefs brute is from New-market wrought, 
And at an under rate in Smithfield boughe;” 

To turna mill, or drag a loaded life 

Beneath two panniers and a baker’s:wife. 

That we may thesefore you, net y/ur’s, admire, 
Firtt, Sir, fome honour of ye Yaacquire;  * 
Add to that ftock which juftly w2 beftow 
On thofe bleft thades to whoni you aff things owe, 

‘This may fuffice the haughty youth to-fhame, 
Whofe fweiling veins (if we may credit fame ) 
Burft almoft with the vanity and pride 
That their rich blood to Nero’s is ally’d : 
The rumour’s likely ; for, “ We feldom find’ 
“ Much fenfe with an exalted fortune join’d.* 

But Ponticus, I would not you fhould raife 
Your credit by hereditary praife ; 

Let your own aéts immortalife your name ; 
“ "Tis poor relying on another’s fame ;"" 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The fuperftraGure mutt in rains fall ; 
Asa vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm the lov’d, 
Be a good foldier, or upright trufteé, 
An arbitrator from corruption free. 
And if a witnefs in a doubtful caufe, 
Where a brib’d judge means to elude the laws: 
‘Though Phalaris’s brazen bull were there, 
And he would di@ate wiiat lie’d rave you {wear, 
Be not fo profligate, but rather choofe 
To guard your honour, and your life to lofe, 
Rather than let your virtue be betray’d ; 
Virtue, the nobleft caufe for which you're made, 

“ Improperly we meature life by breath’; 

* Such do not truly live who merit death ; 

Though they their wanton fenfes nicely pleafe 

With all the charms of luxury and cafe ; 

Though mingled flowers adorn their carelefs 
brow, 

And round them coftly fweets negleéted flow, 

As if they in their funeral flate were laid, 

And to the world, as they’re to virtue, dead. 

When you the province you expe obtain, 
From paffion and from avarice refrain ; 

Let our affociatcs poverty provoke 

Thy generous heart not to increafe their yoke, 
Since riches cannot refcue from the grave, 
Which claims alike the monarch and the flave, 

To what the laws enjein, fubmiffion pay ; 

And what the Senate fhall command, obey. 
Think what rewasds upon the good attend, 

And how thofe fall unpitied who offend : 

Tutor and Capito may warnings be, 

Who felt the thunder of the States decree, 

For sobbing the Cecilians, though they = 
(Like lefler pikes) only fabfift on prey. 

But what avails the rigour of their doom? 

Which cannot future violence o'ercome, 

Nor give the miferable province eafe, 

Since what one plunderer left, the next will feize. 

Cherippus then, in time yourfclf bethink, 
And what your rags will yield by aution, fink; 
Ne’er put yourfelf to charges to complain 
Of wrong which heretofore you did fuftain, 
Make not a voyage to detect the theft : 

’Tis mad to lavith what their rapine leit. 
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“then Rome at fir our rich allies fubdued; 
From grate taxes woble’-fpeils accrued ; 
Each wealthy province, but in patt oppref, 
“Thonght the lofs trivial, and enjoy’d the reft. 
Afi treafuries did then with heapd abound ; 
In every wardrebe coftly filks were found ; 
‘The leaft.apartment of the meaneft houfe 
Could all the weat-hy pride of art produce ; 
Piduves Which from Parrhafius did receive 
Motion and warmth, and ftatues taught to live : 
Some Polyclete’s, fome Myron's work declar'd, 
4n others Phidias’ mafter-piece appear'd ; 
And crowding plate did on the cupboard ftand, 
Embofs'd by curious Mentor's artful hand. 
Prizes like thefe oppreffors might invite, 
Thefe Dolabelia’s rapine did extite, 
‘Thefe anthony for his own theft thought fit, 
Merres for thefe did facrilege commit ; 
(And when their reigns were ended, fhips full 
i fraught 
ihe hidden fruits of their exaction brought, 
hich made in peace a treafure richer far, 
han what is plunder'd in the rage of war. 
This was of old; but our confederates now 
Have nothing left but oxen for the plough, 
Or fome few mares referv'd alone for breed ; 
Yet, left this provident defign fucceed, 
‘They drive the father of the herd away, 
Making both ftallion and his pafture prey. 
Their rapine is fo abje@ and profane, 
‘They not from trifles nor from gods refrain ; 
But the poor Lares from the niches feize, 
H they be lietle images that pleafe. 
Such are the fpoils which now provoke their theft, 
And are the greateft, nay, they're all that’s left. 
Thus may you Ccrinth or weak Rhodes ope 
prefs, 
Who dare not bravely what they feel redrefs : 
For how can fops thy tyranny controul, 
© Smoozh linibs are fymptoms of a fervile foul.” 
But trefpafs not too far on fturdy Spain, 
Sclavonta, France, thy gripes from thofe re- 
ftrain, 
Who with their fveet Rome's luxury maintain, 
And fend us plenty, while our wanton day 
Ts lavifh’d at the circus, or the play. 
For, fhould you to extortion be inclin’d, 
Your cruel guile will fittle boozy find, 
Since gleaning Marins has already feiz'd 
All that from fun-burnt Afric can be fqueez’d. 
But, above all, “ Be careful to with-hold 
Your talons from the wretched and the bo!d; 
‘Tempt not the brave and needy to delpair ; 
For, ee your violence fhould leave them 
are 
Of gold and filver, fwords and darts remain, 
And will revenge the wrongs which they fuf- 
tain; 
© The plunder’d ftill have arms———,”” 
‘Think not the precept I have here laid down 
A fond, uncertain notion of my own; 
No, ’tis a Sibyl's leat what I relate, 
As fix’d and fure as the decrees of fate. 
Let none but men of honour you attend ; 
Choo‘e him that has moft virtue for yoyr friend, 
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And give no way to any darling youth 
To fell your favour, and pervert the eruth. 
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Reclaim your wife from ftrolling wp and down, 
‘Yo all aflizes, and through every town, 
With claws like harpies, eager for the prey ' 
(Pot which your juitice and your fame will pay). 
Keep yourfelf free from {candals fueh as thefe; 
‘Then-trace your birth from Picus, if you pleafe: 
If he’s too modern, and your pride afpire 
To feek the author of your being higher, 
Choofe any Titan who the gods withftood 
To be the founder of your ancient blood, ¢ 
Prometheus, and that race before the flood, 
Or any other ftory you can find 
From heralds, of in poets, to your mind. 
But fhoild you prove ambitious, luftful, vain ; 
Or could you fee with pleafure and difdain, 
Rods broke on our affociates bleeding backs, 
And heads-men labouring till they blunt their ax > 
Your father’s glory will your fi proclaim, 
And to a clearer light expofe your fhame ; 
For ftill more public fcandal vice extends, 
“ Ashe is great and noble who offends. . 
How dare youthen your high extraction plead ? 
Yet blufh not when you go to forge a deed, 
In the fame temple which your grandfire built ; 
Making his ftatue privy to the guilt. 
Or in a bawdy miafquerade are led, 
Muffled by night, to fome polluted bed. 
Fat Lateranus does his revels keep 
Where his forefathers?’ peaceful afhes fleep; 
Driving himfelf a chariot down the bill, 
And (though a conful) links himfelf the wheel : 
To do him juftice, ’tis indeed by night, 
Yet the moon fees, and every Smaller light ¢ 
Pries a$ a witneia of the fhameful fight. 
Nay, when his year of honour’s ended, foon 
He'll leave that nicety, and mount at noon; 
Nor biufh fhonld he fome grave acquaintance meet, 
Bat, proud of being known, will jerk and greet : 
And when his fellow-beafts are weary grown, 
He'll play the groom, give oats, and rub them 
Us, after Numa's ceremonial way, (down. 
He at Jove’s altar would a victim flay, 


; To no clean guddefs he dire@s his prayers, _ 


Hut by Hippona moft devoutly fwears, 

Ox fome rank deity, whofe filthy face 

We fuitably o’er ftinking ftables place. 

When he has run his length, and does begin 

To ficer his courfe dire@tly for the ina 

(Where they have watch’d, expeéting him alt 
A grealy Syrian, ere he can alight, - [nigbt), 
Prefents him effence, while his courteons hoft 
(Well knowing nothing by good-breeding’s loft) 
Tags every fentence with fome fawning word, 

Such as “ My King, My Prince,” at lea “ My * 

“ Lord ;” 

And a tight maid, ere he for wine can.afk, 
Gueffes his meaning, and unoils the flak. 
Some, friends to vice, induftrioufly defend 
Thefe innocent diverfions, and pretend 
That I the tricks of youth too roughly blame, 
Alleging that when young we did the fame. 
I grant we did, yet when that age was paift, 
The frolic himour did no longer laft ; 
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‘We did not cherith and indulge the crime : 

‘What's foul in ating, fhould be left in time. 

Tis true, fome faults, of courfe, with childhood 

end, 

We therefore wink at wags when they offend, 

And fpare the boy, in hopes the mas may mend.. 
But Lateranus (now his vigorous age 

Should prompt him for his country to engage, 

‘The circuit of our empire to extend, 

And all our lives in Cafae's to defend) 

Mature in riots, places his delight 

All day in plying bumpers, and at night 

Reels to the bawds, over whofe doors are fet 

PiSures and bills, with “ Here are whores to let,” 

Should any defperate unexpected fate 

Summon all heads and hands to guard the ftate, 


+ Caxfar, fend quickly to fecure the pore ; 


“ But where’s che general? where does he 
© refort ?”” 
Send to the futler’s; there y’ are fure to find 
"Phe bully match’d with rafcals of his kind, 
Quacks, coffin-makers; fugitives and failors ; 
Rooks, common foldiers, hangmen, thieves, and 
tailors; {ceflions, 
With Cybele’s priefts, who, weary’d with pro- 
Drink there, and fleep with knaves of all pro- 
feflions, 
A friendly gang! each equal to the heit ; 
And all, who can, have liberty to jeft: {think 
One flaggon walks the round, that none fhould 
They either change, or ftint him cf his drink 
and, left exceptions may for place be found, 
‘Their ftools are all alike, their table round. 
What think you, Ponticus, yourfelf might do, 
Should any fiave fo Jewd belong to you? 
No doubt, you'd fend the rogue in fetters bound 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground : 
But, nobles, you who trace your birth from Troy, 
Think, you the great prerogative enjoy 
Of doing il}, by virtue of that race ; 
As if what we efleem in coblers bafe, 
Would the high.family ef Brutus grece. 
Shameful are thefe examples, yet we find 
(To Rome's difgrace) far worfe than thefe behind 5 
Poor Damafippus, whom we once have known 
Fluttering with coach and fix about the town, 
Is forc’d to make the flage his laft retreat, 
And pawns his voice, the all he has, fur meat : 
For now he mutt (fitce his eftate is loft) 
Or reprefent, or be himfelf, a ghoft : 
And Lentulus aéts hanging with {uch art, 
Were Ia judge, he fhould not feign the part. 
Nor would { their vile infolcnce acquit, 
‘Who can with patience, nay diverficn, fit, 
Applauding my lord’s buffoonry for wit. 
And clapping farces acted by the eourt, 
While the peers cuff, to make the rabble fport : 
Or hirclings, at a prize, their fortunes try ; 
Certain to fall unpity’d it they die ; 
Since none can have the favourable thought 
‘That to obey a tyrant’s will they fought, 
But that their lives they willingly expole, 
Bought by the Prztors to adorn their fhews. 
Yet fay, the ftage and lifts were both in fight, 
And you mult either chocfe to a¢t, or fight ; 
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Death never fare bears fuch a ghaftly fhape, ~~ 
That a rank coward bafely would efcape —~ 
By playing a foul harlot’s jealous tool, 
Or a feign’d Andrew toa real fool. 
Yet a peer actor is no menttrous thiig, 
Since Rome has own’d a fidler for 4 king: 
After fuch pranks, the world ittelf at beit 
May be imagin’d nothing but 7jeft. 
Go to the lifts where feats of arms are fhewn, 
‘There you'll find Gracchus {from patrician) 
grown 
A fencer and the fcandal of the town. 
Nor will he the Mirmillo’s weapons bear, 
The modeft helmet he difdains to wear ; 
As Retiarius he attacks his-foe ; 
Firft waves his trident ready for the throw, 
Next cafts his net, but neither level’d right, 
He ftares about expos’d to public fight, 
‘Then places all his fafety in his flight. 
Room for the noble gladiator ! See 
His coat and hatband fhew his quality. 
Thus when at laft the brave Mirmillio knew 
“T'was Gracchus was the wretch he did purfue, 
‘Yo conquer fuch a coward griev’d him more, 
Than if he many glorious wounds had bore. 
Had we the freedom to exprets our mind, 
There’s not a wretch fo much to vice inclin’d, 
But will own, Seneca did far excel 
His pupil, by whofe tyranny he fell : 
To expiate whofe complicated gui!t, 
With iome proportion to the blood he fpile, 
Rome fhould more ferpents, apes, and facks pro- 
vide, - 
Than one, for the compendious parricide, 
Tis true, Oreftes a like crime did act; 
Yet weigh the caufe, there’s difference in the fact > 
He ftew his mother at the gods’ command, 
They bid him ftrike, and did direct his hand ; 
To punifh falfehood, and appeafe the gho 
Of his poor father treachcroufly lott, 
Juf in the minute when the flowing bowl 
With a full tide enlarg’d his cheerful foul, 
Yet kili'd he not his fifter, or his wife, 
Nor aim’d at any near relation’s life ; 
Oreftes, in the heat of all his rage, 
Ne’er play’d or fung upon a public Rage; 
Never on verfe did his wild thoughts employ, 
To paint the horrid fcene of burning Troy, 
Like Nero, who, to raife his fancy higher, 
And finith the great work, fet Rome on fire. 
Such crimes make treafon juft, and might compel 
Virginius, Vindex, Galba, to rebel ; 
For what could Nero's felf have acted worfe 
‘fo aggravate the wretched nation’s curfe ? 
‘Thefe are the bleft endowments, ttudies, arts, 
Which exercife our mighty En:peror’s parts ; 
Such frolics with his roving genius {uit, 
On forcign theatres to proftitute 
His voice and honour, for the poor renown 
Of putting all the Grecian actors down, 
And winning at a wake their parfley-crown, 
Let this triamphal chaplet find fome place 
Among the other trophies of thy race ; 
By the Domitii’s ftatues thali be laid 
The habit and the mafk in which you play’d 
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tigon’s, or bold Thyettes’ part, 

(While your wild nature litle wanted art} 
And on the marble pillar thall be huag 
The lute to which the Royal Madman fung. 

Who, Cataline, can boaft a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethegus’s, and thine ? 
‘Yet you took arms, and did by night confpire 
'To fet your honfes and pur gods on fire. 

(An enterprife which might indeed become 
‘Our enemies, the Gauls, not fons of Rome, 

‘To recompence whofe barbarous intent 
Piech'd fhirts would be too mild a punithment) ; 
But Tully, our wife conful, watch’d the biow, 
‘With care difcover’d, and cifarm’d the foe; 
‘Tally, the humble mufhroom, {carcely known, 
‘The lowly native of a country town 

(Who till of late could never reach the height 
OF being honour’d as a Roman knight), 
‘Throughout the trembling city plac'd a guard, 
Dealing an equal thare to every ward, 

And by the peaceful robe got more renown 
‘Within our walls, than young Odavius won 
By viétories at Adtium, or the plain 

Of Theffaly, difcolour’d by the fain: 

Him therefore Rome in gratirude decreed 
‘The Father of his Country, which he freed. 

Marius (another conful we admire) 

In the fame village born, firft plow’d for hire; 
tis next advance was to the foldier’s trade, 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the fpade, 
His furly officer ne’er fail’d to crack 

His knotty cudgel on his tougher back : 

‘Yet he alone fecur’d the tuttering ftate, 
Withitood the Cimbrians, and redeem’d our fate: 
So when the eagles to their quarry few 
(Who never fuch a goodly banquet knew) 
Only a fecond laurel did adorn 

His colleague Catulus, though nobly born; 

He fhar’d the pride of the triumphal bay, 
But Marius won the glory of the day, 

From a mean ftcck the pious Decii came, 
Small theic eftates, and vulgar was their name; 
Yet fuch their virtues, that their lofs alone 
For Rome and all our legions did atone ; 


Their country’s doom they by their own retriev'd, 


Themfelves more worth then all the hoft they 
fav'd. 

The lait good king whom willing Rome obey'd, 
‘Was the poor offspring of a captive maid; 
Yet he chofe robes of empire juftly bore, 
Which Romulus, our facred founder, wore + 
Nicely he gain’d, and well poffeft the throne, 
Not for his father’s merit, but his own, 
And reign'd, himfetf a family alone. 

When Tarquin, his prond fucceffur was quell"d, 
And with him Luft and Tyranny expeil'd, 
‘The confuls’ fons (who for their country’s good, 
And to enhance the honour of their blood, 
Should have afferted what their father won, 
And, to confirm that liberty, have done [own if 
A@ions which Cocles might have with’d his 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear, 
And what bold Clelia might with envy hear) 
Open’d the gates, endeavouring to reftore 
Their banifh’d king, and arbitrary power: 

Vou, Vi. 
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Whilft 2 poor flave, with fearce a name, betray’d 
The horrid ills thefe well born rogues had laidg ~ 
Who therefore for their treafon juftly bore 
The rods and ax, ne’er us’d in Rome before. 

If you have ftrength Achilles’ arms to bear, 
And courage to fuftain a ten years wars 
Though foul Therfites got thee, thou fhale he 
More lov’d by all, and more efteem'd by me, 
Than if hy chance you from fome hero came, 
In nothing like your father but his name. 

Boaft then your blood, aad your long lineage 

fretch 

As high as Rome, and its great founders reach ; 
You'll tind, tn thefe hereditary tales, 
Your anceftors the fcum of broken jails; 
And Romulus, your honous’s ancient fource, 
But a poor fhepherd’s boy, or fomething worfe. 
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HORACE, BOOK HI. ODE VIt, 
IMITATED. 


‘ 
Dear Molly, why fo oft in tears ? 
Why ali thele jealoufies and fears, 
For thy bold Son of Thander ? 
Have patience till we've conquer’d France, 
Thy clofet thal! be ftor’d with Nantz; 
Ye ladics like fuch plunder. 


1. 
Before Toulon thy yoke-mate fies, 
Where all the live-long night he fighs 
For thee in lonfy cabin ; 
And though the Captain’s Cloe cries, ‘ 
“ ‘Tis [, dear Bully, pe'ythee rife”? —_a— 
He will not let the drab in. 
i, 
But fhe, the cunning'ft jade alive, 
Says, 'tis the ready way to thrive, 
By fharing female bounties : 
And, if he'll be but kind one night, 
She vows he halt be dubb'd a knight, 
Whea the i; made a countefs, 
Iv. 
Then tells of fmooth young pages whipp’d, 
Cafhier’d, and of their liveries ftripp’d ; 
Who late to peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell’d to trudge 
With links, becaufe they would not drudge 
To fave their ladies longing. : 
But Val the eunuch cannot be 
A colder cavalier than he, 
In all fuch love adventures : 
‘Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriftian care, and do not break 
Your conjugal indentures, 5 fs 
vi. , 
Bellair! (who does not Bellair know ? 
The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 
Gives out he loves you dearly : 
And many a nymph attack’d with fighs, 
And {oft impertinence and noife, 
Full oft hag beat a parley, : 
ui 


d Vit. 
But, pretty turtle, when the blade 
Shali come with amorous ferenade, i 
Soon from the window rate him : t 
But. if reproof wilMnot prevail, 
And he perchance attempt to feale, 
Ditcharge the jordan at him. 





HORACE, BOOK Iv. ODE Ix. 


he 
‘Vrrsz9 immortal as my bays I fing, 
When fuited to my trembling ftring : 
‘When by ftrange art both voice and lyre agree 
‘Cq:make one pleafing harmony. 
AIL poets are by their blind captain led, 
(For none c’er had the facrilegious pride 
To tear the well-plac'd Iaurel from his aged | 
head.) 
Yet Pindar’s rolling dithyrambic tide 
‘Math ftill this praife, that none prefume to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or foar tov high. 
i Still does Stefichorus’s tongue 
Sing fweeter than the bird which on it 
Anacreon ne’er too old can grow = [hung. 
Love from every verfe does tlow ; 
Still Sapho’s firings do feem to move, 
@oftructing all her fex to love. 


It, 
Golden rings of flowing hair 
More 'than Helen did enfnare ; 
Others a prince's grandeur did admire, 
And,evondering, melted to defire. 
Not-only. fkilful Teucer knew 
"Lo direct a-rows trom the hended yew. 
‘Troy more than once did fall, 

. Though hireling gods rebuilt its nodding 
‘Was Sthenelus the only valiant he, (walt. 
A fubject fit for lafling poetry ? 

‘Was Hector that prodigious man afone, 
‘Who, to fave others’ lives, expus'd his own ? 
“Was only he fo brave to dare his fre, 
And be the pillar of a tottering ftate ? 
No}; others bury’d in oblivion lic, 
As filent as their grave, 
Becaufe no charitable paet gave 
‘Their well deferved immortality. 
Ith 
Virtue with floth, and cowards with the brave, 
* Are level’d in th’ impartial grave, ‘ 
If they no poet have, 
> Bat J will lay my mutfic by, 
And bid the mournful firings in Slence Hie; | 
Unlefs my fongs begin and end with you, 
‘To whom my ftrings, to whom my fongs, are due. j 
No pride does with your rifing honours grow, { 
You meekly look on fuppliant crowds below. 
Shonld fortune change your happy ftate, } 
You could admire, yet envy not,the great. | 
Your equal hand holds an unbias'd cale, 
‘Where no rich vices, gilded baits, prevail :, 
Yor with a generons honeity defpile 
What ali the meaner world fo dearly prize : 
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Iw. 
We barbaroufly call thofe bleft- 
Who are of largeft tenements poffeft, 
Whilt {welling coffers break their owner’s 
reft. : 
More truly happy thofe, who can 
Govern that little empire, Man; 
Bridle their paffions, and dire their will [ill ; 
Through all the glittering pathé of charming 
Who {pend their treafure freely as "twas given 
By the large bounty of iadulgent Heaven; 
Who, in a fixt unalterable ftate, 
Smile at the doubtful tide of Fate, 
And fcorn alike her friendfbip and her hate ; 
Who poifon lefs than falichood fear, 
Loth to purchafe life fo dear; 
But kindly for their friend embrace cold death, 
And feal their country’s love with their departing 
breath, 


TRANSLATION OF ‘THE FOLLOWING 
VERSE FROM LUCAN, 


“ Vidtrix caufa Diis plaucit, fed vidta Catoni,’” 


‘Tux Gods and Cato did in this divide, 
‘They choofe the conquering, he the conquer’d fide. 


tO MR. EDMUND SMITH. 


Men, rarely credit common Fame, 

Unhceded let her praife or blame; 

As whimfies guide the goflip tattles 

Of wits, of beauties, and of battles; 

‘To-day the warrior’s brow fe crawns, 

For naval fpoils, and taken towns; 

‘To-morrow ail her fpite the railics, 

And votes the victor to the gallies, 
Nor in ker vifits can the {pare 

The reputation of the fair. 

For inftance :—Chloe’s bloom did beaft 

A while to be the reigning toaft ; 

Lean hectic {parks abandcn'd bohea, 

And in beer glaffes pledg'd to Clue z 

What fops of figure did the bring 

To the front boxes and the ring? 

While nyniphs of quaiity look fullen, 

As breeding wives, or moulting pullen. 

Dieit charmer fhe, sill prying Fame 

Sncog. to Mifs's toilet came; 

Where in the gally-pots fhe fpy'd 

es and rotys, that defy’d 











Nor docs your virtue difappear, Be 
With the fmall circle of one thort-liv’d year + 
Others, like comets, vifit and away ; 
Your luftre, great as theirs, finds no decay, 
But with the conftant Sun makes an eternal 
day. 


: -, PO 

Te froft of age, with certain pickles 

They call—Cofmetics for the freckles : ‘ 

Away fhe flew with what the wanted, 

And told at Court that Cloe painted. 

“ Then who'd on Common Fame rely, 

Whofe chief employment’s to decry ? 

A cogging, fickle, jilting female, 

As ever ply’d at fix in the Mall; 

The father of all fibs begat her 

On fome ald newfman's fulty daughter.” 

O Captain! Taifez-vous—'twére hard 

Her novels ne'er fhould have regard : 

One proof I'll in her favour give, 

Which none but you will difbelieve: 
When Phebus fent her to recite 

The praifes of the moft polite, 

‘Whole fcenes have been, in every age, 

‘The glories of the Britith Mage ; 

‘Then fhe, to rigid truth confin’d, 

Your name with lofty Shak{peare join'd; 

And, fpeaking as the God dire&ted, 

‘The praife the gave was unfulpected. 


“ 
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‘Wuene’er { wive, young Strephon cry’d, 

Ye powers that o'er the noofe ptefide ! 

Wit, beauty, wealth, and humour, give, 

Or let me ftill a rover live : 

But if all thefe no nymph can thare, 

And I'm predeftin’d to the tnare, 

Lect mine, ye powers! be doubly fair. 
Thus pray’d the fwain in heat of blood, 

Whilft Cupid at his elbow ftood, 

~And twitching him, faid, Youth, be wife, 

Afk ot impoffibilities : 

A faultlefs make, a manag’d wit, 

Humour and forcune never met : 

But if a beauty you'd obtain, 

Court fome bright Phyllis of the brain, 

‘The dear idea long enjoy ; 

Clean is the blifs, and will not cloy. 

But truft me, youth, for ’'m fincere, 

Atid know the ladies to a hair : 

Howe’er fmali poets whine upon it, 

In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet, 

‘heir beauty’s but a Sreiz, to bring 

A lover to th’ inchanted ring : 

Ere the fack poffet is digefled, 

Or half of Hymen’s taper watted, 

‘The winning air, the wanton trip, 

‘The radiant eyc, the velvet lip, 

From which you fragrant kifles Role, 

And feem to fuck her fpringing foul 

‘Thefe, and the reft, you doated on, 
Are naufeous or infipid grown ; 

The Spetx diffelves, the cloud is gore. 
And Sachariffa turns to Joan. 


* This poem, w! 


h a fere alterations, is to be found in 
Fenton, under th 


of © Vhe Platonic Spell,” 
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UPON THE , 
DEATH OF TIBULLUS, 


FROM avin, 


Te Memnon’s fate, bewail’d with conftant dew, 
Does, with the day, his mother’s grief renew 5 
If her fon’s death mov'd tender Thetis’ mind - 
To {well with tears the waves, with fighs the 
wind ; 
If mighty: Geds can mortals’ forrow know, 
And be the humble partners of our woe 5 
Now loofe your treflee, penfive Elegy, 
{Too well your office and yourname agree) 
Tibullus, once the joy and pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich fuel on the trembling flame. 
Sad-Cupid now defpairs of conquering hearts, 
Throws by his empty quiver, breaks hia darts, 
Eafes his ufelefs bows from idle ftrings, 
Nor flies, but humbly creeps with flagging wings. 
He wants, of which he robb’d fond lovers, reft, 
And wounds with furious hagds his penfive breaft, 
Thofe graceful curls which wantonly did flow, 
The whiter rivals of the falling fhow, . 
Forger their beauty, and in difcord lie, 
Drunk with the fountain from his melting eye. 
Not more neas’ lofs the boy did move; @ 
Like pafliana for them both, prove equal love, 
Tiballus’ death grieves the fair goddcfs more, 
More {wells her eyes, than when the favage 
ir 
Her beautiful, her lov’d Adonis tore. 3 
Poste. large fouls heaven's nobleft ftamps do 
ear, 
(Poets, the watchful angels’ darling care :) 
Yet death (blind archer) that no difference knows, 
Without refpeé his roving arrows throws, 
Nor Phebus, nor the Mules’ queen, could give 
‘Their fon their own prerogative, to live, 
Orpheus, the heir of both his parents’ dkill, 
Tam’d wondering beafts, and Death’s mote cenel 
woul. 
Linus’ fad ftrings on the dumb lute do lie, 
In filence forc'd to let their mafter die. 
Homer (the fpring to whom we poets owe 
Our little all does in fweet numbers flow) 
Remains immortal only in his fame; 
His works alone furvive the envious flame, 
In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pray, 
And needlefs victims Prodigally pay, 
Worthip their fleeping Deities : yet Death 
Scorns votaries, and ttops the praying breath. 
To hallow’d thrines intruding Fate will come, 
And drag you from the altar to the tomb, “ 
Go, frantic poet, with delufions fed, : 
Think laurels guard your confecrated head, : 
Now the fweet matter of your art is dead, 
What can we hope? fince that a narrow fpan 
Can meafure the remains of thee, great man! 
The bold rath flame that durft approach fo nigh, 
And fee Tibullus, and not trembling die, 
Duartt feize on temples, and their gods defy, ‘ 
Lili 
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Fair Venus (fair ev'n in finch forrews) ftands, 
Clofing her heavy eyes with trembling hands : 
Anon, in vain, officionfly fhe tries 
‘To quench the flame with rivers from her eyes. 
His mother weeping does his eye-lids clofe, 
And on his urn tears, her laft gift, beftows. 
His fitter too, with hair difhevel’d, bears 
Pare of her mother’s nature, and her tears. 
With thofe, two fair, ewo mournful rivals come, 
And add a greater triumph to his tomb : 
Beth hug his urn, both his lov’d athes kifs, 
And both contend which reap’d the greater blifs. 
‘Thus Delia fpoke (when fighs no more could lat) 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures paft : 
* When youth with vigour did for joy combine, 
© 1 was Tibullus’ life, Tibullus mine : 
I cntertain'’d his hot, his firft defire, 
* And. kept alive, till age, his active fire.” 
‘To ber then Nemefis (when groans gave leave), 
Asi alone was lov’d, alone I’ll grieve : 
“ Spare your vain tears, Tibullus’ heart was mine, 
% About my neck his dying arms did twine; 
“J fnatch’d his foul, which true to me did prove: 
Age ended yours, death only ftopp’d my love,” 
Ihany. poor remains furvive the flames, 
Except thin fhadows, and more empty names ; 
Free in Elyfium thal! ‘Tibullus rove, 
Now fear a fecond death fhould crofs his love. 
There fhall Catullus, crown'd with bays, impart 
To. his far dearer fricnd his open heart: 
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There Gallus (if Fame’s hundred tongues all lye3~ 
Shall, free from cenfure, no more rafbly die. 
Such fhall our poets bleft companions he, 

And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 

But thou, rich urn, obey my ftri@ commands, 
Guard thy great charge from facrilegious hands, 
Thou, Earth, Tibullus’ afhes gently ufe, 

And be as foft and eafy as his Mufe. 


a 
TO THE EVENING STAR. 
Englifoed from a Greek Idyllium, 





Barcut Star! by Venus fix’d above, 
‘To rule the happy realms of love ; 
Who in the dewy rear of day, 
Advancing thy diftinguith'd ray, 
Doft ather lights as far outfhine 

As Cynthia's filver glories thine ; 
Known by fuperior beauty there, 

As much as Paftorella here. 

Exert, bright Star, thy friendly light, 
And guide me through the dufky night : 
Defrauded of her beams, the moon 
Shines dim, and will be vanith’d foon. 

{ would not rob the fhepherd’s fold; 
I feck no mifer’s hoarded gotd ; 

To finda nymph, I’m fore’d to ftray, 
Who lately ftole my heart away, 
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Purxips, Powona’s bard, the fecond thou 
Who nobly durft in rhyme unfetter’d verfe 
‘With Britif freedom fing the Britith fong : 
How from Silurian vats, high-fparkling wines 
Foam in tranfparent floods ; fome ftrong, to cheer 
‘The wintry revels of the labouring bind; 
And tafteful fome, to cool the fummer hours, 
THomton. 
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THE LIFE OF J PHILIPS: 








Jous Purcips was fon of Dr. Stephen Philips, Archdeacon of Salop, and born at Bampton, in Ox- 
fordthire, on the 3oth of December 1676, 

After he had received a grammatical education at home, he was {nt to Winchefter fchool, 
where he diftinguifhed himfelf by the fuperiority of his exgreifes, and endeared him{elf to his fehool« 
fellows by his civility and gucd-nature. 

It is related, that he feldom mingled in play with the other boys, but retired to his chamber, 
where his higheft pleafure was to have his hair combed by fomebody; probably from the fame ri- 
diculous fancy that made Jace Veffius delight in having his hair combed by barbers, or other per- 
fons ikilled in the rules of profody, as he himfclf relates in his treatife, “De Poematum cantu et’ 
viribus Rythmi.” 

At fchool, he made himfelf mafter of the Latin and Greek languages, and was diftinguifhed for 
his happy imitation of the excellencies of the beft claflical writers. 

In 1694, he was removed to Chrift Church College, Oxford, where he performed his acedentical, 
excrcifes with great applaufe ; and carcfully ftudied the works of the ancient and modern poets, 
particularly the Paradife Lof of Milton; whofe founding words and ftately conftruétion he alter- 
wards imitated in his own compofitions. 

He was not, however, fo much addicted to the ftudy of poetry, as to negleé natural philofophy 
and as the profeflion which he intended to follow was that of phyfic, he took much delight in nas 
tural hiftory, of which botany was his favourite department. 

While he refided at Chrift Church, he was efteemed by the moft eminent fcholars in the callege 5, : 
at that time in the higheft reputation; and was diftinguifhed by the friendfhip of Smith, author of. 
“ Phadra and Hippolitus.” 

In 1703, he publithed The Splendid Shilling, a burlefque poem, which ftruck the public attention, . 
with a mode of writing, ia which the oppofition between the ftyle and the fentiment was unex- 
pected; and the application of Milton’s phrafeology to familiar incidents, gave the words and- 
things a new appearance. * 

Tt has the uncommon merit of being an original fpecimen of burlefque, that has loft nothing by: 
time, the peculiar manners of which it did not, like Hudibras, reprefent, and therefore will be. 
Jonger intelligible than that celebrated poem; which is not built on obfervations on nature. 

This performance raifed his reputation fo high, that he was employed by Mr. St. John, after-: 
wards Lord Vifcount Bolingbroke, and the Tories, to write a poem on the Vidory of Blenheim, , 
probably in oppofition to Addifon, who was employed to write upon the fame fubje@ by Hehe 


and the Whigs, 
Accordingly, his Blenbe'm appeared in 17¢5 ; and it was not denied to be a tolerable;poerh even by . 


thefe who did not allow its fuperiurity to the “* Can:paign” of Addifon, It is the poem of a {cho - 
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Jar, written with little comprehenfion of the qualities neceflary to the compofition of a modern 
hero, which Addifon has difplayed with fe much propriety. 

In r706, he publifhed his greateft work, the-Poem on Cider, in two books, the plan of which 
he laid at Oxford, and afterwards completed in London. It was read with univerfal approbation, 
asan imitation of Virgil’s Georgic, which emulated the beauties of the fineft production of anti- 
quity. It continued long to be read, and is entitled to this peculiar praife, That it is founded in 
truth ; that the precepts it contains are exact and jut; and that it is therefore at once 2 baok of 
fotertainment and of fcience. 

About this time, he wrote a Latin Ode to his patron, St. John, in return for a prefent of wine 
and tobacco, which is gay and clegant, and exhibits feveral artful accommodations of claffic expref. 
fions to new purpofes. 

* He meditated a poem on the Laf Day, the defign of which his friend Smith had probably feen, 
who thus fpeaks of it in the admirable Elegy which he wrote upon his death. 


“ © had relenting Heaven prolong’d his days, 
The towering bard had fung in nobler lays, 
How the laft trumpet wakes the lazy dead, 
How faints aloft the crofs triumphant fpread. 
‘Well might he fing the day he could not fear, 
And paint the glories he was fure to wear !”" 


‘This work he did not live to finith ; a flow confumption and an afthma put an end to his life on the 
agth of February 1708, in the 32d year of hisage. Hie was buried in the Cathedral of Hereford, 
with an epitaph infcribed upon his grave-ftone by his mother ; and Sir Simon Harcourt, afterwards 
Lord Chancellor, erected a monument to his memory, in Weitminfter Abbey, with @ copious and 
elegant infcription, written by Dr. Atterbury, though commonly given to Dr. Freind. 

Philips has been praifed by Dr. Sewell, without contradiétion, as a man modeft, blamelefs, and 

" pious, who bore narrownefs of fortune without difcantent, and a tedious and Painful illnefs without 
impatience, beloved by all who knew him, but not ambitious to be known. 

His converfation is commended for its innocent gaicty. “ He was free, familiar, and ealy with 
his friends, but fomewhat referved and filent amongt ftrangera; he was averfe to difputcs, and 
thought no time fo ill fpent, and no wit fo ill ufed as that which was employed in fuch debates; hig 
whole life was diftinguifhed by a natural goodnefe, and a well grounded and unaffedted piety, an 
univerfal charity, and a fteady adherence to his principles; no one obferved the natural and civil 
daties of life with a ftri@er regard, whether a fon, a friend, or a member of fociety; and he had 
the happinels to fill every one of thofe parts without even the fufpicion either of unditifulnefs, ins 
fiacerity, or difrefped.” 

His addi@ion to the pleafures of the pipe is mentioned, with this remark, that in all his writings, 

+ gucept Blenbeim, he has found an opportunity of celebrating tobacco. 

His poetical character is given by Dr. Johnfon, whofe unfavourable opinion of blank verfe will 
weigh little with readers uncorrupted by literary prejudices. 

“ His works are few; he unhappily pleafed himfelf with blank verfe, and fuppofed that the 
numbers of Milton, which imprefs the mind with veneration, combined as they are with fubjedts of 
jeconceivable grandeur, could be fuftained by images which at moft can rife only to elegance. 

“« He imitates Milton’s numbers indeed, but insitates them very injudicioudly. Deformity is 
afily copied ; and whatever there is in Milton which the reader wifhes away, all that is obfolete, 

faliar, or licentious, is accumulated with great care by PEHips. Thofe afperities, therefore, which 
ate venerable in the Paradife Loff, are contemptible in Blerbeim. 

What ftudy could confer, Philips had obtained; but nazural deicience cannot be fupplied. He, 
feems not born to grégtne{s and elevation. He is never lofty; nor dues he often furprife with unexe 
pected excellence; but perhaps to his lat poem may be applied what Tally faid of the work of 


Hucretivs, that it ic, rite with muh art, though with few blazes of genius.” , 








MR. PHILIP'S DESIGNED BEDICATION 


TO THE 


SPLENDID 


SHILLING. 








TO W. BROME, ESQ. OF EWITHINGTON, IN THE COUNTY OF HEREFORD 


SHR, 
Tr would be too tedious an undertaking at this + 
time to examine the rife and progrels of Dedica- 
tions. The ufe of them is certainly ancient, as 
appears both from Greck and Latin authors; and 
we have reafon to believe that it was continued 
without any interruption till che beginning of this j 
century, at which time mottos, anagrams, and 
frontifpieces being introduced, Dedications were : 
mightily difcouraged, and at laft abdicated. But | 
to difcover precifely when they were reftored, and 
by whom they were firft ufhered in, isa work 
that far tranfcends my knowledge; a work that 
can juftly be expected from no other pen but that 
of your operofe Doctor Bentley. Let us, therefore, 
at prefent acquiefce in the dubioufnefs of their 
antiquity, and think the authority of the paft and 
prefent times a fufficient plea for your patronizing, 
and my dedicating this poem: efpecially fince 
in this age Dedications are not only fafhionable, 
bat almoft neceffary; and indeed they arc now 
fo much in vague, that a book without one is as 
feldom feen as a bawdy-houfe without a PraStice 
of Piety, or a poet with money. Upon this ac- 
count, Sir, thofe who have no friends, dedicate to 
all good Chriftians; fome to their bookfellers; 
fome, for want of a fublunary patron, to the 
3 





tmanes of a departed one. There are, that havo 
dedicated to their whores: God help thofe hen- 
pecked writers that have been forced to dedicate 
to their own wives! But while I talk fo much 
of other men’s patrons, { have forgot my owns 
and feem rather te make an effay on Dedications, 
than to write one. However, Sir, I prefume you 
will pardon me for that fault ; and perhaps like 
me the better for faying nothing to the purpofe. 
You, Sir, are a perfon more tender of other men’s 
reputation than your own, and would hear every 
body commended but yourfelf. Should I bur 
mention your fkill in turning, and the compafiion 
you fhewed to my fingers ends when yon gave me 
a tobacco-ftopper, you would blufh, and be con- 
founded with your juft praifes. How much more 
would you, fhould I tell you what a progrefs you 
have made in that abftrufe and ufeful language, 
the Saxon? Since, therefore, the recital of your 
excellencies would prove {o troublefome, I fhall 
offend your modefty no longer. Give me leave 
to fpeak a word or two concerning the poem, aid 
Thave done, This poem, Sir, if we confider the 
moral, the newnefs of the fubject, the variety of 
images, and the exatnefs of the fimilitudes that 
compofe it, muft be allowed a piece that was neve? 
equalled by the moderns or ancients, The fubje® 
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of the poem is myfelf, a fubje& never yet handled 
by any pocts. . How fit to be handled by all, we 
may learn by thofe few divine commendatory 
verfes written by the admirable Monfieur Ic Bog. 
Yet fince 1 am the fubject, and the poet tuo, 
thall fay no more of it, left I fhould feem vain- 
glorious. As for the moral, I have taken parti- 
cular care that it fhould lie incognito, not like the 
ancients, who let you know at firft fight they 
defign fomething by their verfes. But here you 
may look a good while, and perhaps, after all, find 
that the poet has no aim or defign, which muft 
needs be a diverting furprife to the reader. What 
Shall I fay of the fimiles, that are fo full of geo- 
graphy, that you muft get a Welthman to under- 
ftand them? that fo raife our ideas of the things 
they are applicd to? that are fo extraordinarily 
quaint and well chofen, that there's nothing like 
them? So that f think I may, without vanity, 
fay, Avia Picridum peragro loca, &c. Yet, how- 


NED DEDICATION. 


ever cxccllent this poem is, in the reading of 2 
you will find a vatt difference between fome parts 
| and others; which proceeds not from your ham- 
| ble fervant’s negligence, but diet. This poem 
j was begun when he had Jittle victuals, and ne 
} money ; and was finifhed when he had the mis- 
j fortune, at a virtuous lady’s houfe, to meet with 
: both, But 1 hope, in time, Sir, when hunger 
| and poverty fhall once more be my companions, 
to make anends for the defaults of this poem, by 
an Effay on Minced Pies, which thall be devoted 
to you with ali fubmiffion, by, 


| 
| Sir, 

} Your moft obliged, 
| and humble fervant, 


J. PHILIPS. 
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THE SPLENDID SHILLING. 


; 





Sing, heavenly Mufe! 


“ Things unattempted yet, in profe or rhyme,” 
A hhilling, breeches, and chimeras dire. 


_ 


Harry the man, who, void of cares and ftrife, 
In filken or in leathern purfe retains 7 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 
New oytters cry’d, nor fighs for cheerful ale ; 
But with his friends, when nightly mifis arife, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town-hall * repairs : 
‘Where, mindful of the rymph, whofe wanton eye 
‘Tranofix’d his foul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Cloe or Phyllis, he each circling glafs 
‘Witheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he {mokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury furrounds, 
And hunger, fure attendant upon want, 
With fcanty offals, and fmall acid tiff, 
(Wretched repaft!) my meagre corpfe fuftain : 
Then folitary walk, or doze at home 
in garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill’d fingers; or from tube as black 
As winter-chimney, or well-polith’d jet, 
Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming fcent : 
Not blacker tube, nor of a fhorter fize, 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (vérs'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallador and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 
ae many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 

pon a cargo of fam’d Ceftrian cheefe, 
High over. thadowing rides, with a defign 
"To vend his wares, or at th" Arvonian mart, 
Or Mariduaum, or the ancient town 
- # Two:noted aichoufes in @xford, 1700, 





Yclep’d Brechinia, or where Vaga’s ftream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil ! 

Whence flow nedtareous wines, that well may vie 
With Maflic, Setin, or renown’d Falern. 

Thus while my joylefs minutes tedious low, 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monfter! hated by gods and men, 

To my aérial citadel afcends, 

With vocal heet thrice thundering at my gate, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls; I know 

The voice ill-boding, and the folemn found. 
What fhould I do? or whither turn? Amaz’d, 
Confounded, to the dark recefs I fly : 
Of wood-hole ; ftraight my briftling hairs erect 
Through fudden fear; a chilly fweet bedews 

My thuddering limbs, ad (wonderful to tell!) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of fpeech; 

So horrible he feems! His faded brow 
Entrench’d with many a frown, and conic beafd, 
And fpreading band, admir'd by modern faints, 
Difaftrous aéts forbode; in his sight hand 

Leng {erclls of paper folemnty he waves, 

With charaGers and figures dire infcrib'd, 

Gr evous to mortal eyes; (ye gods, avert [ftalks 
Such plagues from righteous men!) Behind him 
Asother monfier, not unlike hinsfeif, 7 
Sullen of afpeét, by the vulgar cali’d 
A Catchpole, whofe poliured hands the gods 
‘With force ineredible, and magic. charme, 
Firft have endued : if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated thoplder lay 
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Of debtor, ftrait hie body, to the touch 
Obfequious (as whilom knights were wont) 
To fome enchanted caftle is convey’d, 

‘Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 
In curance ftrict detain him, till, in form 

Of money, Pallas fets the captive free, 

Beware ye debtors! when ye walk, beware, 
Be circumfpect ; oft with infidious ken 
The caitff eyes your fteps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdee in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant fome inadvertent wretch 
‘With his unhallow'd touch. Se (poets fing) 
Grimalkin, to domeftic vermin fworn 
An everlafting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtlefs mice 
Sure ruin. So her difembowel’d web 
Arachne, in a hail er kitchen, {preads 
Obvious to vagrant flies: fhe fecret ftands 
‘Within her woven cell; the humming prey, 
Regardlefs of their fate, ruth on the toils 
Ynextricable, nor will aught avail 
‘Their arts, or arme, or fhapes of lovely hue; 
"The wafp infidions, and the buszing drone, 
And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Diftinét with gold, entangled in her {nares, 
‘Dfelefs refiftance make : with eager ftrides, 
She towering flies to her expected fpoils; 
‘Then, with envetiom’d jaws, the vital blood 
Drinks of reluétant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcafes triumphant drags. 

So pafs my days. But, when nogturnal fhades 
This world invelop, and th’ inclement air 
Perfaades men te repel benumbing frofts 
With pleafant wines, and crackling blaze of wood ; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights; diftrefs"d, forlorn, 
Amidft the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkling 1 figh, and feed with difmal thoughts 
My anxious mind; or fometimes mournful verfe 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle thades, 
Or defperate lady near a purling ftream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow-tree. 

‘Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 
And reftlefs with, and rave ; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repofe : 

But if a flumber haply does invade 

My weary limbs, my fhacy’s ftill awake, 
Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 
‘Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 

In vain; awake I find the fettled thirft 

Still gnawing, apd the pieafant phantom curfe. 

Thua do ¥ live, from pleafure quite debasr'd, 
Nor tafte the fruits thae the fun’s genial rays 
“Mature, john-apple, nor the downy peach, 
Nor wainut in rough-furrow'd coat fecure, 
‘Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay ; 
AffliGions geeae! yet greater fill remain: 
My Galligafins, that have long withftood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching frofte, 

By time fubdced (what will net time fubdue !) 
An horrid chafts difelus’d with orifice 

Wide, difcantinuous ;at whick the winds 
Evurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 
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Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 

Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blafts, 

Portending agues, Thus a well-fraught thip, 

Long fail’d fecure, or through th’ Aigean deep, 

Or the Ionian, till craifing near 

The Lilybean fhore, with hideous cruth 

On Scylla, or Charybdis (dangerous rocks!) 

She ftrikes rebounding ; Whence the fhatter'd oak, 

So fierce a fhock unable to withftand, 

Admits the fea; in at the gaping fide 

The crowding waves guth with impetuous rage, 

Refifilefs, overwhelming ; horrors feize 

‘The mariners; death in their eyes appears, 

They ftare, they lave, they pump, they fwear, 
they pray: 

(Vain efforts !) fill the battering waves ruth in, 

Implacable, till, delug’d by the foam, 

The fhip finks foundering in the vaft abyfs, 


= 
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From low and abje& themes the groveling Mufe 
Now mounts aérial, to fing of arms 
Triamphant, and emblaze the martial as 
Of Britain’s hero; may the verfe not fink 
Beneath his merits, but detain a while 
Thy car, O Harley*! (though thy country’s weal 
Depends on thee, though mighty Anne requires 
Thy hourly counfels) fince, with every art 
Thyfelf adorn’d, the mean effays of youth 
Thou wilt not damp, but guide, wherever found, 
The willing genius to the Mufcs’ feat : 
Therefore thee firft, and laft, the Mufe thall fing, 
Long had the Gallic monarch, uncontrol’d, 
Enlarg’d his borders, and of human’ force 
Opponent flightly thought, in heart elate, 
As erft Sefoftris (proud Egyptian king, 
‘That monarchs harnefs’d to his chariot yokt 
(Bafe fervitude !) and his dethron’d compeers 
Lafht ferious; they in fallen majefty 
Drew the uneafy load; nor lefs he aim’d 
At univerfal fway : for William’s arm 
Could nought avail, however fam'd in war; 
Nor armies leagu’d, that diverfly effay’d 
To curb his power enormous; like an oak, 
That ftands {ecure, though all the winds employ 
Their ceafelefs roar, and only iheds its leaves, 
Or maft, which the revolving {pring reftores : 
So ftood he, and alone ; alone defy" 
The European thrones combin’d, and fill 
Had fet at nought their machinations vain, 
But that great Anne, weighing th’ events of war 
Momentous, in her prudent heart, thee chofe, 
Thee, Churchill! to direct in nice extremes 
Her banner’d legions. Now their priftine worth 
The Britons recollect, and gladly change 
Sweet native home for unaccuftom’d air, 
And other climes, where different a and foil 
Portend diftempers; over dank, and dry, 
‘They journcy toilfome, unfatigued with length. 
* This poem was infetibed to the Right Honovfable 


Robert Harley, Big. 1705, then Speaker of the Howle.¢f 
Commons, and Secretary of Kate. 
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Of march, unfttuck with horror at the fight 
Of Alpine eidges bleak, high-ftretching hills 
All whitt with fummet’s frows. They go beyord 
‘The trace of Englith fteps, where fcarce the fvand 
Of Henty’s arms arriv’d; fuch ftrength of heart 
‘Thy conded and example gives; nor {niall 
Encouragement: Godolptin, wife and juft, 
Equal in merit, honour, and fuccefs, 
Yo Burleigh (fortanate.alike to ferve 
The belt of Queens) : he of the royal flore 
Splendidly ftugal, fits whole nights devoid 
Of {weet répofe, induftrious to procure 
‘The foldfer’s cafe ; to regions far remote 
His cate extends; and to the Britith hoft 
Makes ravifh’d countries plentéous as their own. 
Aod now, O Churchill! at thy wifht approach 
e Germans, hopelefs of fuccefs, forlorn, 
With many an inroad gor'd, their drooping cheer 
New-animated roule ; not more rejoice 
The miferable race of men, that live 
Benighted half the year, benamb‘d with frofts 
Perpetual, and rough Boreas’ keeneft breath, 
Under the'polar Bear, inclement firy ' 
‘When ‘firft the fun with new-born light removes 
The long incumbent gloom ; gladly to thee 
Heroic laurel’d Eugene yields the prime, 
Nor thinks it diminution, to be rankt 
Yn military honour next, although 
His deadly hand fhook the Tarcheftan throne 
Accurs’d, and prov’d in far-divided lands 
Victorious; on thy powerful {word alone 
Germania and the Bulgic coat relies, 
Won from th’ encraaching fea: that fword great 
Anne 
Tix’d not in vain on thy puiffant fide, 
When thee fh’envoll'd her garter’d knights among, 
Mluftrating the noble lift ; her hand 
Affures good omens, and Saint George’s warth 
Enkindles like defire of high exploits. 
Immediate fieges, and the tise of war, 
Roll in thy eager niind ; thy plumy creft 
Nods horrible ; with more terrific port 
Thou walk’, and feem’ft already in the fight. 
What fpoils, what conquefts, then did Albion 
hope 
From thy at¢hi¢vements! yet thou haft furpaft 
Her boldcit vows, exceeded what thy foes 
Could fear or fancy; they, in multitude 
Superior, fed their thoughts with profpe@ yain 
Of vidory and rapine, reckoning what 
From ranfuim’d captives would accrue. Thus one 
Jovial his mate befpoke : O friend, obferve 
How gay with all th’ accoutrements of war 
‘The Britons come, with gold well franght, they 
come 
Thus far our prey, and tempt us to fubdue 
Their recreant force ; how will their bodies ftript 
+ Enrich the vistors, while the vultures fate 
Their maws with full repaft !—Another, warm’d 
‘With high ambition, and conceit of prowefs 
Inherent, arrogantly thus prefum’d : 
What if this fword, full often drench’d in blood 
OF bafe antagonifts, with griding edge 
Should now cleave fheer the execrabie head 
Of Churchill, met in arms! or if this hand, 
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Soon-as His artiry difattay’d-’gins fwerve, 
Should flay him fying, withrctentive gripe, 
Confounded and appal'd! ne trivial ptice 
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| Should fet him free, dot frhafl Mothi be my pralfe 
To lead him flackted, and expos’d to-feorn 3 
Of gathering crowds, the Britart’s-baafted chet”! 
Thus they, in fportive mood, their ethpty taunts 
And metiaces expreft; siér dould theit-prinice. “* 
Tn arms, vain Tallard, from opprobrioas fied 
Refrain : Why halt ye thus, ye Britots ? Whigk” 
Decline the war? Shall a morafs forbid ¥ 
Your ealy march ? Advartees we'll bridge away’ 
Safe of accefs. Imprudent,thust’invite ©. * 
A furious lion to his folds! That boatt: 
He ill abides; captiv'd, in other plight’ 
He foon revifits Britany, that énce 
Refplendent came, with ftretche retinne girt, 
And pompous pageantry; O haplefs fare, 
Mf any arm, but Churchill's, had prevail’d ! 
No need fach boafts, or exprobrations falft 
Of cowardice; the military frourid me 
The Britifh: files tranfcend, in evit hour 
For their proud foes, that fondly Brav’d their Fatt 
And sow on either fide tHe trumpeté’Bléw, © 
Signal of onfet, refolution firm : 
Infpiring, and pernicious love of war. 
“he adverfe fronts in rueful confié meet, 
Colleing all their might ; for on th’ event 
Decifive of this bloody day depends 
The fate of kingdoms: with lefs vehemnence’ 
The great cohrpetitors for Rotate engag’d, 
Czfar, and Potnpey, on Pharfalian plains, 
Where ftern Bellona, with one final ftroke, 
Adjudg’d the empire of this globé'to one. 
Here the Bavarian duke his brigades leads, 
Gallant in arms, and gaudy to behold, 
Bold champion ! brandifhing his Noric blade, 
Beft temper'’d fteel, fuccefslefs prov*d in field’ 
Next Tallard, with his Celtic infantry ‘ 
Prefumptuous comes; here Churchill, riot fo prompt 
fo vaunt as fight, his hardy cohorts joins 
With Eugene’s German force. Now from each. 
Uhe brazen inftruments of death difcharge 
Horrific flames, and turbid flreaming clouds 
Of fmoke falphureous; intermixt with thefe 
Large globous irons fly, of dreadful hifs, 
Singeing the air, and from lang diftance briny 
Surprifing flaughter; on each fide they fly 
By chains connext, and with deftri@tive fweep 
Behead whole troops at onee; the hairy fealpé 
Are whirl’d aloof while numerons trunks befirew 
‘Th’ enfanguin’d field : with latent mifchief ftor’d 
Showers of granadoés rain, by fudden harft 
Difploding murderous bowels, fragments of fteel, 
And ftones, and glafs, and nitrous grain aduft; 
A thoufaud ways at once the thiver’d orbs 
Fly diverfe, working torment, and foul rout 
With deadly bruife, and gathes furrow’d deep. 
Of pain impatient, the high-prancing fteeds 
Difdain the curb, and, flinging to and fro, 
Sporn their difmounee riders ; they expire 
Indignant, by uahoftile wounds deftroy'd, 
Thus through each army death in various thapts 
Prevail’d; here mangled Jimbs, here brains aud 
{ gore 
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Lie clotted ; lifelefs fome : with anguith thefe 
Gnathing, and loud laments invoking aid, 
Unpity‘d, and unheard ; the louder din 

‘Of guns, and trumpets’ clang, and folemn found 
Of drums, o’ercame their groans. In equal fcale 
Long hung the fight; few marks of fear were 

feen, 

None of retreat. As when two.adverfe winds, 
Sublim’d from dewy vapours, in mid-tky 
Engage with horrid fhock, the ruffled brine 
Roars ftormy, they together dash the clouds, 
Levying their equal force with utmoft rage ; 
Long undecided lafts the airy ftrife : 

So they incens’d; till Churchill, viewing where 
The violence of Tallard moft prevail'd, 

Came to oppoft his flaughtering arm; with {peed 
Precipitant he rode, urging his way 

O'er hills of gafping heroes, and fall’n fteeds 
Rolling in death : deftruction, grim with blood, 
Attends his furious courfe. Him thus enrag’d, 
Defcrying from afar, fome engineer, 

Dextrous to guide th’ unerring charge, defign’d 
By one nice fhot to terminate the war. 

With aim direét the leveli’d bullet flew, 

But mifs’d her {cope (for Deftiny withftood 

Th’ approaching wound) and guiltlefs plough’d 

her way 

Beneath his courfer ; round his facred head 

‘The glowing balls play innocent, while he 

‘With dire impetuous fway deals fatal blows 
Amongft the fcatter'd Gauls, But O! beware, 
Great warrior ' nor, too prodigal of life, 

Expofe the Britifh fafety : hath not Jove 
Already warn'd thee te withdraw ? Referve 
‘Thyfelf for other palms, Ev’n now thy aid 
Eugene, with regiments unequal preft, 

Awaits; this day of all his honours gain'd 
Defpoils him, if thy fuccour opportune 

Defends not the fad hour: permit not thou 

So brave a leader with the vulgar herd 

‘To bite the ground unnotted.—Swift, and fierce 
As wintery ftorm, he flies, to reinforce 

‘The yielding wing ; in Gallic blood again 

He dews his reeking fword, and ftrews the ground 
With headlefs ranks (fo Ajax interpos’d 

His fevenfold thield, and fereen’d Laertes’ fon, 
For, valour much, and warlike wiles, renown’d, 
‘When the infulting Trojans urg’d him fore 
‘With tilted fpears): unmanly dread invades 

‘The French aftony’d; ftrait their ufelefs arms 
.Vhey quit, and in ignoble flight confide, 
Vnfeemly yelling; diftant hills return 

‘The hideous noife. What can they do? or how 
* Withitand his wide-deftroying fword? or where 
Find fhelter, thus repulse’? Behind, with wrath 
Refiftlefs, th’ eager Englith champions prefs, 
Chattifing tardy flight; before them rolls 

His current fwift, the Danube vaft and deep, 
Supteme of rivers! to the frightful brink, 
Urg'd by compulfive arms, foon as they reacht, 
New horror chill'd their veins: devote they faw 
"Chemfelves to wretched doom ; with efforts vain, 
Encourag'd by defpair, or obftinate 

‘To fall tke men in arms, {ome dare renew 
Feeble engagement, meeting glorious fate 
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Op the firm land ; the ret, difcomfited, - . 
And pofhe by Marlborough’s avengeful hand, 
Leap plunging in the wide-extended fleod. 
Bands numerous as the Memphian foldiery 
‘That {well’d the Erythrzan wave, when wall’d 
The unfroze waters marvelloufly Rood, 
Obfervant of the great command. Upborne 
By frothy billows thoufands flvat the fiream 
In cumbrous mail, with love of farther there ; 
Confiding in their hands, that fed’lous ftrive 
To cut th’ outrageous fluent : in this diftrefs, 
Ev’n in the fight of death, fome tokens thew 
Of fearlefs friendthip, and their finking mates 
Suftain : vain love, though laudable! abforb’d 
By a fierce eddy, they together found 
The vat profundity ; their hurfes paw 
The fwelling furge with fruitlefs toil - furcharg’d, 
And in his courfe obftrugted by large fpeil, 
The river flows redundant, and attacks 
The lingering remnant with unufual tide ; 
Then rolling back, in his capacious lap 
Ingulfs their whole militia, quick immers'd. 
So when fome {weltering travellers retire 
To leafy thades, near the cool funlefs verge 
OF Paraba, Brazilian ftream ; her tail 
Of vaft extenfion from her watery den, 
A grifly Hydra fuddenly fhoots forth, 
Infidious, and with curl’d envenom'd traia 
Embracing horridly, at once the crew 
Into the river whirls: th’ unweeting prey 
Entwifted roars, th’ affrighted flood rebounds. 
Nor did the Britifh fquadr:os now furceafe 
To gall their foes o’erwhelm’d ; full many felt 
in the moift element a fcorching death, 
Pierc’d finking; throuded in a dufky cloud 
‘The current flows, with livid miflive flames 
Boiling, as once Pergamean Xanthus boil’d, 
Inflam’d by Vulcan, when the {wift-footed fon 
Of Peleus to his baleful banks purfued 
The ftraggling Trojans: nor lefs eager drove 
Victorious Churchill his defponding foes 
Into the deep immenfe, that many a league 
Impurpled ran, with gufhing gore diftained. 
Thus the experienc'd valour of one man, 
Mighty in conflié, refcued harrafs’d powers 
From ruin impendent. and th’ affli@ed throne 
Imperial, that once lorded o’er the worid, 
Suftain’d. With prudent ftay he long defer’d 
The rough contention, ner would deign to rout 
An hoft difparted ; when in union firm 
Embody'd they advanc’d, colle@ting ail 
Their ftrength, and worthy feemed to be fubdued: 
He the proud boafters fent, with ftern affault, 
Down to the realms of Night. The Britith foul 
(A lamentable race ') that ceas’d to breathe, 
On Landen piains, this heavenly glacfome air, 
Exult to fee the crowding ghofts defcend 
Unaumber’d ; well aveng’d, they quit the cares 
OF mortal life, and drink th’ oblivious lake. 
Not fo the new inhabitants: they roam 
Erroncous, and difconfolate ; themfelves 
Accufing, and their chiefs, improvident 
Ot military chance; when lo! they fee, 
Through the dun mitt, in blooming beauty freth, 
Two lovely youths, that amicably walked 
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GFer verdant meads, and pleas’d, perhaps, revolv’d 

Anna's late conquefts ; * one, to empire born, 

Egregious Prince, whofe manly childhood fhew'd 

His mingled parents, and portended joy 

Unlpeakable ; + thou, his affociate dear 

Once in this world, nor now by fate disjoin'd, 

Had thy prefiding ftar propitious fhone, 

Should’ft Churchill be! but Heaven fevere cut 
fhort [boat 

Their {pringing years, nor would this iffe fhould 

Gifts fo important ! them the Gallic thades 

Surveying, read in either radiant look 

Marks of exceflive dignity and grace, 

Delighted ; till, in one, their curious eye 

Difcerns their great fubdver’s awful mien, 

And correfponding features fear; to then 

Confufion ! frait the airy phantoms ficee, 

With headlong hafte, and dread a new purfuit. 

‘The image pleas’d with joy paternal {miles. 

Enough, O Mufe: the fadly-pleafing theme 

Leave, with thefe dark’abodes, and re-afcend 

‘To breathe the upper air, where triumphs wait 

‘The conqueror, and fav’d nations’ joint acclaim, 

Hark! how the cannon, inoffenfive now, 

Gives figns of gratulation ; Rtruggling crowds 

From every city flow; with ardent gaze 

Fixt, they behold the Britith Guide, of fight 

Infatiate; whilf his great redeeming hand 

Each prince affects to touch refpectful.® See 

How Pruflia's King tranfported entertains 

His mighty gueft ! to him the royal pledge, 

Hope of his realm, commits (with better fate, 

‘Than to the Trojan Chief Evander gave 

Unhappy Pallas) and entreats to thew 

‘The fkill and rudiments auftere of war. 

See, with what joy, him Leopold declares 

His great Deliverer ; and courts t’ accept 

Of titles, with fuperior modefty 

Better refus'd! Meanwhile the haughty King 

Far humbler thoughts now learns: defpair, and 
fear,, 

Now firft he feels; his laurels all at once 

Torn from his aged bead in life’s extreme, 

Diftrad his foul! nor can great Buileau’s harp 

Of various founding wire, beft taught to calm 

Whatever paflion, and-exalg the foul 

With highett ftrains, his languid fpirits cheer : 

Rage, fhame, and grief, alternate in his brealt, 

But who can tell what pangs, what fharp ree 

morfe, 

Torment the Boian prince? from native foil 

Exil’d by Fate, torn from the dear embrace 

Of weeping confort, and depriv'd the fight 

Of his young guiltlefs progeny, he feeks 

Iv glorious fhelter, in an alien Jand ; 

Deplorable! but that this mind averfe 

‘Yo right, and infincere, would violate 

His plighted faith: why did he not accept 

Fricndly compofure offer’d ? or well weigh 

With whont he muft contend ? encounter ing fierce 

The Solymean Sultan, he o’erthrew 

His rioony troops, returning bravely fmear’d 

With Painim blood effus'd; nor did the Gaul 


Not find him once a baleful fae: but when, i 
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Of counfel rath, new meafiires he purfues, 
Unhappy Prince! (no more a Prince) he fees 
Ton Jate his error, forc'd t’ implore relief 
Of him, he once defy’d. O deftitute 
Ofhope, unpity’d! thou fhould’ft firft have thoughs 
Of perfevering ftedfait ; now upbraid 
Thy own inconftant, ill-afpiring heart, 
Lo! bow the Noric plains, through thy defaule 
Rife hilly, with large piles of flaughter'd knights, 
Beft men, that warr'd ftill firmly for their princes 
Though faithlefs, and unthaken duty thew'd; 
Worthy of better end. Where cities ftood, 
Well fenc'd and numerous, defolation reigns, 
And emptinefs, difmay’d, unfed, unhous'd ; 
‘The widow and ¢ «: orphan ftrole around 
The defert wide ; with oft retorted eye 
‘They view the gaping walls, and poor remains 
Of manfions, once their own (now loathfome 
haunts 

Of birds obfcene), bewailing loud the lofs 
Of {poufe, or fire, or fon, ere manly prime, 
Slain in fad confi, and complain of fate 
As partial, and too rigorous ; nor find 
Where to retire thensfelves, or where appeafe 
Th’ affli@ive keen defire of food, expo. 
To winds, and ftorms, and jaws of favage beafls, 

‘Thrice happy Albion: from the world disjoin’é 
By Heaven propitious, blifaful feat of peace ! 
Learn from thy neighbours miferies to prize 
Thy welfare; crown’d with Nature’s choiceft gifts. 
Remote thou hear’ft the dire effe@ of war, 
Depopulation, void alone of fear . 
And peril, whilft the difmal fymphony 
Of drums and clarions, other realms annoys. 
Th’ Iberian fceptre undecided, here 
Engages mighty hots in wafteful ftrife : 
From different climes the flower of youth de- 

{cends, 
Down to the Lufitanian vales, refole’d 
With utmoft hazard to enchrone their prince, 
Gallic or Auftrian; havoc dire enfues, 
And wild uproar : the natives dubious whom 
They muft obey, in confternation wait, 
Til rigid conqueft will pronounce their liege. 
[on is the brazen voice of war ynheard 
Or 





n the mild Latian fhore : what fighs and tears 
Hath Eugene caus’d! how many widows curfe 
His cleaving faulcheon ! fertile foil in vain ! 
What do thy paftures, or thy vines avail, 

Beft boon of Heaven! or huge ‘Taburnus, cloth’& 

Wich olives, when the cruel battle mows 

The planters, with their harveft immature ? 

See, with what outrage from the frofty north, 

‘The early valiant Swede draws forth his wings 

In battailous array, while Volga’s ftream 

Sends oppofite, in fhaggy armour clad, 

Her borderers ; on rautuat flaughter bent, 

‘They rend their countries. How is Poland vert 

With civil broils, while two elected kings 

Contend for fway? unhappy nation, jeft 

Thus free of choice! The Englith, undiftued’éd 

With fuch fad privilege, fabmifs obey 

Whom Heaven ordains fupreme, with reverence 
due, 





* Duke of Glouceiter. + Marqu’s of Blandford, 


; Not thraldom, in fit liberty fecure : 
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From icepter'd kings, in long defcetit dériv'd, 
‘Thou, Anna;ruleft : prudent to promote 

Thy pcople’s eafe at home, not ftudious lefs 

‘Of Europe’s goud; to thee, of kingly right, 

Sale arbitrefs, declining thrones, and powers 

Sue for relief; thou bid’ thy Churchill go, 
Succour the injur’d realms, defeat the hopes 

Of haughty Louis, unconfin’d ; he goes 
Q@bfequious, and the dread commatid fulfils, 

Jn one great day. Again thou giv’ft in charge 
To Rooke, that he thould let that monarch know, 
‘The empite of the ocean wide diffus’d 

Is thine; behold! with winged {peed he rides 
Undaunted o’er the labouring main t’ affert 

‘Thy liquid kingdoms; at his neur approxch 

‘The Gallic navies impotent to bear 

His voliy’d themder, torn, diffever’d, feud, 

‘And blefs the friendly interpofing night. 

Hail, mighty Queen! referv’d by Fate to grace 
The neweborn age : what hopes may we conceive 
Of future years, when to thy early reign 
Neptune fubmies his trident, and thy arms 
Already have prevail'd to th’ utmoft bound 
Hefperian, Calpe, by Alcides fixe, 

Mountain fublime, that calts a fhade of length 
Jmeafnrable, and rules the inland waves! 
Let others, with infatiate thirf of rule, 

Invade their neighbours lands, neglect the ties 
Of leagues and oaths ; this thy peculiar praife 
Be Mill, to ftudy right, and quell the force 

‘Of kings perfidious ; let thein learn from thee 
er ftrength, nor policy refin’d, 

Shall with fuccefs be crown’d, where juftice fails. 
‘Thou, with thy own content, not for thyfelf, 
Subduett regions, generous to raife 

‘The fuppliant knee, and curb the rebel neck. 
‘Tha German bontts thy conquefts, and enjoys 
The great advantage; nought to thee redounds 
But fatisfadion from thy confcious mind, 

Aufpitions Queen! fince in thy realms, fecure 
Of peace thou teign’it, and victory attends 
Thy dittant enfigns, with compafiion view 
Europe embroil’d; ftill thou (for thou alone 
Sufficient art) the jarring kingdoms ire, 
Reciprocalfy ruinous ; fay who a 
Shall wield th’ Hefperian, who the Polifh fword, 
By thy decree? the trembling lands fhall hear 
Thy voice, obedient, left thy fcourge fhould bruife 
‘Their ftubborn necks, and Churchill, in his wrath, 
Make them remember Btenhaim with regret. 

‘Thus fhall the nations, aw’d to peace, extol 
Thy power, and juitice : Jealoufies and Fears, 
And Hate infernal banifh’d, fhall retire 
‘Te Mauritania, or the BaStrian coafts, 

On Tartary, engendering difcords fell 
Amongtt the enemies of truth; while arts 
Pacific, and inviolable love, 

Flourifh in Europe. Hail, Saturnian days 
Returning ! in perpetual tener run 
Delegable, and thed your influence fweet 
On virtuous Anna’s head: ye happy days, 
By her reftor'd, her jut defigns complete, 
And, mildly on her thining, blefs the world! 

Thus, from the neify world exempt, with cafe 
And plenty bleft, amid the mazy groves, 





'THE WORKS OF PHILIPS. 


(Sweet folitude!) where warbling birds provoke 
The filent Mute, delicious rural feat 

Of St. Joho, Englith Memmius, { prefum'd 

To fing Britannic trophies, inexpert 

OF war, with mean attempt; while he intent 
(So Anna’s will ordains) to expedite 

His military charge *, no leifure finds 

‘To fring his charming thell: but when return’d 
Confummate Peace fhall rear her cheerful head ; 
Then fhall his Churchil, in fublimer verfe, 

For ever triumph ; lateft times thall learn 

From fuch a Chief to fight, and Bard to fing, 








ODE 
AD BRNRICUM ST. JORN, ARMIG. 1706, 


O qui recife finibus Indicis 

Benignus herbs, das mihi divitem Z 
Haurire fuccum, et fauveolentes 
Szxpe tubis iterare fumos; 


Qui folus acri refpicis afperum 

Siti palatum, proluis et mero, | 
Dulcem elaborant cui faporem 
Hefptrii pretiumque, foles: 


Ecquid reponam muneris omnium 
Exors bonorum ? prome reconditum, 
Pimplaa, carmen, defidéfque 
Ad numeros, age, tende chordas, 


Ferri fecunda mens avet impety, 

Qua cygniformes per liquidum zthera, 
Te, diva, vim ptxbente, vates 
Explicuit venufinus alas : 


Solers modorum, feu puerum trucem, 

Cum matre flava, feu caneret rofas 
Et vina, cyrrhzies Hetrufeum 
Rite beans equitem {ub antris, 


At non Lyzi vis generofior 

Affluxit iii; fepe licet cadum 
Jact Palernum, fepe Chie 
Munera, letitiamque tela. 


Patronus illi non fuit artium 
Celebriorum ; fed nec amantior 
Nec charus qué. O! que medallas 
Flamma fubit, tacitofque fenfus { 


Pertentat, ut téque et tua monera 

Gratus recordor, mercorialium 
Princeps virorum ! et ipfe Mufe 
Cultor, et ufque colende Mufis ! 


Sed me minantem grandia deficit 
Receptus zgré fpiritus, ilia 
Dum pu fat ima, ac inquierum 
‘Taffius agens fine more pectus, 
% He wes tlien Secretary of Ware 


‘Alté petito quaffat anhelitu ; 

Funefta plane, ni mihi balfamum 
Diftillet in venas, tueque 
Lenis opem ferat hauitus uva. 


Hanc fumo, parcis et tihi poculis 
Libo falutem ; quin precor, optima . 
Ut ufque conjux fofpitetur, 

Perpetuo recreans amore, 


‘Te confulentem militie fuper - 
Rebus togatum. Maéte!: tori decus, 
Formofa cui Francifea ceffit, 

Crine placens, niveoque collo! 


, Quam Gratiarum cuta decentium 
“Qt O! Inbellis cui Venus infidet! 
Tu forte felix: me Maria 
Macerat (ah miferum !) videndo : 


Maria, quxs me fidereo tuens 
Obliqua voltw per medium jecur- 
Trajecit, atque excufitt omnes . 
#" . Protigus ex animo puellas. 


Fane ulla mentis fpe mihi mutuz 

Utcunque decit, nodte, die vigil 
Sufpiro; nec jam vina fomnos 
Nec revocant, tua dona, fumi. 


AN ODE 
TO HENRY 8T. JOuN, E8Q- 1706! 


© rnov, from India’s fruitful foil, 
That dof that fovereign herb + prepare, 
In whofe rich fumes I lofe the toil 
Of life, and every anxious care: 
While from the fragrant lighted bowl 
*dfuck new lite into my foul, 


‘Thou, only thou! art kind to view. | 
The parching flames that J fuftain : 
Which with cool draughts thy caiks fubduey 5 
And wath away the thirfty pain 
‘With wines, whole ftrength and tafte we prize, 
From Latian fans au Bearer fics. 


O! fay, to blefs thy pious love, : 
What.vows, what offerings, fall I bring? F 
Since { can {pare, and thou approve 
No other gift, O hear me fing! 
In numbers Phoebus does infpire, 
he oe for thee the charming lyre, 








‘Aloft, above the liquid tky, 
I ftretch my wing, and fairt would go 

‘Where Rome’s {weet {wain did whilom fly; 
And foaring, lefe the clouds below ; 


. * This piece. was tranflated by the Reverend Thomas 
Newcomb, Me A, of Corpus Chriiti College, Oxon. 
+ Tobacco. fi 
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The Mofe invoking to endue | - -« ij 
With ftrength his pinions, ashe flew. © 


Whether he fings great. Beauty’s praile, 
Love’s gentle pain, or tender woes ; 
Or choofe, the {ubje& of his lays, 
‘The bluthing grap:, or blooming rofe : 
Or near cool Cyrrha’s rocky fprings » 
Mzacenas liftens while he fings, 


Yet he no nobler draught cou'd boaft, 
His Mule or mufic to infpire, 

Though ali Falernum’s purple coaft 
Fiow’d in each glafs, to lend him fire 3 

And on his tables us’d to fmile 

‘The vintage of rich Chio’s ifle. 


Mracenas deign'd to hear his fongs, | 

His Mufe extoll’d, his voice approv'd : 
To thee a faiser fame belongs, 

At once more pleafing, more helov’d. 
Oh! teach my heart to bound its fame, 
As I record thy love and fame. 


Teach me the paffion to reftrain, 
As I my grateful homage bring ; 


-And Jaft in Phoebus’ humble train, 


‘The firft and brightett genius fing; 
The Mufes favourite pleas’d to live, 
aying them back the fame they give, 


But oh! as greatly I afpire : 
To teil my love, to {peak thy praife, . 
Boafting no more ite fprightly. fire, 
My bofom heaves, my voice decays ; 
With part I touch the mournful fring, 
And pant and languith as 1 fing. 


Faint Nature now demands that breath, 
‘That feebly ftrives thy worth to fing ! 


| And would be huth’d, and loft in death, 


Did not thy care kind fuccours bring! - 
ng cafks my foul fuftain, 


new life in every vein. 






The fober glafe I now behold, 

Thy health, with fair ‘rancifen's join, * 
Wihiog her checks may long unfold 

Such beauties, and beever thine 3: 
No chance the tendei ey remove, : 
While the cau pleafe, and thou canft love. 





Thus while by you the EBritith arms . 
Triumphs and diftant fame purive 5 

The yielding Fair refigns her charnss, 
And gives you leave to conquer too; 

Her foowy neck, her breaft, her eyes, 









And all the ny: mph becomes your prize. 





Whit comely ¢ 2ce, what besuty fmiles.f 
Upon her ips what {yeernefs dwells | 
Not Love himifctf fo oft begniles, 
Nor Venus felf fo much excels. 
What cifferent fates our paffions fhare, 
While you Du enjoy, ard I defpair t 
moot 
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* Maria's form as 1 furvey, R 
Her {miles a thoufand wounds impart; ~ . 
Each feature fteals my foul away, 
Each glance deptives mie of my heart! 
And chacing thence each other Fa?r, 
Leaves her owa image only there. 
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Although my anxious breatt defpair, -- 
And fighing, hopes no kind retum; 
Yet, for the lov’d relentlefs Fair, 
By night I wake, by day I burn! 
Nor can thy gifts, foft Sleep, fupply, 


‘| OF footh my pains, or clofe my eye. 
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CIDER. 


A POEM, IN TWO BOOKS. 





~—-Honos erit huic quoque Pomo ?"” 


Viaa, 


BOOK L 


Waar foil the apple loves, what care is due 

To orchats, timclicft when to prefs the fruits, 

‘Thy gift, Pomona, in Miltonian verfe 

Adventurous E prefume to fing ; of verfe 

Nor {kill’d, nor ftudious ; but my native foil 

Invites me, and the theme as yet unfung, 

. Ye Ariconian knights, and fairefl dames, 

‘To whom propitious Heaven thefe bleflings grants, 

Attend my Isys, nor hence difdain to learn; 

How Nature’s gifts may be improv'd by art. 

And thou, O Moftyn, whofe benevolence, 

And candour, oft experienc'd, me vouchfaf'd 

‘Vo knit in friendfhip, growing fill with years; 

Accept this pledge of gratitude and love, 

May it a laiting monument remain 

Of dear refpect ; that, when this body frail 

Is moulder’d irite duit, and I become 

As I had never been, late times may know 

T once was blefe'd in fuch a matchlefs friend! 
Whoe’er expects his labouring trees fhould bend 

‘With fruitage, and a kindly harvett yield, 

‘Be this his firft concern, to find a tract 

Impervious to the winds, begirt with liilfs 

‘That intercept the Hyperborean blafts 

“Vempeftuous, and cold Eurus’ nipping force, 

Noxiuss to feeble buds: but to the weit 

det him free entrance grant, let Zephyrs bland 

Adminifter their tepid genial airs ; ’ 

Nought fear he froma the weit, whofe gentle 

warmth : 

Difclofes wel! the earth's all-teeming womb, 

Invigorating tender feeds; whofe breath 

Nurtures the Orange, and the Citron groves, 


, 


* Mifs Mary Meers, daughter of the late Principal of Brs- 
wen_Notfe College, Oxone 7 = 


Hefperian fruits, and wats their odors {weet 

Wide through the air, and diftant fhores perfumes, 

Nor only do the hills exclude the winds: * =~ 

Bat when the blackening clouds in {prinkling 

fhowers 

Diftil, from the high fammits down the rain 

Runs trickling ; with the fertile moiftuce cheer’d, 

‘The orchats {mile ; joyons the farmers fee 

‘Their thriving plants, and blefs the heavenly dews 
Next let the planter, with diferetion meet, 

The force and genius of each foil explore ; 

‘Yo what adapted, what it fhuns averfe : 

Without this neceflary care, in vain 

He hopes an apple vintage, and invokes 

Pomona’s aid in vain. The miry fields, 

Rejoicing inrich mold, moft ample fruit 

Of beauteous form produce ; pleating to fighty 

But to the tongue inelegarit and flat, ‘ 

So Nature has decreed: fo oft we fee 

Men pafling fair, ia outward lineaments 


*| Elaborate ; lefs, inwardly, exact. 


Nor from the fable ground expect fuccefs, 

Nor from cretaccous, ftubborn and jejune ¢ 

‘The Mutt, of pallid hue, declates the foil 

Devoid of fpirit; wretched he, that quaffd 

Such wheyifh liquors ; oft with colic pangsy 

With pungent colic pangs diftrefs’d he’lM roar; 

And tofs, and turn, and curfe th’ unwholefome 
draught: 

But, farmer, look where full-ear’d fheaves of rye 

Grow wavy on the tiith ; that foil feleck 

For apples; thence thy induftry fhall gain 

Tenfold reward; thy garners, thence with ftore 

Sercharg’d, fhall burft: thy prefs with pureft juice 

Shall flow, which, in revolving years, may try 


-{ Thy feeble feet, and bind thy falcering tongue, 
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Buch is the Kentchurch,fuch Dantzeyan ground, 
Such thine, O learned Brome, and Capel fuch, 
‘Willifian Burltan, much-lov'’d Geers his Marih, 
And Suttén-acres, drench’d with regal blood 
Of Ethelbert, when to th’ unhallow’d feaft 
Of Mercian Offa he invited came, : 
To treat of fpoufals: long cunnubial joys 
He promis'd to himfelf, allur’d by fair 
Elfrida’s beauty ; but deluded dy’d 
In height of hopes——oh ! hardeft fate, to fall 
By thew of friendthip, and pretended love ! 

I nor advife, nor reprehend the choice 
Of Marcley-hill; the apple no where finds 
A kinder mold: yet ’tis unlafe to truft 
Deceitful ground: who knows but that, once more, 
‘This moune may journey, and, his prefent fite 
Forfaking, to thy neighbour's bounds transfer 
‘The goodly plants, affording matter ftrange 
For law debates *? if therefore thou incline 
To deck this rife with fruits of various taftes, 
Fail not by frequent vows t’ implore fuccefs ; 
‘Thus piteous Heaven may fix the wandering glebe. 

But if (for Naturé doth not thare alike 
Her gifts} an happy foil thould be withheld; 
If a penurious clay fhouid be thy lot, 
Or rough unwieldy earth, nor to the plough, 
Nor tothe catele kind, with fandy ftones 
And gravel o’er-abounding, think it not 
Beneath thy toil; the fturdy pear-tree here 
‘Will rife Juxuriant, and with tougheft root 
Pierce the obftructing grit, and reftive marle. 
Thus nought is ulclefs made ; nor is there laud, 
But what, or of itfelf, or elfe compell’d, 
Affords advantage. On the barren heath 
‘The thepherd tends his flock, that daily crop 
"Their verdant dinner from the mofly turf, 
Sufficient ; afcer them the cackling guofe, 
Clofe-grazer, finds wherewith to eafe her want. 
What fhould I more? Ev'’n on the cliffy height 
Of Penmenmaur, and that cloud-piercing bill, 
Plinlimmon, from afar the traveller kens 
Aftonifh’d, how the goats their fhrubby browze 
Gnaw pendent; nor untrembling canft thou fee, 
How from 4 feraggy rock, whofe prominence 
Half overfhades the ocean, hardy men, 
Kearlefs of rending winds, and dafhing waves, 
Cut famphire, to excite the fqueamith guit 
Of pamper’d luxury. Then, let thy ground 
Not lie unlabor’d ; if the richeft tem 
Refufe to thrive, yet who would doube to plant 
Somewhat, that may to buman ule redound, 
And penury, the worft of ills, remove ? 

There are, who, fondly ftudious of increafe, 
Rich foreign mold on their ill-natur’d land 
Induce laborious, and with fattening muck 





* Febrnary the feverth, t 571, at fix o'clock in the eren- 
ing, this hill routed itfeif with a roaring Aoife, and by feven 
the next mornfhg had moved forty paces; it kept roaving 
for tbgee days together, carrying with it theep in theit 
cores, hedge-rows and tees, snd in its pailage overthrew 
Kinnatlon Chapple, and turned owo highways near an hon- 

_ dred yards irony their former polition. “Tie ground thus 
moved was about twonty-lix actes, which opened itfell, 
and carried the carth before it tor four hundred yards 
fpace, leaving that which was pathure in the placeot the 
tillape.and the c verfpread with patture. See Speecd*s 
Account yi iereiteihire, page 49, and Camden’s Bri- 
CAG de 
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Befmear the roots; in vain! the nurfling grove <*. 
Seems fair a while, cherifh’d with fofter earths" 
But when the alien compoft is exhautt, 
Its native poverty again prevails, 
Though this art fails, defpond not ; little pains, 
In a due hour employ’d, great profit yield. 
Th’ indaftrious, when the fun in Leo rides, 
And darts his fultrieft beams, portending drought, 
Forgets nut at the foot of every plant 
To fink a circling trench, and daily pour 
A juft fupply of alimental flreams, 
Exhaufted fap recruiting ; elfe falfe hopes 
He cherifhes, nor will his fruit expec 
Th’ autumnal feafon, but, in fammer’s pride, 
When other orchats fmile, abortive fail, . 
Thos the great light of heaven, that in his courfe 
Surveys and quickens all things, often proves 
Noxious to planted fields, and often men 
Perceive his influence dire ; fweltering they run 
To grots, and caves, and the cool umbrage {eek 
Of woven arborets, and oft the rills 
Still ftreaming freth revifit, to allay 
Thirft inextinguifhable : but if the fpring 
Preceding thould be deftitute of rain, ' 
Or blatt feptentrional with bruthing wings 
Sweep up the fmoky milts, and vapours damp, 
Then woe to mostals! Titan then exerts 
His heat intenfe, and on our vitals preys; 
Then maladies of various kinds, and names 
Unknown, malignant fevers, and that foe 
‘To blooming beauty, which imprints the face” 
Of faireft nymph, and checks our growing lowe; 
Reign far and near; grim Death in different fhapen; 
Depopulates the nations  thoufands fall 
His vidtims; youths, and virgins, in their flowex, 
Reluctant die, and fighing leave their Joves s 
Untinith’d, by infecticus heaven deftroy'd. 
Sach heats prevail’d, when fair Bliza, taft , 
Of Winchomb's name (next thee in blood and: 
worth, 
Of faireft Saint John :) left this toilfome world: 
In beauty’s prime, and fadden’d all the year: ~ 
Nor could her virtues, nor repeated vows 
Of thoufand lovers, the relentlefs hand 
Of Death arreft ; fhe with the vulgar fell, 
Only diftinguith’d by this humble verfe. . 
But if it pleafe the fun’s intemperate force 
To know, attend ; whilft I of ancient fame 
‘The annals trace, and image to thy mind, - 
How our forefathers, (lucklefs men !) ingulfe 
By the wide-yawning earth, to Stygian fhadea 
Went quick, in one fad fepuichre inclos’d. 
In elder days, ere yet the Roman bands 
Victorious, this our other world subdued, 
A (pacious city ftood, with firmeft walls : 
Sure mounded,and with numerousturrets crown’d, 
Aériai fpires, and citadels, the feat . 
Of kings, and heroes refolute in war, 
Fam’d Ariconium : unccntroul’d and free, 
‘Till ali #-bduing Latian arms prevail'd. 
‘Then alfo, though to foreign yoke fubmifs, 
She undemolifh’d ftood, and ev'n rill now 
Perhaps had ftood, of ancient Britifh art 
A pleafing monument, not lefs admir’d 
Than what from Attic, or Etrufean hands 
M mij 














had not the hedvenly powers averfe 
Decreed her final doom : for now the fields 
“Labour'd with thirft ; Aquarius had not fhed 
Hig:wouted fhowers, and Sirius parch’d with heat 
: Solftitial.the green Herb: hence ’gan telax 
The grounds coptexture, hence Tartarian dregs, 
Seipbur, and nitrous fpume, enkindling fierce, 
jow’d within their darkfome caves, by far 
More difmal than the loud difploded roar 
Of brazen enginry, that ceafelefs form 
‘Fhe baftion of a well-built city, deem'd 
Umpregnable: th’ infernal winds, till now 
Clofely imprifon'd, by Titanian warmth 
ilating, and with un@uous vapours fed, 
‘Pildzin’d their narrow cells; and, their full 
. ftrength 
Collecting, from beneath the folid mafs 
Upheay'd, and all her cafles rooted deep 
Shook. from their loweft feat: old Vaga’s tream, 
Fore’d bj the fadden fuock, her wonted track 
“Forfack, and drew her humid train aflupe, 
‘Grankling her banks: and now the lowring fky, 
And baleful lightning, ard the thunder, voice 
O€ angry Gods, that rattied fulenin, difmay’d 
"She finking hearts of men, Where fhould they 
turn 
Diftrefs'd ? whence feck for aid ? when from below 
‘Hell threatens, and ev’n Fate fupreme gives figns 
Of wrath and deflation? vain were vows, 
And, plaints, and fuppliant hands to Heaven ered! 
“Met fome to fanes repair'd, and humble rites 
Perform’d to Thor, and Woden, fabled gods, 
‘Who with their votaries in one ruin fhar'd, 
Crufh’d, and o'erwhelm’d, Ochers in frantic mood 
un howling through the ftreets, tueir hideous 
ells 
Rend he dark welkin; Horror falls around, 
Wild-ftasing, and his fad concomitant, 
» Defpair, of abject look : at every gate 
‘The thronging popalace, with hafty ftrides 
Prefs furious, and, too cager of efcape, 
Obftrea the cafy way ; the rocking town 
" ‘Supplants their foorfteps; to and fro they reel 
Afonifhyd, as o’ercharg’d with wine; when lo! 
‘The ground aduft her riven mouth difparts, 
Horrible chafm; profound! w fwilt defcent 
“Uld Ariconium finks, and all her tribes, 
Heroes, and fenators, duwn to the realms 
«Of endlefs night. Meanwhiic the loofen’d winds 
Infuriate, molten rocks and faniing globes 
Hurd high above the clouds; till all their force 
Confum’d, her ravenous jaws th’ earth fatiate 
Z clos'd, 
‘hus this fuir city fell, of which the name 
weives alone ; nor is there found a mark, 
‘Whereby the curious paflenger may learn 
Her ample fite, fave coins, ard mouldering urns, 
Ard huge unwieldy Lones, lafling remeins 
Of that gigantic race; which, as he breaks 
"The clotted glebe, the plowman haply finds, 
Appall’d. Upon thac treacherous track{ol land, 
She whilome ftood; naw Ceres, in her prime, 
Emiles fertile, and with ruddicf freight bedeck’d, 
“The appjestree, by cur forefathers blood. 
Improv'd, that now recals the devious Male, 
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Urging her-deftin'd labours to parfue: 

‘The prudent will obferve, what paffions reigt - 
In various plants (for not to man alone, 
But all the wide creation, Nature gave 
Love, and averfion) : evérlafting hate 
The vine to Ivy bears, nor lefs abhors 
The Colewort’s ranknefs; but with amorous twine 
Clafps the tall Elm: the Paftan Rofe unfolds 
Her bud more lovely, near the fetid Leek, 
(Creft of ftout Britons), and enhances thence 
The price of her celeftial feent: the Gourd, * 
And thirfty Cucomber, when they perceive 
Th’ approaching Olive, with refentment fly 
Her fatty fibres, and with tendrils creep 
Diverfe, detefting contrad; whillt the Fig 
Contemns not Rue, nor Sage’s humble leaf, 
Clofé neighbouring ; the Herefordian plant * 
Carcifes freely the contiguous Peach, 
Hazel, and weight-refifting Palm, and likes : 
‘TY approach the Quince, and the Elder’s pithy 
Uneafy, feated by fanereal Yew, [ftems 
Or Walnut, (whofe malignant touch impairs 
All generous fruits), or near the bitter dews 
Of Cherries. Therefore weigh the habits well 
Of plants, how they affociate beft, nor let 
Ui neighbourhood corrupt thy hopeful prafts, : 

Would’ thou thy vats with gen’rous juice 

fhould froth? 
Refpect thy orchazs; think not, that the trees 
Spontancoxs will produce an wholefome draught. 
Let art corre thy breed: from parent bough 
A Cyon meetly fever: after, force 5 
A way into the crabftock’s clofe-wrought grain 
By wedges, and within the living wound 
Inclofe the fofter twig, nor over nice 
Refufe with thy own hands around to fpréad. 
‘The binding clay: tre Jong their differing veins 
Unite, and kindly nourithment convey 
To the new pupil; now he fhoots his arms 
Wish quickeft growth; now fhake the teeming 
. crunk, 

Down rain th’ impurpled balls, ambrofial fruit. 
ether the Wilding’s fibres are contriv’d 
w th’ carth’s pureft Spirit, and refift 

¢, which in more porous Nocks 
=plants finds paffage free, or elfe 
The native veriuice of the Crab, deriv’d 
‘Through th’ infix’d graff, a grateful mixtare forms 
Of tart and {weet ; whatever be the caufe, 
‘This doubtful progeny by nicefl taes 
Expedicd beft acceptance finds, and pays 
Largeft revenues to the orchat-lord. 

Some think the Quince aud Apple would coms 
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In happy union; others fitter deem 

‘The Slce-ftem bearing Sylvan Plumbs auftere, 

Who knows bet both may thrive? howe’er, what 
Ls 

‘To try the powers cf both, and fearch how far 

“Iwo different natures may concur to mix 

In clofe crubraces, and ftrange effspring bear ? 

‘Then'it find that plants will frequent changes try, 

udamag’d, and their marriageable arms 

Conjoin with others. Se Silurian plants 

Aduit the Peach’s cdoriferous globe, 
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And Pears of (undry forms; at different tines . | Ply my brain-racking fludies, if by-chance | 
Adopted Plumbs will alien branches grace; : | Whee i may counfel right ; and ofc this care 
And men have gather'd from the Hawthoro’s | Difturbs me flumbering, Wilt thou then repine 
branch . + «+1 Te labour for thyfelf? and rather choofe 
Large Medlars, imitating regal crowns. "To lie fupinely, hoping Heaven will blefs 
Nor is it hard to beautify each month ‘Thy flighted fruits, and give thee bread unearn’d? - 
With files of particolor’d fruits, that pleafe Twill profit, when the ftotk, {worn foe of 
‘The tongue and view at once. So Maro’s Mule, * fakes, ete 
Thrice facred Mufe! commodions precepts gives | Returns; to thew compaifion to thy plants, 
Inftructive to the fwains, not wholly bent =... | Fatign’d with breeding. Let the arched knife. 
On what is gainful: fometimes.the diverts Well tharpen’d now affail the {preading fhades 
From folid counfels, fhews the force of love ‘Of vegetables, and their thirfty limbs . 
In favage beafts ;" how virgin face divine Diffever : for the genial moifture, due 
Autradts the helplefs youth through ftorma and | To apples, otherwife mifpends itfelf 
+o Waves, ’ In barren twigs, and for th’ expected crop, ‘ 
Alone, in deep of night: ‘Then the defcribes Nought but vain fhoots, and empty leaves abound. 
‘The Scythian winter, nor difdains to fing - When fwelling buds their odorous foliage thed,. 
How under ground the rude Riphaan race. - And gently harden into fruit, the wife Boar 
Mimic britk Cider with the brakes produét wild, Spare not the little offsprings, if they grow 
Sloes pounded, Hips, and Servis’ harthelt juice. Redundant; but the thronging clufters thin, 
Let fage experience teach thee all the arts By kind avulfion ; elfe the ftarveling brood, 
Of grafting and in-eyeing ; when to lap Void of fufficient fuftenance, will yield 
The flowing branches; what trees anfwer heft A flender antumn, which the niggard foul 
From root or kernel: fhe will beft the hours. ‘Yoo late fhail weep, and curfe his thrifty hand, 
Of harveft and feed-time declare: by her - +» | ‘That would not timely eafe the ponderous boughs, 
The different qualities of things were found, Tt much conduces, all the cares to know 
And fecret motions; how with heavy bulk Of gardening, how to fcare nocturnal thieves, 
Volatile Hermes, fluid and unmoift, : And how the little race of birds chat hop 
Mounts on the wings of air: : ‘to her we owe + From fpray to fpray, fcooping the coftlicit fruit 
‘he Indian weed +, unknown to ancient times, {nfatiate, undifturb'd. Priapus’ form F 
Nature’s,choice gift, whofe acrimonious fume Avails but little; rather guard each row 
Extracts fuperfluous juices, and refines With the falfe terrors of a breathlefs kite. ° 
The blood diftemper’d from its noxious falta; This dope, the timorous flock with {wifted wing 
Friend to the Spirits, which with vapors bland Scud through the air; their fancy reprefents 
It gently mitigates, companion fit . His mortal talons, and his ravenous beak 
OF pleafantry and wine; nor to the bards Deftructive ; glad to thun his hoftile gripe, 
Unfriendly, ‘when they to the vocal fheil They quit their thefts, and unfrequent the fields. 
Warble melodious their well-labor’d fongs. Befides, the filthy fwine will oft invade 
She found the palith'd glafs, whofe finail convex | Thy firm inclofure, and with delving fnout 
Enlarges to ten millions of degrees The rooted foreft undermine: forthwith 
‘The mite, invilible eife, of Nature’s hand Halloo thy furious mattiff, bid him vex 
¥ Leaft animal ; and ‘fhews, what laws of life The noxious herd, and print upon their eare 
The cheefe inhabitants obferve, and how A fad memorial of their paft offence. 7 
Fabric their manfions in the hardeu'd mitk, The flagrant Procyon will nct fail to bring 
, Wonderful artifts! but the hidden ways ‘ Large. thouls ef Qow houfe-bearing fnails that 
Of Nature would’ft thou -know?> how firlt the "creep 
é fratnes O’er the ripe fruitage, paring flimy tracts 
All things in miniature? thy fpecular orh In the fleck rinds, and unpreft Cider drink. 
Apply to well-diffe@ted kernels; lo | No art averts this peft; on thee it lies, 7 
Strange forms arife, in each a little plant With morning and with evening hand to rid 
Untfulds its boughs: obferve the flender threads | The preying reptiles; nor, if wife, wilt thou 
OF firkt beginning trees, their roots, their leaves, | Decline this labour, which itfelf rewards 
In narrow feeds defcrib’d; thou’lt wondering fay, { With pleafing gain, whil& the warm limbeg 
An inmate orchat every apple boafts, : draws 
"Thus all things by expericnce are difplay’d, Salubrions waters from the nocent brood. 
And moft improv'd, Then feduloufly think Myriads of.wafps now aifo cluftering hang, 
“To meliorate-thy flock; no way or rule And drain a fpurivus honey from thy groves, 
Be uneflay'd ; prevent the morning far Their winter food ; though oft repuls‘d, again 
Afiduous, nor with the weftern fun » | They raliy, undifmay'd ; but fraud with eafe 
Surceale to work; lo! thoughtful of thy gain, Enfuares the noifome {warme; let every bough 
Not ‘of my own, fall the live-long day): Bear frequert vials, pregnant with the dregs” 
Confame in meditation deep, reclufe Of Moyle, or Mum, or ‘Treacle’s vifcous juice ; 
¥rom human converfe, nor, at faut of eve, They, by th’ alluring odor drawn, in bafle 
Exjoy repote 5 due oft at midnight jaep. - + Fly to the dulcet cates, and crowding fip * 
+ Tobacco, sorta Gch J Phe palatable base joyful thou’le fee: 
. Mm ij < 






















Se ee 
The clammy farface all o'er-ftrown with tribes 
Of greedy infects, that with fruitlefs toil 
Flap filmy pennons oft, to extricate 
‘Their feet, in liquid thackles bound, till death 
Bepeave them of their worthle(s fouls: fuch deem 
‘Waits luxury, and lawlefs love of gain! 
~‘Howe’er thow may’ft forbid external force, 
Tateitine eVils wil! prevail; damp aira, 
‘And rainy winters, to the centre pierce 
The firmett fruits, and by unféen decay 
‘The proper relith vitiate’ then the grub 
Oft anobferv'd invades the vital core; 
Pernicious tenant, and her fecret cave 
Enlarges hourly, preying on the pulp 
Crafelefs ; meanwhile the apple's outward form 
Delectable the witlefs fwain beguiles, ; 
Till, with a writhen mouth and fpattering noife, 
He taftes the bitter ‘murfel, and rejects 
Difrelith’d; not with tefs furpnfe, than when 
Embattled troops with flowing banners pafs 
‘Through flowery meads delighted, nor diftruft 
‘The fmiling furface ; whilft the cavern'd yround, 
‘With grain incentive ftor’d, by fudden blaze 
Burs fatal, and involves the hopes of war, 
$M fiery whirls; full of victorions thoughts, 
Torn and difmembered, they aloft expire. 
Now tarn ‘thine eye to view Alcinous’ groves, 
‘The pride of the Phecian ifle, from whence, 
 Saifing the fpaces of the boundlefg deep, 
'To Ariconium precious fruits arriv'd : 
‘The Pippin, burnifht o'er with gold, the Moyle 
"Of fweeteft honeyed tafte, the fair Permain 
‘Temper'd, like comelieft nymph, with red and 
E * white.” E 
Salopian acres flourith with a growth 
Peculiar, ftyl’d the Ottley? be thon firtt 
‘This apple to tranfplane, if to the name 
Its merit anfwers, no where shalt thou find 
* A wine more priz’d, or laudable of tafte. 
Nor does the Eliot leaft deferve thy care, 
Nor John-Apple, whofe wither'd rind, intrencht 
) ‘With many a furrow, aptly reprefents 
Decrepid age, nor that from Harvey nam’d, 
Quick-relithing : why thould we fing the Thrift, 
‘odling, or Pomroy, or of pimpled coat 
The Ruffet, or the Car’s-head’s weighty orb, 
Rnormons in ite growth, for various ufe 
” Though thefe'are meet, though after full repatt 
Are oft requir’d. and crown the rich deffere ? 
What, though the Pear-tree rival not the worth 
Of Ariconian 'produdts? yet her freight 
Js not contemn’d, yet her wide-barnching arms 
Bek {creen thy tanfion from the fervent Dog 
“Adverfe to life; ‘he wintery hurricanes 
In vain employ their roar, her trunk unmov’d 
Breaks the ftrong onfet, and contr-uls their rage. 
Chiefly the Bofbury, whofe large increafe, 
Annual, ‘in famptuous banquets claims applaufe. 
‘Thrice acceptable beverage’! cculd but art 
Subdue the dating lee, Pomona’s felf ~ [ftrife, 
Would dread thy’ praife,'and fhun the dubiops 
Be-it thy choice, when fiummer-heats annoy, © 
‘To fit beneath her leafy canopy, D 
Quaffing rich liquide! oh! how {weet v’ enjoy, 
At once her fruits, and holpitable fhade ! 
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Bot how with equal numbers thall we match 
The Musk’s ferpafling worth; that earlicht gives 
Sure hopes of racy wine, and in its youth, 

Its tender nonage, loads the fpreading boughs 
With large and juicy offspring, that defies” 
The vernal nippets, and cold fyderal blafts ! 
Yet let her to the Red-ftreak yield, that once 
‘Was of the Sylvan kind, unciviliz'd, 
Of no regard, till Scudamore’s {kilful hand 
Improv'd her, and by courtly difcipline 
Taught her the favage nature to forget: 
Hence ftyl’d the Scudamorean plant; whofe wing 
Whoever taftes, lee him with grateful heart 
‘efpedt that ancient loyal houfe, and with 
‘The nobler peer, that now tranfcends our hopes 
In early ‘worth, his coutitry’s juftelt pride, 
Uninterrupted joy, and health entire: 

Let every tree in every garden own 
The Red-ftreak as fupreme, whofe pulpous fruit 
With gold irradiate, and vermilion thines 7 
‘Yempting, not fatal, as the birth of that 
Primeval interdicted plant that won 
Fond Eve in haplefs hour to tafte, and die. 

This, of more bounteons influence, infpires 

Poetic raptures, and the lowly Mufe 

Kindles to loftier ftrains; even I perceive * 
Her facred virtue. See! the numbers flow 

Eafy, whilft, cheer'd with her neciareous juice, 
Her’s, and my couvtry’s praifes [ exale. . 
Hail Herefordian plant, that doft d {dain 

All other fields! Heaven’s fweeteft bleffing, hail! 
Be thou the copious matter of my fong, 

And thy choice Neétar; on which always waits 
Laughter, and fport, and care-beguiling wit, 

And friendfhip, chief delight of human life. 
What thould we with for more? or why, in queft 
Of foreign vintage, infincere, and mixt, 
‘Traverfe th’ exttemeft world? why tempt the rage 
OF the rough ocean? when cur native glebe 
imparts, from bounteous womb, annual recruits 
Of wine delectable, that far furmounts 

Gallic, or Latin grapes, or thofe that fee 

The fetting fun, near Galpe’s towering height. 
Nor let the Rhodian, nor the L.cfbian vines 
Vaunt their rich Muft, nor let Tokay contend 
For fovereignty ; Phaneus’ felf mut bow 

To th’ Arconian vales: And fhall we doube 

‘T” improve cur vegetable wealth, or tet 

The foil lie idie, which, with fit manure, 

With largeft ufury repay, alone 

Empowered to fupply what Nature afles 

Frugal, or what nice arpetite requires ? 

‘The meadows here, with battering ooze enrich’d, 
Give ipirit to the grafs; three cubits high 2 
Uhe jojtited herbage fhoots; th’ unfallow’d glebg 
Yearly-v’ercomes the granaries with ftore 

Of golden wheat, the ftrength of human life. 
Low, on apxiliary poles, the Hops 

Afcending {piral, rang’d in meet array ; 

Lo, how the arable, with barley-grain 

Stands thick, o’erfhadow'd, to the thirfty hind 
Franfporting profpe@! thefe, as modern ufe. 
Ordains, infus’d, an auburn drink comipofe, 
Wholefome. of deathlels fame. Here, to the fight, 
Apples of price, and plenteous fheaves of corn, 
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Gle interlac’d oceur, and both imbibe 

Fitting congenial juice; fo rich the foil, 

So much does frudtuons moifture o’er-abound ! 

Nor are the hills unamiable, whofe tops 

‘To heaven afpire, affording profped {weet 

To human ken; or at their feet the vaies 

Delcending gently, where the lowing herd 

Chew verduous pafture; tor the yellow fields 

Guaily' interchang’d with rich variety 

Pleafing ; as when an emerald green, encbas'd 

In flamy gold, from the bright mafs acquires 

A nobler hue, more delicate to fight. 

Next add the Sylvan fhades, and filent groves, 

(Haunt of the Druids) whence the earth is fed 

‘With copious fuel; whence the fturdy oak, 

A prince's refuge once, th’ eternal guard 

Of England’s throne, by {weating peafants fell’d, 

Stems the vaft main, aad bears tremendous war 

To diftant nations, or with fov’reign fway, 

Awes the divided world to peace and love. 

Why fhould the Chalybes, or Bilboa boaft 

Their harden'd iron; when our mines produce 

As perfect martial ore? can Tmolus’ head 

Vie with our faffron odours? or the fleece 

Batic, or fincft Tarentine, compare 

With Lemfer’s filken wool? where fhall we find 

Men more undaunted, for their country’s weal 

More prodigal of life? in ancient days 

‘The Roman legions, and great Cefar, found 

Our fathers no mean foes; and Creffy’s plains, 

And Agincourt, deep ting’d with blood, confels 

‘What the Silures vigour unwithfoud 

Could do in rigid fight ; and chiefly what 

Brydges’ wide watting hand, firit garter’d Knight, 

Puiffant author of great Chandos’ ftem, 

High Chandos, that tranfmits paternal worth, 

Prudence, and‘ancient prowels, and renown, 

'T” his noble offspring. O thrice happy peer ! 

That, bleft with hoary vigour, view'(t thyfelf 

Freth blooming in thy gencrous fon ; whofe lips, 

Flowing with nervous eloquence exad, 

Charm the wife fenate, and attention win 

Ip deepeft councils: Ariconium pleas’d, 

Him, as her choten worthy, firt falutes, 

Him on th’ [berian, on the Gallic fhore, 

Him hardy Britons bles; his faithful hand 

Conveys new courage from afar, nor more 

‘The General's condudt, than his care avai 
Thee alfo, glorious branch of I's line, 

‘This country elaims, with pride and joy to thee 

‘hy Alcerennis calls; yet dhe endurcs 

Patient thy abfence, fince thy prudent choice 

Has fix'd thee in Mufes' fairedt feat *, 

Where + Aldrich reigns, and from his endlefs fore 

Of univerfal knowledge fill fupplies 

His noble care ; he generous thoughts inftils 

Of true nobility, their country’s love, 

(Chief end of life} and forms their dudtile minds 

To human virtues by his genius led, . 

Thou foon in every art pre-eminent 

shalt grace this ifle, and rife to Burleigh’s fume. 
Haid high born peer! and theu, great gurle of 

arts, 








* Oxford. 
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And men, from whence cont 
Hanmer and Bromiley ; thou, t 
Refpect Wintonia bows, and joyful owns* 
‘Thy mitred offspring; be for ever bleft 
With like examples, and to future times 
Proficuous, fuch a race of men produce, 
As, in the caufe of virtue firm, may fix 
Her throne inviolate. Hear, ye Gods,this-vaw'. 
From one, the meaneft in her numerous triii3 
Though meaneft, not leaft ftudious of her praife’ 
Mufe, raife thy voice to Beaufort’s fpotktt’ 
fame. 
To Beaufort, in a long defcent derived 
From royal anceftry, of kingly rights 
Faithful afferters, in him centering meet, 
Their glorious virtues, high defert from pride 
Disjoin’d, unfhaken honour, and contempt 
Of ftrong allurements. © illuftrious prince! 
O thou of ancient faith! exulting, thee, 
In her fair lift this happy land inrols. 
Who can refufe a tributary verfe 
‘To Weymouth, firmef friend of flighted worth 
In evil days? whofe hofpitable gate, : 
Unbarr'd to ail, invites a numerous train 
Of daily guefts, whofe board, with plenty crawn 
Revives the feaft-rites old: meanwhile his sre’ 
Forgets not the affliged, but content : 
In acts of fecret goudnefs, fhuns the praife, 
Vhat fure atrends. Permit me, bounteaus lord, 
To blazon what though hid will beauteous thing, 
And with thy name to dignify my fong. ‘.: 
But who is he, that on the winding ftreany 
Of Vaga firft drew vital breath, and now 
Approv’d in Anna's fecret councils fits, 
Weighing the fum of things, with wife forecaf&. 
Solicitous of public good ? how large t 
His mind that comprehends whate’er was known. 
To old, or prefcnt time; yet not elate, : 
Not confcious of its fkill? what praife deferves 
His liberal hand, that gathers but ta give, 
Preventing fit ? O not unthankful Mute,” 
Him lowly reverence, that firft deign'd to hear 
Thy pipe, and fercen’d thee from opprobriows 
tongues, 
Acknowledge thy own Harley, and his name . 
Inferibe on every bark; the wounded plants 
Will fat increafe, fatter thy juft refped. 
Such are our heroes, by their yirtues knoway 
Or ikill in peace, or war ; of fofter mold 
‘The female fex, with {weet attra@ive airs 
Subdue obdurate hearts. ‘The travellers pft - 
That view their matchlefs forms with cranfent 
glance, 4 
Catch fudden love, and figh for nymphs unknowa, 
Smit with the magic of their eyes; nor hath- 
The doedal hand of Nature only pour’d 
Her gifts of outward grace; their innocence 
Unfeign’d, and virrue mot engaging, free |: 
From pride, or artifice, long joys alford 
‘Yo th’ houeft nuptial bed, and in the wane 
OL life, rebate the miferies of age. 
And is there found a wretch fo bafe of mind, 
That woman's powerful beauty dares condenin, * 
Exadctett work of Heaven? He ill deferves . 
\ Or love, or pity ; friendlefs let him fee 
i M mi iij 
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‘Unealy, tedious day, defpis’d, forlorn, - 
As ftain of human race: but may the man, 
‘That cheerfully recounts the femsle’s praife, 
Find equal love, and love’s nntainted {weets 
Enjoy with honour! O, ye Goda! might I 
Ele my fate, my happieft choice thall be 
A fair and modett virgin, that invites 
With alpeé chafte, forbidding loofe defire, 
“Venderly fmiling sin whole heavenly “ve 
Sits pret love enthron’d; but if «1 ¢ ftars 
Malignant thefe my better hopes opp..e, 
May I, at leaft, the facred pleafures know 
Of ftri&ef amity ;. nor ever want F 
A friend, with whom I mutually may thare 
Ghidnefs and anguith, by kind intercourfe 
OF fpecch, and offices, “May in my mind, 
Indelible, a grateful fenfe remain : 
OF favours undeferv’d!—O thou! from whom 
Giadly both rich and low feek aid; moft wile 
Interpreter of right, whofe gracious voice 
Breathes equity, and curbs too rigid law 
With mild impartial reafon ; what retarns 
Of thanks are due to thy beneficence 
Freely vouchfaf'd, when to the gates of death 
I tended prone ? if thy indulgent care id 
Had not preven’d, among unbody'd thades 
Y now had waader’d; and thefe empty thoughts 
Of apples perifh’d; but, unprais’d by thee, 
Y tune my pipe aftefh, each night and day, 
Thy unexampled goodnefs to extol 
Defirous; but nor night, nor day, fufice} , 
For that great taik; the highly honour'd name 
Of Trevor muft employ my willing thoughts 
Inceffant, dwell for ever on my tongue. 
Let me grateful; but let far from me ‘ 
Be fawning cringe, and falfe diffembling look, 
A fervite flattery, that harbours oft 
In courts and gilded roofs. Some loofe the bands 
OF ancieut friendfhip, cancel Nature's laws 
For pageantry, and tawdry gewgzawa. Some 
‘Renounce their fires, oppofe paternal right 
Fer rule aod power ; and others realms invade 
With fpacious fhews of love. ‘The traitcrous 

wretch, 

Betrays bis fovereign: Others, deftitute 
Of real zeal, to every altar bend 

. By lucre fway’d, and a& the bafeft things 
‘To be ftyl'd honourable: the honeft mau, 
Simple of heart, prefers inglorious want 
To ill-got wealth; rather from door to doer, 
A jocund pilgrim, though diftrefi’d, he’l! rove, 
‘Than break his plighted faith ; nos fear, nor hope, 
Will fhock his fledfaft foul; rather debarr’d 
Each common priviloge, cut off from hepes 
Of meaneft gain, of prefent goods defpoil’d, 
He'll bear the marks of infamy contemn’d, 
Unpity’d; yet his mind, of evil pure, 
Supports him, and intention free from fraud, 
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If no retinue with obfervant eyes 

Attend him, if he can’t with purple ftain 

Of cumbrous veftments, labour'd o’er with gold, 
Dazzle the crowd, and {ct them all agape; : 
Yet clad in homely weeds, from Envy's darts 


| Remote he lives, nor knows the nightly pangs 


Of confcience, nor with fpecers’ grifly forms, 
Demons, and injur'd fouls, at clofe of day 
Annoy’d, fad interrupted flumbers finds, 

But (as a child, whofe inexperienc’d age 

Nor evil purpole fears, nor knows) enquys * 
Night's fweet refcefhment, humid flecp Gucere, 
When Chanticleer, with clarion shrill, recalls 

The tardy day, he to his labours hies 

Gladfome, intent ou fomewhat that may eafe 
Unhealthy mortals, and with curious fearch 
Examines all the properties of herbs, 

Fofhils, and minerals, that th’ embowel’d earth 
Difplays, if by his induftry he can ' 
Benefit hunran race: or elfe his thoughts _. 

Are exercis'd with fpeculations deep [roles 
Of .good, and jet, and meet, and th’ wholfome. 
OF temperance, and aught that may improve 
‘The moral life; not fedulous to rail 

Nor with envenom’d tongue to blait the fame ei 
GF harmlefs men, or fecret whifpers fpread ¢ 
*Mong faithful friends, to breed diftruft and hate 
Studious of yirtue, he no life obferves, oe 
Except his own; his own cmploys his cares, 
Large fubject: that he labours to refine 

Daily, nor of his litde tock denies 

Fit alms to Lazars, merciful and meek. 

‘Thus facred Virgil liv’d, from courtly vice, 
And bates of pompous Rome fecpre ; at court; 
Still thoughtiyl of the rural honed life, ae 
And how t'improve his grounds, and how himfelf: 


| Beft poet! fit examplar for the tribe. 


Of Phebus, nor lefs fit Mzonides, 

Poor cyelefs pilgrita! and, if after thefe, 

If after thefe another 1 may name, ‘ 
Thus tender Spenfer liv’d, with mean repatt 
Content, deprefi'd by penury, and pine 

{a foreign reaim; yet not debae’d his verfe 

By Fortune's frowns. And had thut other bard #, 
Oh, had but he, that firft ennobled fong 

With holy rapture, like his Abdiel been ; 

*Mong many faithlels, ftrily faithful found’; 
Unpity’d, he fhould not have wail'd his orbs, 
‘That roll’d in vain to find the piercing ray, * 
And found no dawn, by dim fuffufion veil’d! 
But he—however, let the Mofe abftain, 

Nor blaft his fame, from whom fhe learnt to fing 
[e much inferior firairs, groveling beneath 

Th’ Olympian hiil, en plains and vales intent, 
Mean tcllower, ‘here let her reft a while, 
Pleas’d wyh the fragrant walks, and cool Tetreat. 
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O Haxcourr, whom th’ ingenious love of arts 
Has carry’d from thy native foil, beyond 
Th’ eternal Alpine {nows, and now detains 
In Italy’s wafte realms, how Jong muft we 
Lament thy abfence ? whilft in fweet fojourn 
Thou vicw’it the relics of old Rome; or, what 
Unrival’d authore by their prefence made 
For ever venerable, rural {eats, 
‘Tibur, and Tufcuium, or Virgil's urn, 
Green with immortal bays, which haply thou, 
Refpediing his great name, doft now approach 
‘With bended knee, and ftrow with purple flowers ; 
Unmindful of thy friends, that ill can brook 
This long delay. At length, dear youth, return, 
OF wit and judgment ripe, in blooming years, 
And Britain's if_le with Latian knowledge grace, 
Return, and tet thy father's worth excite 
Thirft of pre-eminence ; fee! how the canfe 
Of widows, and of orphans, he afferts 
With winning rhetoric, and well argu'd law! 
Mark well his fcotfteps, and, like him, deferve 
Thy prince’s favour, and thy country’s love. 
Meanwhile (although the Maffic grape delights 
Pregnant of racy juice, and Formian hills 
‘Temper thy cups, yet) wilt not thou reject 
Thy native liquors: to! for thee my mill 
Now grinds choice apples, and the Bricith vats 
O’erflow with generous cider ; far remote 
Accept this labour, nor defpife the Mufe, 
‘Tha; ,-pafling lands and feas, on thee attends. 
‘Thus far of trees: the pleafing tafk remains, 
To fing of wines, and autumn’s bleft increafe. 
Th’ effects of art are thewn, yet what avails, 
*Gaintt Heaven? oft, notwithftanding all thy care 
To help thy plants, when the {mall (ruitery feems 
£xempt from ills, an oriental bla 
Difattrous flies, foon as the hind fatigned 
Unyokes his team ; the tender freight, untkill'd 
‘To bear the hot difeafe, diftemper’d pines 
- In the year’s prime; the deadly plague annoys 
‘The wide inclofure + think not vainly now 
To treat thy neighbours with mellifluous cups, 
‘Thus difappointed. If the former ycars 
Exhibic no fupplies, alas! thou muft : 
With talelefs watce wath thy droughty threat, 
A thoufand eccidents the farmer’s hopes 
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Subvert, or check ; uncertain all his toil, 

Till lufty autumn’s lukewarm days allay’ 

With gentle colds, infenfibly confirm 

His ripening labours; autumn to the fruits 

Earth’s various lap produces, vigour gives 

Equal, intenerating milky grain 

Berries, and fky-dy’d plumbs, and what in coat 

Rough. or foft-rin'd, or bearded hufk, or fhell 

Fat Olives, and Piltacio’s fragrant nut, 

and the Pine's tafteful Apple : antumn paints 

Aufonian hills with Grapes ; whilft Englith plaine 

Bluth with pomaceous harvedts, breathing {weett. 

O tet me now, when the kind early dew ‘ 

Unlocks th’ embofom’d odours, walk among 

‘The well-rang’d files of trees, whofe full-aged. 
ftore ae 

Diffufe ambrofial ftreams, than Myrrh, or Nard, 

More grateful, or perfumiag flowery Bean ! 

Soft whifpering airs, and the Jark's matin fong 

Then woo to mufing, and becalm the mind 

Perplex’d with irkfome thoughts. Thrice hap~ 
py time, 

Beft portion of the various year, in which 

Nature rejoiceth, fmiling on her works 

Lovely, to full perfection wrought ! but ah! 

Short are our joys, and neighbouring griefs difturb 

Our pleafant hours! inclement winter dwells 

Contiguous; forthwith frofly blafts deface 

The blithfome year ; trees of their fhrivel’d fruits. 

Are widow’d, dreary ftorms o’er all prevail! 

Now, now’s the time, ere hafty {uns forbid 

‘Yo work, difburden thou thy faplefs wood 

Of its rich progeny ; the turgid fruit 

Abcunds with mellow liquor: now exhort 

Thy hinds to exercife the pointed ftect 

On the hard rock, and give a wheely form 

l'c the expected grinder : now prepare 

Materials for thy mill; a fturdy pot 

Cylindric, to fupport the grinder’s weight 

Exceflive; and a flezile fallow, entrench’d, 

Rounding, capacious of the juicy hord. 

Nor muft thou not be mindful of thy prefs, 

Long ere the vintage; but with timely care 

Shave the goat’s fhaggy beard, left thou too late 

Tn vain fhould’ft feek a ftrainer to difpart 

ihe hutky, terrene dregs, from purer Mutt, 


we 
Be cautious next a proper fteed to find, 
‘Whole prime is paft; the vigorous horfe difdains 
Bach fervile labours, or, if forc’d, forgets 
E atchievements, and viGorious palms. 
ayard rather, worn with work and ycars, 
Shall roll th’ unwieldy ftone, with fober pace 
He'll tread the circling path till dewy eve, 
From early day-fpring, pleas’d to find his age 
Declining not unufeful to his lord. 

Some, when the prefs, by utmoft vigour frrew’d, 
Has drain’d the pulpous mafs, regale their (wine 
‘With the dry retufe; thou, more wife, fhalt fteep 

* "Thy hujks in water, and again employ 
‘The ponderous engine. Water will imbibe 
‘The {mall remains of {pirit, and acquire 
A vinous flavour; this the peafants blithe 
Will quaff, and whiftle, as thy tinkling team 
They drive, and fing of Fufca’s radiant eyes, 
Pleas'd with the medley draught. Nor fhalt 

thoy now 

Reject the Apple-cheefe, though quite exhautt ; 
Even now "twill cherish, and improve the roots 
Of fickly plants; new vigour hence conyey’d 
‘Will yield an harveft of unufual growth, 
Suoh profit {prings from huiks difereetly us’d! 

‘The tender apples, from their parents rent 

* By ftormy fhocks, muft not neglected lie, 
“The prey of worms: A frugal man I knew, 
Rich in one barren acre, which fubdued 
By endlefs culture, with fufficient Muft 
His catks replenifh’d yearly ; he no more 
Defir’d, nor wanted ; diligent to learn 
‘The various feafons, and by {kill repel 
Invading pefts, fuccefsful in his cares, 
"Till the damp Libyan wind, with tempeft arm'd 
Outrageous, blufter’d horrible amidit 
His Cider-grove ; o'erturn’d by furious blafts, 
The fightly ranks full proftrate, and around 
‘Their fruitage fcatter’d, from the genial boughs 
Stript immature : yet did he not repine, 
Nor curfe his (tars; but pradent, his fallen heaps 
Collecting, cherifh'd with the tepid wreaths 
Of tedded grafs, and the fan's mellowing beams 
Rival’d with arrful heats, and thence procur’d 
A coftly liquor, by improving time, 

jual’d with what the happieft vintage hears, 

But this | warn thee, and fhall always warn, 
No heteregeneoys mixtures ule, as fome 
With watery turnips have debas’d their wines, 
‘Too frugal; nor let the crude humours dance 
Yu heated brafs, teaming with fire intenfe ; 
Although Devouia much commends the ufe 
Of ftrengthening Vulcan; with their native 

Srength 
Thy wines fuflicient, other aid refufe ; 
And, when th’ allotted orb of time's complete, 
Are more commended than the labour’d drinks, 

Nor let thy avarice tempt thee to withdraw 
‘The pricft’s appointed fhare; with chverfal heart 
The tenth of thy increafe beftow, and own 
Heaven’s bountecus goodncfs, chat will {ure repay 
Tpy grateful duty + this neglected, fear 
Signal avengeance, fuch as overtook 
A mifey, that unjuftly, once with-held 
‘The clergy’s due; relying on himfelf, 
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_ His fields he tended, with fuccef-ful care, 








Early and fate, when or unwifh’d-for rain 
Defcended, or unfeafonable frofts 
Curb'd his increafing hopes; or, when around. 
‘The clouds dropt fatnefs, in the middle tky 
‘The due fufpended ftaid, and left uamoift 
His execrable glebe: recording this, 
Be juft, and wile, and tremble to tranfgrefs, 
Learn now the promife of the coming year, 
To know, that by no fiattering figns abus’d, 
Thou wifely may’ft provide : the varions moon 
Prophetic, and attendant ftars, explain 
Each rifing dawn ; ere icy crufts {urmount 
The current ftream, the heavenly orbs ferene 
Twinkle with trembling rays, and Cynthia glows 
With light unfully’d: now the fowler, warn’d 
By thefe good omens, with {wift early fleps 
Treads the crimp earth, ranging through fields 
and glades 
Offenfive to the birds; fulphureous death 
Checks their mid flight, and heedlefs while they 
ftrain 
Their tuneful throats, the towering, heavy lead, 
O'ertakes their fpeed; they leave their little lives 
Above the clouds, precipitant to earth. 
The woodcocks carly vifjt, and abode 
Of long continuance in our temperate clime, 
Foretel a liberal harveft; he oft times 
Intelligent, the harfh Hyperborean ice 
Shuns for our equai winters; when out fans 
Cleave the chill’d foil, he backward wings his way 
‘Yo Scandinavian frozen fummers, meet * 
For his npumb'd blood. But nothing profits more 
Than frequent fnows; O, may’ thou often {ce 
Thy furrows whitcn’d by the woolly rain 
Nutriceous ! fecret nitre lurks within 
‘Lhe porous wet, quickening the languid glebe. 
Sometimes thoy fhalt with fervent vows ims 
plore 
A moderate wind; the orchat loves to wave 
With winter winds, before the gems exert 
Their feeble heads; the loofened roots then drink, 
Large increment, earncft of happy years. 
Nor will it nothing profit to obferve 
The monthly ftars, their powerful influence 
O’er planted fields, what vegetables reign 
Under each fign. On our account has Jove 
Indulgent to all moons fome fucculent plant 
Allotted, that poor helple(s man will flack j 
His prefent thirft, and matter find for toil. 
Now will the Corinths, now the Ra(ps, fupply 
Delicious draughts; the Quinces dow, or Plumbs, 
Or Cherries, or the fair Thifbeian fruit 
Are preft to wines; the Britons fqueeze the works 
Of fedulous bees, and mixing odorous herbs 
Prepare balfamic cups, to wheezing Jungs 
Medicinal, and fhort-breath'd, ancient fires. 
But, if thou’rt indefatigably bent 
To toil, and omnifarous driuks would’ft brew ; 
Befides the orchat, every hedge and bufh 
Affords affiftance ; ev’n afflidtive Birch, 
Curs’d by unletter’d, idle youth, diftils 
A limpid current from her wounded bark, 
Profufe of nurfing fap. When folar beams 
Parch thirty buman veins, the damafk’d meada, 


POEM Ss. 


Unfore’d, difplay ten thoufand painted flowers * 


Ufefui in portables, Thy little fons 

Permit to range the paftures; gladly they 
Will mow the Cowflip-pofies, faintly fweet, 
From whence thou artificial wines fhalt drain 
Of icy tafte, that, in mid fervours, beft 
Slack craving thirlt, and mitigate the day. 

Happy lérne +, whofe moft wholefome air 
Poifons envenom’d fpiders, and forbids 
‘The baleful toad, and viper, from her fhore ! 
More happy in her balmy draughts, enrich’d 
With mifcellancous {pices, and the root 
(For thirt-abating fweetnefs prais’d), which wide 
Extend her fame, and te each drooping heart 
Prefent redrefs, and lively health convey. 

See, how the Belgs:, fedulous and ftout, 
‘With bowls of fattening Mum, or blifsful cups 
Of kernel-relith'd fluids, the fair ftar 
Of early Phofphorus falute, at neon 
Jocund with frequent-rifing fumes! by ufe 
Inftrued, thus to quell their native phlegm 
Prevailing, and engender wayward mirth. 

What need to treat of diftant climes, remowd 
Far from the floping journey of the year, 
Beyond Petfora, and Iflandic coatts ? 

Where ever-during fnows, perpetual fhades 

OF darknefs, would congeal their livid bload, 
Did on the Arctic tragt {pontancous yield 

A cheering purple berry, big with wine, 
Tntenfely fovea, which each houg they crave, 
Spread round a flaming pile of pines, and oft 
‘They interlard their native drinks with choice 
Of ftiongeft Brandy, yet fearce with thefe aids 
Enabled to prevent the fudden rot 

Of freezing nofe, and quick decaying feet. 

Nor lefs the fable borderers of Nile, 

Nor they who Taprobane manure, nor they, 
Whom innny Borneo bears, are ftor’d with itrcams 
Egregious, Rum, and Rice's {piri extrad. 

For here, expos’d to perpendicular rays, 

In vain they covet thades, and Thrafcia’s gales, 
Pining with Equinoxial heat, unlefs 

‘The cordial glafs perpetual motion keep, 

Quick circuiting; nor dare they clofe their eyes, 
Void of a bulky charger near their lips, 

With which, in often interrupted fleep, 

‘Their frying blood compels to irrigate 

"Their dry-turr’d tongues, elfe minutely to death 
Obnoxious, difmal death, th’ effect of drought ! 

More happy they, born in Columbus’ world, 
Carybbes, and they, whom the Cotton plant 
With downy-fpreuting velts arrays! their woods 
Bow with prodigious nuts, that give at onge 
Celeftial food, and near; then, at hand 
‘The Lemon, uncorrupt with voyage long, 

‘To vinous fpirits added (heavenly drivk ! 
‘They with pneumatic engine cealelefs draw, 
+ Intent on laughter ; a cuntinual tide 
Flows from th’ exhilarating foynt. As, when 
Againft a fecret cliff. with fudden fhock 
A thip is dath’d, and leaking drinks the fea, 
‘Th’ aftonith'd mariners ay ply the pump, 
Nor flay, nor reft, till the wide breach is clos’d : 
Suthey (but cheerful) unfatigued, fil] move 
+ Wcland, 


55% 
The draining fucker, then alone concern’d ee 
When the dry bow) forbids their pleafing work. 
But if to hoarding thou art bent, thy:hopes  * 
Are fruftrate, fhould’ft- thou think thy pipes will 
flow 
With early limpid wine. The hoarded ftore, 
And the barfh draught, muft twice epdure the. 
fun’s {oold. 
Kind ftrengthening heat, twice winter's purging 
‘There are, that a compounded fluid drain 
From different mixtures, Woodcock, Pippin, 
Mole, * 
Rough Elliot, fweet Parmain: the blended fireams> 
(Each mutually correcting each) create 3 
A pleafurable medley, of what tafte 
Hardly diftinguith'’d; as the fhowery arch, 
With lifted colours gay, Ore, Azure, Gules, 
Delights and puzzles the beholder’s eye, 
‘That views the watery breed, with thoufand fhewa 
Of painture vary'd, yet’s unfkill’d to tell 
Or where one colour rifes, or one faints. 
Some Ciders have by art, or age, unlearn’d 
Their genuine relifh, and of fundry vines 
Affum’d the flavour; onc fort counterfeits _ 
‘The Spanith product ; this to Gauls has feem’d 
The fparkling NeGar of Champaigne; with that; 
A German oft has fwill’d his throat, and fworn, 
Deluded, that imperial Rhine beftow’d: 
The gencrous rummer, whilft the owner, 
Laughs inly at his guefts, thus entertain’d 
With foreign vintage from his cider cafk. 
Soon as thy liquor from the narrow cells 
Of clofe-preft hufks is freed, thou muit refrain 
Thy thirfty foul; let none perfuade to broach 
Thy thick, unwholfome, undigefted cades : 
The hoary frofts, and aorthern blatts, take care 
Thy muddy beverage to ferene, and drive 
Precipitant the bafer, ropy lees, fal” 
And now thy wine’s tranfpicuous, purg’d from 
Its earthy grofs, yet let it feed a while 
On the fat refufe, left too foon disjoin’d, 
From fprightly, it to fharp or vapid change. 
When to convenient vigour it attains, 
Suffice it to providea brazen tube 
Inilext ; felf-taught, and voluntary, flies 
‘The defecated liquor, through the vent 
Atcending, then by downward tra@ convey’d, 
Spouts into fubject veffels, lovely clear. 
As when a noonetide fun, with fummer beams, 
Derts through a cloud, her watery figirts are edg’d : 
With lucid amber, or undrofly gold; i 
So, and fo tichly, the purg’d liquid thines, 
Now, alfo, when the colds abate, nor yet. 
Full fummer shines, a dubious feafon, clofe 
In glafa thy purer ftreams, and let them gain, 
Fron, due confinement, fpirit, and flavour new. 
For this intent, the fabtle chemift feeds 
Perpetual flames, whofe unrefifted force 
O’er fand, and afhes, and the ftubborn flint 
Frevailing, turns into a fufil fea, 
That in his furnace bubbles fynny-red : 
From hence a glowing drop with hollow'd fleet 
He takes, and by one efficacious breath 
Dilates to a furprifing cibe, or fphere, 
Or eval, and fit receptacles forms 
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pleas’d.: 


For every liquid, with his plaftic lungs, 
To.hemas life fubfervient; by his means 
Ciders in metal frail improve : the Moyle, 
And tafteful Pippin, in a moon’s fhorc year, 
Acquire complete perfeftion : Now they {moke 
‘Tranfparent, fparkling in each drop, delight 

Of curious palate, by fair virgins crav’d. 

But harfher fluids different lengths of time 
Expect: Thy flath will flowly mitigate 

The Bliot’s roughnefs. Stirom, firmef fruit, 
Embcttled (long as Priameian Troy 

Withftood the Greeks) endures, ere juflly mild, 
Soften’d by age, it youthful vigor gains, 
Failacious drink! ye honeit men, beware, 

Nor troft its fmoothnefs; the third circling glafs 
Suificea virtue: But may hypocrites, « 

(Tha. flyly fpeak one thing, another think, 
Hateful as.hell) pleas’d with the relith weak, 
Driok on unwarn’d, till, by inchanting cups 
Infatuate, they their wily thoughts difclofe, 
And through intemperance grow awhile fincere. 

The farmer's toil is done; his cades mature 

Now call for vent ; his lands exhauft pernyit 
“TD” indulge awhile, Now folemn rites he pays 
‘To Bacchus, author of heart-cheering mirth, 
His-honett friends, at thirfty hour of dufk, 
Come uninvited; he with bounteous hand 
AImparts his fmoking vintage, fweet reward 

Of his own induftry; the well-fraught bowl 
Circles inceffant, whilft the bumble cell 

‘With quavering laugh and rural jefts refounds. 
Eafe, and content, and undiffembled love, 
Shine in each face; the thoughts of labour pat 
Increafe their joy. As, from retentive cage 
‘When fullen Philomel efcapes, her notes 
She-varies, and of paft imprifonment 

Sweetly complains; her liberty retriev’d 
‘Cheers her fad foul, improves her pleafing fong. 
@ladfome they quaff, yet not exceed the bounds 
‘Of healthy temperance, nor encroach on night, 
Seafon of ref ; but well bedew’d repair 

Each to his home, with unfupplanted feet. 

Ere heaven’s emblazon’d by the rofy dawn, 
Domestic cares awake them; brifk they rife, 
Refrefh’d, and lively with the joys that low 
From amicable talk, and moderate cups 
Sweetly interchang’d. ‘The pining lover finds 
Prefent redrefs, and long oblivion drinks 

‘Of coy Lucinda. Give the debtor wine : 

His joys are thort and few ; yet when he drinks 
His dread retires; the flowing glaffes add 
Courage and mirth: magnificent in thought, 
Imaginary riches he enjoys, 

And in the gaol cxpatiates unconfin’d. 

‘Nor can the poet Bacchus’ praile indite, 
Debarr’d his grape. ‘Che Mufes {till require 
-“Hianid regalement; nor will aught avail 
Imploring Phecbus, with unmeitten’d lips. 
‘Thus to the generous hottle ail incline, 

By parching thirit aliur’d. With vehement funs 
When dufty fummer bukes the crumbling cluds, 
How pleafant is’t, beneath the twilted arch 

Of a retreating bower, in mid-day's reign, 

To ply the fweet car: ule, remote frow roife, 
Sccur’d of deverith heats! Wien uv aged year 
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Inclines, and Boreas’ fpirit Blafters frore, 
Beware th’ inclement heavens; now let thy hearth 
Crackle with juicelefs boughs; thy lingering-blood 
Now inftigate with th’ apple’s powerful flreams. 
Perpetual fhowers and ftormy gufts confine 

The willing ploughman, and December warns 
To annual jollities; now fportive youth 

Carol incondite rhimes, with fuiting notes, | 

And quaver unharmenious; fturdy fwains. 

Im clean array for ruflic dance prepare, 

Mixt with the buxom damfels; hand in hand 
‘They frifk and bound, and various mazes weave, 
Shaking their brawny limbs, with uncouth mien, 
‘Yranfported, and fometimes an oblique leer 

Dart on their loves, fometimes an hafty kifs 

Steal from unwary Jaffes; they with fcorn, 

And neck reclin’d, refent the ravith’d blifs, 
Meanwhile blind Britith bards with volant touch 
Traverfe loquacious ftrings, whofe folemn notes 
Provoke to harmlefs revels; thefe among 

A fubtle artift ftands, in wondrous bag 

‘That bears imprifon'd winds (of gentler fort 
Than thofe which erft Laertes’ fon inclos'd). 


.| Peaceful they fleep; bur let the tuneful fgueeze 


Of labouring clbow rouze them, out they fly 

Mcelodious, and with fprightly accents charny. 

’Mid& thefe difports, forget they not to drench 

Themfclves with bellying goblets; nor, when 
{pring 

Returns, can they refufe to usher in 

‘The frefh-born year with loud acclaim, and ftore 

Of jovial draughrs, now, when the fappy boughs 

Attire themfelves with blooms, fwect rudiments 

Of future barveft: When the Gnoflian crown 

Leads on expeted autumn, and the trees 

Difcharge their meliow burdens, Jet them thank 

Boon Nature, that thus annually fupplies 

‘Their vaults, and with her former liquid gifts 

Exhifarates their languid minds, within 

The golden mean confin’d: Beyond there's nought 

Of health or plesfure. ‘T'kerefore, when thy heart 

Dilates with fervent joys, and eager foul 

Prompts to purfuc the parkling glafs, be fure 

‘Tis time to fhun it; if thou wilt prolong 

Dire compotation, forthwith reafon quits 

Her empire to coufufion, ant miftule, 

And vain debates; then twenty tongues at once 

Confpire in fenfelefs jargou; nought is heard 

But din, and various ciamor, and mad rant: 

Diftruft and jealouly to thele lucceed, 

«And anger-kindling taunt, the certain bane 

Of weil-knie feilowfhip. Now horrid frays 

Commence; the brimming glaffes now are hurl’d 

With dire intent; botties with bottles clath, 

In rade encoun round their temples fly 

The fharp-cdg'd fragments; down their batter'd 
cheeks 

Mixt gore and cider flow. What fhall we fay 

Of rath Elpener, who in evil hour 

Dry’d an immeatarable bowl, and thought 

is furfeit by irriguous fleep, 

2 him deati’s iron feep oppreft, 

ing carelefs from bis couch ; tne fall 

Lust his neck joint, and fpinal marrow bruis’d, 

Nex need we tell wher anxious cares attend 
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‘The turbulent mitth of wines ner ail the kinds 

Of maladies, that lead to Death's grim cave, 

Wrought by intemperance, joint-racking gout, 

Inteftine ftone, and pining atrophy, 

Chill even when the fun with July heats 

Pries the fcorch’d foil, and dropfy all a-float, 

‘Yet craving liquids: nor. the Centaurs tale 

Be here repeated; how, with luft and wine 

Inflam’d, they fought, and fplie their drunken 
fouls 

At feafting hour. Ye heavenly Powers that guard 

"The Britifh ifles, fuch dire events remove 

Far from fais, Albion, nor let civil broils 

Ferment from focial cups: May we, remote 

From the hoarfc, brazen found of war, enjoy 

Our humid produéts, and with feently draughts 

Enkindle mirth and hofpitable love. 

"Too oft, alas! bas mutual hatred drench’d 

Our {words in native blood ; too oft has pride, 

And hellith difcord, and infatiate thir 

Of other’s rights, our quiet difeompos’d. 

Have we forgot, how fell de&ru@ion rag'd 

Wide fpreading, when by Eris’ torch inceuus’d 

‘Our fathers warr'd ? what heroes, fignaliz’d 

For loyalty and provrefs, met their fate 

Untimely, undeferv’d ! how Bertie fell, 

Compton, and Granville, dauntlefs fons of Mars, 

Fit themes of endlefs grief, but that we view 

‘Their virtues yet furviving in their race ! 

Can we forget, how the mad, headftrong rout 

Defy'd their prince to arms, nor made account 

Of faith or duty, or allegiance {worn ? 

Apoftate, atheift rebels! bent to ill, 

With feeming fandity and cover’d fraud, 

Inftil’d by him, who fir prefum’d ¢° oppofe 

Omnipotence ; alike their crime, th’ event 

‘Was not alike ; thefe triumph’d, and in height 

Of barbarous malice and infulting pride, 

Abftain’d not from imperial blood, O fa& 

Unparallel'd! © Charles, O belt of kings! 

What ftars their black difaflrous influence fied 

On thy nativity, that thou fhould'ft fali 

‘Thus, by inglorious hands, in this thy realm, 

Supreme and innocent, adjudg'd to death 

By thofe thy mercy only would have fav'd'! 

Yet was the Cider-land unftain’d with guilt; 

‘The Cider-land, obfequious ftill to thrones, 

Abhorr’d fuch bafe diffoyal deeds, and all 

Her pruning-hooks extended into fwords, 

Undaunted, to affert the trampled rights 

Of monarchy; but, ah! fuccefslefs the, 

However faithful! then was no regard : 

Of right or wrorg. And this, ence happy, Jand, 

By home-bred fury rent, long groan’d beneath 

Tyrannic fway, till fair revolving years 

Our exil’d kings and liberty reftor’d. 

Now we exult, by mighty Anna's care 

Secure at home, while fhe to foreign realms 

Sends forth her dreadful legions, and reftrains 

"Pho rage of kings: Here nobly fhe fupports 

Jattice opprefs'd; here her vitorious arms 

Quell the ambitious: From her hand alone 

Ail Europe fears revenge, or hopes redrefs. 

Rejoice, O Albion! fever’d from the world 

By Nature's wife indulgence, indigent 








Of nothing frat without; in one fupreine. - 
Intirely bleft ; and from beginning time 
efign’d thus happy; but the ford defire 

Of rule and grandeur multiply’d:¢ race 

Of kings, and numerous fceptres introduc’d, ~ 

Deftrudtive of the public weal, For now -. 

Each potentate, as wary fear, or ftrength, 

Or emulation.urg’d, his neighbour's bounds + 

Invades, and ampler territory feeks 

With ruinous affaule; on every plain. * 

Hoft 'cop'd with hoft, dire:was the din of war, 

And ceafelefs, or fhort truce haply-procur’d « 

By havoc and difmay, tilljealoufy- =; 

Rais’d new combuftion. Thus was-peace ia: wait. 

Sought for by martial. deeds, and conflidt -fRern.24 

Till Edgar grateful (as to thofe who pine ° 

A difmal half-year night, the orient beam 

Of Phebus’ lamp) arcfe, and into one 

Cemented all the long-contending powers, 

Pacific monarch! then her lovely head | | 

Concord rear’d high, and all around diffas'd 

The fpirit of love, At cafe, the bards new ftrutiy, 

Their filent harps, and taught the woods aud 
vales, : masks © 

In uncouth rhimes, to echo Edgar's name. < 

‘Then gladnefs fmil’d in every eye; the years 

Ran fmootly on, produGive of 2 line 

Of wife, heroic kings, that by juft laws 

Eftab! ish’d -happinefe at home, or cruth' 

Infulting enemies in fartheft. climes, 

Sce lion-hearted Richard, with his force : 
Drawn from the North, to Jewry’s ballow'd 
plains! : 
Piovfly valiant (like a torrent fwell’d 
With wintry tempefts, that difdains all mounds, 
Breaking a way impetuous, and involves . 
Within its fweep, trees, houfes, men) he prefe’d 
Amidf the thickeft battle, and o’erthrew. “4, 
Whate’er withftood his zealous rage :_ no panfe,.. 
No ftay of flanghter, found his vigorous arm, 
But th’ unbelieving fquadrons to flight 
Smote in the rear, and with difhoneft wounds 
Mangled behind. The Soldan, as he fled, 
Oft cal'd on Alla, gnathing with defpite 
And fhame, and murmur'’d many an empty curfe. 
Behold third Edward’s ftreamers blazing high 
On Gallia’s hottile ground! his right withheld, 
Awakens vengeance. © iryprudent Gauls, 
Relying on falfe hopes, thus to incenfe 
The warlike Englifh! One important day 
Shall teach you meaner thoughts. Eager of fight, : 
Fierce Brutus’ offspring to the adverfe front 
Advance refiftlefs, and their deep array 
With furious inroad pierce: the mighty force 
Of Edward twice o’erturn’d their deiperate king; 
Twice he arofe, and join’d the horrid fhock : 
‘The third time, with his wide-extended wings, 
He fugitive declin’d fupericr flrength, 
Difcomfited ; purfued, in the fad chace 
Ten thoufand ignominious fall, with blood 
The vailies Hoat. Great Edward thus aveng’d,- 
With golden Iris his broad fhield embofs’d, 

Thrice glorious prince! whom Fame with all 

her tongues t 

For ever thall refound. 








Yet from his loins 


sist 


New authors of differifion {pring ; from him 
‘Two branches, that in hofting long contend - 
For fov'reign fway ; agd can fuch anger dwel} 
“In nobleft minds? but little now.avail’d 

‘The ties of friendfhip ; every man, as led 

By inclination, or vain hope, repair'd 

To either camp, and bréath’d immortal hate, 
And dire-revenge. Now horrid Slaughter reigns: 
Sons againtt fathers tikt the fatal lance, 

Carelefs of duty, and their native grounds 
Diftain with kindred blood; the twanging bows 
Send thowers of fhafts, that on their barbed points 
Alternate ruin bear. Here might you fee 


+ SBarons and peafants on th’ embattled field 


Slain, or half-dead, in one huge, ghaftly heap 
Promifcuoully amafs’d. With difmal groans, 
And ejulation, in the pangs of death 

Some call-for aid, negle@ed ; fome o’erturn’d 

Yn the fierce thock, lie gafping, and expire, 
‘Trampled by fiery courfers: Horror thus, 

And wild uproar, and defolation, reign’d 
‘Unrefpited, Ah! who at length will end 
_Whis long, pernicious fray? what man has Fate 
“Referv’d for this great work?—Hail, happy prince 
Of Tudor’s race, whom in the womb of Time 
Cadwallador forefaw! thou, thou art he, 

Great Richmond Henry, that by nuptial rites 
Mutt clofe the gates of Janus, and remove 
Deftruative Difcord, Now no more the drum 
“Provokes to arms; or trumpet’s clangor fhrill 
Affrights the wives, or chills the virgin’s blood; 
_ Bat joy and pleafure open to theView 
Uninterrupted ! with prefaging {kill 

"Lhou to thy own uniteft Fergus’ line 

By wife alliance: from thee James defcends, 
Heaven’s choten favourite, firit Britannic king. 
‘To him alone hereditary right [main’d 


Gave power Supreme; yet fill fome feeds re- | 
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Of difcontent : two nations uhder ore; 
In laws and intereft diverfe, fill purfued 
Peculiar ends, on each fide refolute 
To fly conjunction ; neither fear, nor hope, 
Nor the fweet profpect of a mutual gain, 
Could aught avail, til} prudent Anna faid, 
Let there be union: ftrait with reverence duce 
To her command, they willingly unite, 
One in affection, laws and government, 
Indiffolubly firm ; from Dubris fouth 
To Northern Orcades, her long domain. 

And now, thus leagued by an eternal bond, 
What fhall retard the Britons bold defigns, 
Or who fuftain their force, in union knit, 
Sufficient to withitand che powers combiu'd 
Of all this globe? At this important act 
The Mauritanian and Cathaian kings 
Already tremble, and th’ unbaptie’d Turk 
Dreads war from utmoft Thule. Uncontrol’d 
‘The Britifh navy through the ocean vaft 
Shall wave her double crofs, ¢’ extremeft climes . 
Terrific, and return with odorous {poils 
OF Araby well fraught, or Indus’ wealth, 
Peart, and barbaric gold: Meanwhile the fwains 
Shall unmolefted reap what Plenty ftrows 
From well-ftor’d horn, rich grain, and timely 

fruits. F 

The elder year, Pomona, pleas’d, thall deck 
With ruby-tin@ur'd births, whofe liquid ftore 
Abundant, flowing in well-blended itreams, 
The natives thall applaud ; while glad they talk 
Of baleful ills, caus’d by Bellona’s wrath 
In other realras; where’er the Britifh fpread 
Triumphant banners, or their fame has reach’d, 
Diffufive, to the utmoft bounds of this 
Wide univerfe, Silurian Cider borne 


| Shall pleafe all taites, and triumph o'er the 


vine. 








CEREALIA*, 


1706. 





““ Per ambages, Deoramque minifteria 


‘© Precipitandus eft liber fpiritus.” 
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Or Englith tipple, and the potent grain, 
‘Which in the conclave of Celeftial Powers 


# ‘This pnem is taken ftom a folio eopy, 1706, commu- 
nicated from the Lambeth Library by De. Ducarel, in 
which the same uf PMips was inferted in the hand-writing 


Bred fell debate, fing, Nymph of heavenly flent, 
Who on the hoary top of Pen-main-maur 


of Abp. Tenifon. It was publithed by T. Bennet, the 
bookieller for whom “ Blenheim” was printed ; another 
ftrong prefumptive proof of this being by the fame author, 


POE 


Merlin the feer didf vifit, whilft ht fate 

With aftrolabe prophetic, to forefee 

Young ations iffuing from the Fates Divan, 
Full of thy power infus’d by aappy avy, 
Darkling he watch’d the planetary orbs, 

In their obfcure fojourn o’er heaven's high cope ; 
Nor ceas’d till the grey dawn with orient dew 
Impearl'd his large muftachoes, deep cnfconc'd 
Beneath his aver-fhadowing orb of hat, 

And ample fence of elephantine nole,” 

Scornful of keeneft polar winds, or iltet, 

Or hail, {ent rattling down from wintry Jove, 
(Vain efforte.an his fevenfuld mantle, made 

Of Caledopion rug, immortal woof !) 

Such energy of foul to raife the fong, 

Deign, Goddefs, now to me; nor then withdraw 
Thy fure prefiding power, bus guide my wing, 
Which nobly meditates no vulgar flight. 

Now from th’ enfanguin’d Ifter’s recking flood, 
Tardy with many a corfe of Boiun knight, ; 
And Gallic deep ingulft, with barbed fteeds 
Promifcuous, Fame to high Olympus flew, 
Shearing th’ expanfe of heaven with active plume; 
Nor fwifter from Plinlimmon’s fteepy top 
"The ftaunch Gerfauicon through the buxom air 
Stoops on the fteerage of his wings, to trufs 
"The quarry, herp, or matlard, newly Sprung 
From creek, whence bright Sabrina bubbling 

forth, 
Runs faft a Nais through the flowery meads, 
‘Vo fpread round Uriconium’s towers her ftreams. 
Her golden trump the goddefs founded thrice, 
Whole fhrilling clang reach’d heaven's cxtremeft 
fphere. 
Rous'd at the blaft, the gods with winged {peed 
“Fo learn the tidings came, on radiant thrones 
“With fair memorials, and impreffes quaint 
Emblazon'd o’er they fate, devis’d of old 
By Mulciber; nor final his tkill 1 ween. 
There fhe relates what Churchill’s arm had 
wrought 
On Blenheim’s bloody plain, Up Bacchus rofe, 
By his plump cheek and barrel belly known, 
‘The pliant tendrils of a juicy vine 
Around his rofy brow in ringlets curl'd ; 
‘And in his hand a bunch of grapes he held, 
"Lhe enfigns of the god ! with ardent tone 
He. mov'd, that ftraight the netar’d bowl fhould 
flow, 
Devote to Churchill’s health, and o’er all heaven 
Uncommon orgies fhouid be kept till eve, 
‘Till alt were fated with immortal moufl, 
Delicious tipple! that, in heavenly veins, 
Aflimilated, vigorous ichor bred, 
Superior to Frontiniac, or Bourdeaux, 
Of old Falern, Campania’s beft increafe, 
Or the more dulcet juice the happy ifles 
From Palma or Forteventera fend. 

Joy Hufl’d on every face, and pleafing glee 
Inward affent difcover’d, il uprofe 
€cres, not blithe, for marks of latent woe 
Dim on her vifage lour’d: fuch her deport, 
When Arethufa from her reedy bed 
Told her how Dis young Proferpine had rap’d, 
To fway his iron fceptre, and command 
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In gloom tartareous half his wide-demai#.° 7. 

Then fighing, thus the faid-——* Have I fo long -+ 

Employ'd my various art, ¢’ enrich the lap 

Of Earth, all-bearing mother ; and my lore 

Communicated to the unweeting hind, 

And fhali not this pre-eminence obtain?” 

‘Then from beneath her Tyrian vek fhe sook 

‘The bearded ears of grain fhe moft admir'dy 

‘Which gods call Chrithe, in terreftrial fpeech 

Ycleped Barley. “ "Fis to this, the cry’d, 

‘Yhe Britith cohorts owe their martial fame 

And far-redoubted prowefs, amatchlefs youth ! 

This, when returning from the feughten field, 

Or Noric, or Iberian, feam’d with fears, 

(Sad fignatures of many a dreadful gafh !) 

‘The veteran, caroafing, foon reftores 

Puiffance to his arm, and ftrings his nerves { 

And, asa {nake, when firlt the rofy hours 

Shed vernal fweets o’er every vale and mead, 

Rolls tardy from his cell ob{cure and dank; 

But, when by genial rays of fummer fun 

Purg'd of his ough, he nimbly thrids the brake, 

Whetting his fling, his crefted head he rears ° 

Terrific, from each eye retort he fhoots 

Enfanguin’d rays, the diftant fwains admire 

His various neck, and fpires bedropt with gold : 

So at each glafs the harrafs'd warrior feels 

Vigour renate; his horrent arms he takes, 

And rufting faulchion, on whofe ample hilt 

Lony Victory fate dormant: {von the fhakes 

Her drowfy wings, and follows to the war, 

With fpecd fuccin@; where {oon his martial 
port 

She recognizes, whilft he haughty ftands 

On the rough edge of battle, and beftows 

Wide torment on the ferried files, fo us’d, 

Frequent in bold en:prife, to work fad rout, 

And havoc dire; thef¢ the bold Briton mows, 

Dauntlefs as Deities exempt from fate, 

Ardent to deck his brow with mural gold, 

Or civic wreath of oak, the victor’s meed. 

Such is the power of ale with vines cmbower'd, ' 

While dangling bunches court his thirtting lip ; 

Sullen he fits, and fighing oft extols . 

The beverage they quaif, whofe happy foil 

Prolific Dovus laves, or Ttenta’s urn 

Adorns with waving Chrithe (joyous fcenes 

Of vegetable gold!) fecure t! gy dwell, 

Nor feel th’ eternal foows that clothe their cliffs; 

Nor curfe th’ inclement air, whofe horrid face 

Scowls like that arctic heaven, that drizzling hheds 

Perpetual winter on the frozen skirts 

Of Scandinavia and the Baltic main, 

Where the young tempeits firft are taught to roar. 

Shug in their ftraw-built huts, or darkling earth’d 

In cavern'd rock, they live (fmall need of art 

‘Lo form fpruce architrave or cornice quaint, 

On Parian marble, with Corinthian grace 

Prepar’d)—there on well-fuel’d hearth they chat, 

Whilft black pots walk the round with laughing 
ale 

Surcharg’d; or brew’d in planetary hour, 

Whea March weigh'd night and day in eqnal 

- feale ; 
Or in Odtober tunn’d, and mellow grown 





‘the 
:With fewen revolving fans, the racy juice, 
Btrepg with delicious flavour, ftrikes the fenfe. 
Nor wants on vaft citcumference of board, 

O€ Arthot’s imitative, large furloin 

Qf ox, or virgin heifer, wont to browse 

“The meads of Longovicum (fattening foil, 

Replete with clover-grafs, and foodful thrub). 

Planted’ with fprigs of rofemary it ftands, 

‘Meet paragon’ (as far a- preat with fmall 

‘May correfpond) for fome Panchzan hill, 

¥mbrown’d with fultry ftkies, thin fet with 

‘palm, ’ 

‘And olive rarely interfpers'd, whofe thade 
“Skreens hofpitably from the Tropic Crab 
‘The quiver’d Araby’ vagrant clau, that waits 
YInfidious fome rich caravan, which fares 
To Mecea, with Barbaric gold full fraught. 

‘Thus Britain’s hardy fons, of ruic mould, 
Patient of arms, ftill quath th’ afpiring Ganl, 
Bleft by my boon; which when they flightly 

prize, 
Should they, with high defence of triple brafs 

.Wideecircling, live immur'd (as erft was tried 
By Bacon’s charms, én which the fickening moon 
Look't wan, and cheerlefs mew’d her creftent 

-* horns, 

“Whilft Demogorgon heard his ftern beheft) 
Thrice the prevailing power of Gallia’s arms 
Should there refiftlefs ravage, as of old 
Great Pharamond, the founder of her fame, 

“Was wont, when firft his marfhal’d peerage pafs'd 
The’ fubje& Rhene. What though Britannia 
boatts 

- Herfelf a world, with ocean circumfus'd ? 

*Tis Ale that warms her fons t’ affert her claim, 
And with fall volicy makes her naval tubes 
Thunder difaftrous doom to opponent powers! 

“Mor potent only to enkindle Mars, 

And fire with knightly prowefs recreant fouls : 

Ic fcience can encourage, and excite 

‘The mind to ditties blithe, and charming fong. 
"Thou, Pallas, to my fpeech juft witnefs bear : 

How oft haft thou thy votaries beheld 

“At Crambo merry met, and hymnivg thrill 
With voice harmonic eech, whilit others frif 
In mazy dance, or Ceftrian gambols thew, 

Elate with mighty joy, whet to the brim 
Sritheian ne@ar ewevn'd the lordly bow), 

(qual to Neftor’s ponderous cup, which afk'd 
A hero's arm to mount it on the boa 

: Bre he th’ embattail’d Pylians led, to 
"The pride of Dardan youth in hofting dire}, 

Or if, with front unblefs’d, came towering in 

Progtor armipoteut, in flern deport 

Refembling turban’d Turk, when high he 
wields 

His feimeter with huge two-handed fway. 

Alarevd with threateing accent, harfher far 

That’ that ill-omien’d found the bird of night, 

‘With beak uncomely bent, from dedder’d oak 

Screams out, the fick man’s trump of doleful 
doom : 

‘Thy jocund fons confront the horrid van, 

‘That crowds his gonfalon of feven foat fize ; 
And with their rubicd faces fland the foc; 


- 
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Whilft they of fober guife contrive retreat, _ 
And run with cars ere& ; as the tall ftag 
Unharbour’d by the woodman quits his layre, 
And flies the yerning pack which clofe purfue, 
So they not bowfy dread th’ approaching foe : 
They run, they fly, till flying on obfcure, 
Night-founder’d in towneditches flagnant gurge, 
Soph rowls on Soph promiifcuous.—Caps aloof 
Quadrate and circular éonfus'dly fly, - 

The fport of fierce Norwegian tempefts, toft 
By Thrafcia’s coadjutant, and the roar 

OF loud Evro¢lydon’s tumultuous gutts.” 

She faid: the fire of gods and men fupreme, 
With afred bland, attentive audience gave, 
Then nodded awful: from his fhaken locks 
Ambrofial fragrance flew: the fignal given 
By Ganymede the dkinker foon was ken’d ; 
With Ale he Heaven's capacious geblet crown’d, 
To Phrygian mood Apollo tun’d his lyre, 

The Mufes fang alternate, ail carous'd, 
But Bacchus niurmuring left th’ affembled powers. 


BACHANALIAN SONG *. 


Come, fill me a glafs, fill it high, 
A bumper, a bumper I'll have : 
He's a fool that will flinch ; I'll not bate an inch, 
‘Though 1 drink myfelf into my grave. - 


Here's a health to all thofe jolly fouls, 
Who like me will never give o'er, 
Whom no danger controuls, but will take off 
their bowls, = 
And merrily ftickle for more. 


Drown Reafon and all fuch weak foes, 
f {corn to obey her command ; 
Could fhe ever fuppote I'd be led by the nofe; 
And let my glafs idly ftand ? 


Repntation’s a bugbear to fools, 
‘A foe to the joys of dear drinking, 
Made ufe of by tools, who'd fet us new rulesy 
And brig us to politic thinking. 


Fill them all, Vil have fix in a hand, 

For I've trifled an age away 5 

‘Tis in vaia to command, the fieeting fand 
Rolls cn, and cannot flay. 





Come, my lads, move the glafs, drink about, 
We'll drink the univerfe dry ; 
We'll fet foot to foot, and drink it all out ; x 
If once we grow fober, we die. 


* From many circumitances, there is little doubt bat 
5 ivial fang was by the author of “ "The Splendit 
cre was, however, an earlier poet, of boti 
this author, who was fey ew to Milton, ave 
¢ fome memoirs of his uncie, ahd feveral burleiqu: 
PUCERS, 
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Yet fome there were, among the fuunder few, 

Of thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew, 

Who durft affert the jufter ancient daufe 

And here reftor’d Wit’s fundamental laws— 

Such late was Watsu—the Mufes’ judge and friend, 
‘Who juilly knew to blame or to commend 5 

‘To failings mild, but zcalous for defert 5 

The cleareft head, and the fincereft heart. 


Pore’s ESSAY ON CRITICISNY 
y 
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THE LIFE Of WALSH. 








eS 


Wiruram Warsi was fon of Jofeph Walfh, Efq. of Abberly, in Worcefterfhire, where he was 
born in 1663, 4 

At the age of fifteen, he was entered a gentleman commoner in Wadham College, Oxford ; bgt 
left the univerfity without taking a degree. 2 

On leaving the univerfity, he retired to his native county, and purfued his fudies at home. He 
afterwa.ds gratified his defire of travelling, and improved himfelf by converGing with men of wit . 
and learning abroad. 

On his return from his travels he came to London, where his rank, talents, and addrefs, foon ine 
troduced him to the firft company in high and litcrary life. 

The bet judges of his time bear, teftimony to the carly indications of his tafte and judgment in 
poetry and criticifm, : 
With Dryden, in particular, he was a great favourite; for in the poffeript to his Virgil, he calls 

him the boff critic of our nation. 

He was not, however, merely a critic and a fcholar, but a man of fafhion, oftentatioufly fplendid, - 
it is faid, in his drefs; and a courtier, diftinguifhed by the triendfhip of the Duke of Shrewfbury, 
and Gentleman of the Horfe to Queen Anne, under the Duke of Somerfet. 

He was likewife a member of parliament, having been feveral times chofen knight of the thire 
for the county of Worcefter, and once the reprefentative of Richmond in Yorkthire, 

He appears, from his writings, to have Leen a zealous friend of the Revolution ; but without ran- 
cour or animofity againfé the oppofite party; for he continued his reverence and kindnefs for 
Dryden, after he was difpofleffed of the laurel by King William, and difcountenanced by the 
public, for his mean compliance and converfion to Popery in the precading reign, 

In 1705,he began to correfpond with Pope, in whom he difcovered very early the power of 
poetry, and predicted his future excellence. Their letters are written upon the paftoral comedy 
of the Italians, and the paftorals which Pope was then preparing to publifh. : 

Pope always retained a grateful remembrance of his early notice, and mentioned him in one of 
his latter pieces among thofe that had encouraged his juvenile ftudies: 


“ And knowing Walfl would tell me I could write.”’ 


He had before given him more fplendid praife in his Effsy on Criticifn; and, in the gpinion of 
Warburton, facrificed a little of his judgment to his gratitude. 7 4 


The time of his death is uncertain; but it is fuppofed to have happened in 1709, in the 46th 
year of his age. 


This is all that is known of Walfh; 2 man much admired by his contemporarizs ; and whe 
feems to have had a well cultivated, though not 2 very extenfive underftanding. 
Nog 
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, Dryden and Pope have given their fan@ion in his favour, to whom he was perfonally known s 
a circumfance greatly to his advantage ; for had there, been no perfonal fricndthip, there is reafon 
to believe, their encomiums would have been lefs Javifh , at leait, his works do not carry fo high 
an idea of him as they have done. ‘ 

His works are not numerous. In profe he wrote a Dialague concerning Women, being a Defence 
of the Pair Sex, addreffed to Fuyenia, printed in 2691. This is the moft cx nfiderabie of his produce 
tions, and is highly-commended by Dryden in a preface which he prefixed to it. 

“ T was not ignorant,’’ foys that great critic, “that he was naturally ingeniows, and that Be 
had improyed humfelf by travelling ; and from thence J might reafonably have expected that air 
of gallantry which is fo vilibly diffufed through the body of the work, and is indeed the foul that 
animates all things of this namre; but fo much variety of reading, both in ancient and modern 
authors, fuch digefiion of that reading, fo much juftnefs of thought, that it leaves no room for 
affeGation or pedantry I may venture to fay, are not.over common among pradtifed writers, and 
yery rarely to be found among beginners.” : 

In 4692, be published 4 Coliction of Letters and Poems, amorcus and galtant ;” to which he pre- 
° fixed a very judicious preface upon epiftolary cpmpofition and amorous poctry. 

In 1697, he wrote an Fffoy on Puforal Poetry, with a fhort defence of Virgil, againit “fome’of the : 
yeflections of Fontenelle, which is prefixed to Dryden's travflation of Virgil's Paftorals. 

A {mall polthumous piece of his compofition, entitled sKfcuiapius, or the Hofpital of Fools, in 
* $mitation of Lucian, was pri inted in Y7 14. 

His poems were reprinted among the works of the minor poets, ins vols. 1am. 1749. They 4 
confift chiefly of elegies, epitaphs, odes and fongs, which are in geperal elegant, thoogh | not great. 
His Golden Age Reflored, in particular, hav fome humour ; aud his Jmitetion of Horace is, for the 
moft part, happily turned. 

“1 He is known more," fays Dr. Johnfon, * by his familiarity with great men, than by any thing 
_done or written by himfelf: In all his writings there arc pleafing poflages, He has, however, 
“ore elegance than vigour, and Sn rifes higher than to be pretty.2. : vee 
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the place of her birth. 1 know it is natural for @ 
lover, in tranfports of jealoufy, to treat his mif- 
trefs with all the violence imaginable ; but I cannot 
think it natural for aman, who is mush ia lave, to 
amufe himfelf with fuch trifles as the other. fam 
pleafed with Tibullus, when he fays, he could 
live in a defart with his miftrefs, where never any 
haman foottteps avpeared, becaufe Tdoubt rot but 
he really thinks what he lays; but T corifefs {ean 
harily forbear laughing, when Petra‘ch tells usy 
he could live without any other faftenance than 
his miftrefs’s looks, 1 can very eafily believe, a 
man may love 2 weman fo well, as to defire no 
company but: her’s; but TE can never believe, 
a man can Jove a woman fo well, as to have 
fo need of meat and drink, if he may took up- 
on her. The fir is a thought fo natutal for 2 
lover, that there is no man really in love, but 
thinks the fame thing, the other is not the thought 
of aman in Jove, but of a man who would im 
pofe upon us with a pretended love, (and that 
indeed very grofsly. too) while he had really nene 
at all. 

Te would be endlefs to pirfue this point; and 
any man who will but give himflf the crouble to 
conspare what the ancients and moderns have faid . 
upon the fame oecafivns, wiil foon perceive: the 
advantage the former have over the others. 
have chofen to mention Petrarch only, as being 
by much the moft famous of all the nroderns who 
have written lovesverfes: and it “is, indecd, the 
great reputation which he hes gotten, that has 
given encouragement to this falfe fore of wit i 
the world: for people; feeing the gfeat cr 
he had, and has indeed to this day, not only in 
fraly, but over all Europes have fatisfied them 
felves with the imitation of him, heverdnquiring — 
whether the way he took was right or not. 

There are no modern writers, perhaps, who 
Have fucceeded better iu Jove-verfes tharthe E 
lith s and it is indeed junit, that the faireft Ts ? 
frould infpire the beft pocts. Never was thert a 
more copious fancy, or greater reach of wit, thah 
what appears in Dr. Donne; nothing can be mort” 
; fT Non ij 


Tr has been fo wfual among. modern authors to. 
‘write'prefaces, that a man is thought rude to his 
reader, who does not give him fume account bee 
foreshand of what he is to exped in the bok. 
ey "The greateft part of this collection confifts of 
% amorous verfes. Thofe who are converfant with 
the writings of the ancients, will obferve a great 
-adifference between what they and ‘the moderns 
have publithed upon this fubjec, The occafions 
, Upon which the poems of the former are written, 
-, are fuch as happen to cvery man almott that is in 
Jove ; and the thoughts fuch as are natural for eve- 
_ay man in love to think. The moderns, on the 
“ether hand, have fought ont for occafi ns that 
none meet with but themfelves; and fill: their, 
verfes with thoughts that are furprifing and glit- 
tering, but not tender, paflionate, .or natural to a 
_ aman in love. 

To judge which of thefe two are in the right, 
we ought to confider the end that people propofe 
jn writing love verfes; and that { take not to be 
the getting fame or admiration from the world, 
ut the obtaining the love of their miftrefs; and 
the bett way I conceive to make her love you, is 
to convince her that you love her, Now this cer- 
tainly is not to be done by forced conceits, far- 
fetched fimilies, and fhining points; but by a true 
and lively reprefentation of the pains and thoughts 
attending fuch a paffion, | * : Beh y a 































«© —.~ Si vis me flere, dolendum eft is 
48 Primum ipii tibi, tune tua me infortunia ledent.” 





T wonld as foott believe a widow in great gtief 
for her hufband, becaufe { faw her dace a corant 
about his coffin, as believe a man in love with his 
mifirefs for his writing fuch verfes as fame great 
_modern wits have done upon theirs. 

Lam fatisfied that Carullus, Tibullus, Proper- 
tius. and Ovid, were in love with their miftreffcs, 
while they upbraid them, quarrel with ctheny, 
threaten them, and forfwear'them ; but I confefs 
I cannot believe Petrarch in love with his, wher 
hee writes conceits upon ber name, her gloves, and 
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Pallant or genteel, than the poems of Mr. Wal- 
der; nothing more gay or fprightly, than thofe of 
‘Sir John Suckling ; and nothing fuller of variety 
‘and learning, than Mr. Cowley’s, Hewever, it 
may be obferved. that among all thefe, that tender- 
‘Nefs, and violence of paffion, which the ancients 
thought moft proper for love-verfes, is wanting : 
‘and, at the fame time that we muft allow Dr. 
‘Donne to have been a very great wit, Mr. Waller 
avery gallant writer, Sir Jobn Suckling a very 
gay one, and Mr. Cowley a great genius, yet, 
methinks, I can hardly fancy any one of them to 
have Been a very great lover. And it grieves me, 
that the ancients, who could never have hand- 
Somer women than we have, fhould, neverthelefs, 
be fo much more in love than we are. But, it is 
Probable, the great reafon of this may he the 
eraclty of our ladies; for a man muft be impru- 
ent indeed, to let his paffion take very deep root, 
when he has no reafon to eapect any fort of re- 
turn to it. And if it be fo, there ought to be a 
petition made to the fair, that they would be 
pleafed fometimes to abate a little of their rigour 
for the propagation of good verfe. 1 do not mean 
that they should confer their favours upon none 
but men of wit, that would be too great a con- 
finement indeed ; but that they would admit them 
Upon the fame foot with other people; and if 
they pleafe now and then to make the experiment, 
“ Lfancy they will find entertainment enough from 
the very variety of it. 
There are three forts cf poems that are proper 
for love : paftorals, elegies, and lyric verfes; un- 
* der which laft, I comprehend ail fongs, odes, fon- 
ets, madigrals, and ftanzas. Of all thefe, paf- 
.toral is the loweft, and, upon that account, pers 
ips moft proper for love; fince it is the nature 
of that paffion, to render the foul foft and hum- 
ble. ‘Uhefe three forts uf pucms ovg)it to diifer, 
not only in their numbers, but in the defigns, and 
in every thought of them. ‘Fhough we have no 
«difference between the verfes of paftoral and ele- 
Ry in the modern languages, yet the munbers of 
the firft ought to be leofer, and not fo fonarons 
86 the other; the thoughis more fimple, more 
eafy, aud more humble, Whe defign ought to be the 
reprefenting the life of a thepherd, not only by talk- 
ing of theep and fields, but by faewing us the truth, 
fincerity, and innocence, that accunipanies that 
fort of life; for though { know cur matters, 
Theocritus and Virgil, have not always couform- 
ed in this point of innocence, Theocritus, iv his 
Daphnis, having made his iove too wanton, and 
Virgil,in his Alexis, placed hix paifion up-n a boy, 
yet (if we may be allowed to cenfure thofe whom 
we muft always reverence) I take both thofe 
things to'be faults in their poems, and thould have 
been better pleafed with the Alexis, if it had been 
made to a woman; and with the Daphunis, if he 
had made his fhepherds more modeft. When T 
give humility and modifly as the characer of 
paftoral, it is pot, however, but that a thepherd 








may be allowed to boait of his pipe, his songs, his | 


Rocks, and to foew a con:enyt of his rival, as we 
fee both Theocritus aud Virgil do. 


But this muft 


! 
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be ftill in fuch a manner, as if the occafion offers 
ed itfelf, and was not fought, and proceeded ra- 
ther from the violence of the fhepherd’s paffion, 
than any natural pride or malice in him. 

‘There ought to be the fame difference obferved 
between paftorals and elegies, as between the life 
of the country and the court. In the firft, love 
ought to be reprefented as among thepherds, in 
the other, as among gentlemen. They ought to 
be {mooth, clear, tender, and paffionate. The 
thoughts may be bold, more gay, and more ele- 
vated, than in paftoral. The paflions they repre- 
fent, either more gallant or more violent, and lefe 
innocent than the others, The fubjeéts of them, 
prayers, praifés, expoftulations, quarrels, reconcile~ 
iments, threatenings, jealoufics, and, in fine, all the 
natural effects of love. 

Lyrics may be allowed to handle all the fame 
fubjects with elegy, but to do it, however, in a 
different manner. An elegy ought to be fo en- 
tirely one thing, and every verfe ought fo to dea 
pend upon the other, that they thould not be able 
to fubfift alone; or, to make ufe of the words of 
a great modern critic *, there muft be 
“« ——— a juft coherence made 7 
Reoreen cach thought, and the whole model 

“ daid, 
So right, that every ftep may higher rife, 
« Like goodly mountains, till they reach the 
fies.” 


“ 


« 


Lyrics, on the other hand, though they ought 
to nuke one body as well as the other, yet may 
confit of parts that are entire of themfclves, It 
being a rule in modern languages, that every ftan~ 
za ought to make up a complete fenfe, without 
Tuuning into the other. Frequent fentences, 
which are accounted faults in elegies, are beauties 
here. Befides this, Malherbe, and the French 
poets aker him, have made it a rule in the flanzas 
of fix lines, to make a paufe at the third; and in 
thole ef ten lines, at the third and the feventh. 
And, it muft be confeffed, that this cxadnels 
readers themt much more mufical and harmo« 
nivus; though they have not always been fo 
religtous in obfcsving the latter rule as the for- 
mer. 

But Iam engaged in a very vain, cr a very 
foolith defign : thofe who are critics, it would be 
a prelumption in me to precend | could inftru@s 
and to inftruét thofe who are not, at the fame 
time I write myfelf, is (if I niay be allowed 
to apply another man’s fimile) like felling arms to 
an enemy in time of war: though there ought, 
perhaps, to be more indulgence fhewn to things 
of love and gallantry chan any others, becauic 
they are generally written when people are young, 
and intended for jadics who are not fuppoted tu 
be very olds und all young people, eipecially of 
the fair fex, are more taken with the livelinefs of 
fancy, than the correcinefs of judgment. It niay 
be aio obferved, that to write of love well, 2 
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maf muft be really in love; and to correé his 
writings well, he muft be out of love again. I 
am well enough fatisfied I may be in circumftances 
of writing of love, but Lam almoft in defpair of 
ever being in circumftances of correcting it. 
This I hope may be a reafon for the fair and the 
young to pafs over fome of the faults; and as for 
the grave and wife, all the favour I fhall beg of 
them is, that they would not read them. Things of 
this mature are calculated only for the former. If 
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and if they do not, all the commendations the 
critics can give them will make but very little 
amends. All I thall fay for thefe triffes is, that I 
pretend not to vie with any man whatfoever. E 
doubt not but there are feveral now living who ‘ 
are able to write better on all fubje@s than 
Iam upon any one: but I will take the bold. . 
nefs to fay, that there isno one man among thea 
all, who fhall be readier to acknowledge his owti 
faults, or to do juftice to the merits of other | 


Jove-verfes work upon the ladies, a man will not | people. 


-rouble himfelf with what the critics fay of them; 
a 
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PO FE M-S: 


TO HIS BOOK. ° 
Go, little book, and to the world impart 
‘The faithful image of an amorous heart : 
Thofe who love's dear deluding pains have 

known, 

‘May in my fatal ftories read their own. 
‘Thofe who have liv’d from all i:s torments freey 
‘May find the thing they never felt, by me. 
Perhaps, advis’d, avoid the gilded bait, 
And, warn’d by my example, fhun my fate: 
‘While with calm joy, fafe landed on the coafty 
J view the waves on which I once was toft. 
Love isa medley of endearments, jars, 
Sufpicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars 3 
Then peace again, Oh! would it not be bet 
To chace the fatal poifon from our breaft? 
But, fince fo few can live from paffion free, 
Happy the man, and only happy he, 
‘Who with fuch lucky flarpbegins his love, : 
"That bis cool judgment does his choice approver 
Il-grounded paffions quickly wear away5 
.What’s built upon eftcem can ne’er decay. 


SSS 
ELEGY, 
THE UNREWARDED LOVER. 


“Ler the dull merchant curfe his angry fate, 
And from the winds and waves his fortune wait ¢ 
Lct the loud lawyer break his brains, and be 
A fave to wrangling coxcombs, for a fee: 

Let the rongh foldier fight hus prince’s foes, 
And for a livelihood his life expofe : 

I wage no war; [ plead no cavfe, but Love's; 
T fear no ftorms but what Celinda moves. 

And what grave confor can my choice defpile ? 
But here, fair charmer, here the difference lies: 
The merchant, after all his hazards paft, 
Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at lat; 

The foidier high in his king's favour lands, y 
And, after having long obey’d, commands; 
The lawyer, to reward his tedious care, % 
Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bars 
While I take pains to meet a fate more hard, 
Aad reap no fruit, no favour, no reward, 


EPIGRAM. 
Written in @ Lady's Table-book, 


Wiru what ftrange raptures would my foul be” 
bleft, 

Were but her book an emblem of her breait! 

As | from thar all former marks efface, 

And, uncontrol’d, put new ones in their places - 

So might { chace all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the ftead impart. 

But, ah! how short the blifs would prove, if he 

Who feiz’d it next, might do the fame by me! 





ELEGY. 


THE POWER OF VERSE. 
‘ To bis Miftreft. 
Warte thofe 


will, 
And, as you pleafe, can either fave or kil; 
What youth fo bold the conqueft to defign? 
What wealth fo great to purchafe hearts like 
thine? 
None but the Mufe that Privilege can claim ; 
And what you give in love, return in fame. 
Riches and tities wirh your life muft end; 
Nay, cannot ev'n in life your fame defend: 
Verfe can give fame, can fading beauties fave, 
And, after death, redeem them from the grave: 
Embalm'd in verfe, through diftant times they 
come, 
Preferv'd, like bees within an amber tomb, 
Poets (like monarchs on an eaftern throne, 
Reftrain’d by nothing but their will alone) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly biame, 
And, as they pleafe, give infamy or fame. 
In vain the * Tyrian queen refigns her life, 
For the bright giory of a fporlefs wife, 
I lying bards may faife amours rehearfe, 
And blaft her name with arbitrary verfe;~ 
While } 4ne,-who all the abfence of her lord 
Had her wide courts with preffing lovers ftor’d, 
Yet, by a poet grac’d, in deathlefs rhymes, 


bright eyes fubdue where'er you 


Stands a chaite pattern to fucceeding times, 


Dido, + Penelope. 


“BpOEM Ss.” 


‘With pity then the Mufes’ friends furvey, 

Nor think your favours there are thrown away 5 
Wifely like feed on fruitful foil they're thrown, 
To bring large crops of glory and renown : 

¥or as the fun, that in the marfhes breeds" 
Nothing but naufeous and unwholefome weeds, . 
“With the fame rays, on rich and pregnant earth, 
"To pleafant fowers and ufefu! fruits gives birth ? 
So favours caft on fools get only fhame, ., 

©n poets fhed, produce eternal fame ; 

‘Their generous breafts warm with a genial fire,” 

. And more than all the Mules can infpire. 





(TEALOUSY 


‘Wno could more appr, who more bleft could 
live, [move ? 
Than they whom kind, whom afnotous paflions 
‘What crowns, what cmpires, greater joys could 
‘, give, 
Thatt the | foft chains, the flavery of Love? ~ 
Were not the blife too often croft 
By that unhappy, vile diftruft, 
«That gnawing doubt, that anxious fear, chat dan- 
gerous malady, (loafy. 
‘That terrible tormenting rage, that madnefs, Jea- 
Saat 
In vain Celinda boafts the has been trae, 
Jn vain the fwears fte keeps untouch'd her 
charms; 
Dire Jealouty does all my pains fenew, 
And reprefents her in my rivals arms ¢ 
is fighs ! hear, his looks | view, 
Vive her damn'd advances too ; 
I fee her fmile, 1 {ee her kits; and, oh! methinks 
I fee 
Her give up all thote j joys to him, the fhould re-, 
ferve for me. 


Wh," 

* Ynprateful Fair-one! canit thou hi 
Canit thou behold rhefe tears fill my eyes? 
And yet, unmov'd by all my » my moans, 
Into another's arms refign my prize ; 

If merit could not gain your love, 
My fufferings might your pity move ; 

Might hinder you from adding thus, by jealous 

frenzies, more 

New pangs to ene whom hopelefé love had plagued 

two much before. 





srmy groans? 





fou aWe nl, 
Think not, falfe nymph, my fury to out-ftorm; 
Tfeorn your anger, and defpife your frown: 
Drefa up your rage in its moft hideous form, . 
At will not move my heart when love is flown ; 
No, though you from my kindnefs fly, 
My vengeance you fhall fatisfy : ; 
‘The Mufe, that would have {ung your praife, thal 
now aloud proclaim [thame. 
To the malicious, {piteful world, your infamy and 
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Ye Gods! fhe weeps; behold that falling 
Shower! 

See how her eyes are quite diffolv'd in tears! | 
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Can fhe in vain that precious torrent pour ? 
Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears 3 
’Twas Pity {ure that made it dow: 
For the fame pity, flop it now; 
For every cha: ming, heavenly drop that from thofe 
eyes does part, 
Is paid with ftreams of blood, that guth from my 
o’erflowing heart. 
vi. 
Yes, 1 will love ; I will believe you true, 
And raife my paffions up as high as e’er; 
‘Nay, I'll believe you falfe, yet love you 100, 
Let the leaft fign of penitence appear, 
YH frame excufes for your fault; 
“Think you furpris’d, or meanly caught; > 
Nay, in the fury, in the height of that abhorr’d 
embrace, 
Believe you thought, believe at leaft you with’d, 
me in the place, 
*  VIT. 
Oh, let me lie whole aves'in thofe arms, 
And on that bofom lull aleep my cares! 
Forgive thofe foolith fears of fancy’d harms 
That fab my foul, while chey but move thy 
tears; 
“And think, unfefy I low’d thee fill; 
1 had not treated thee fo ill; 
For thefe rude pangs of jealouly are much more 
certain figns 
Of love, than all the tender words an amorons 
i fancy coins, 


» VAT 
Torment me with this horrid rage no mere: 
Oh fmile, aud grant one reconciling kifs! 
Ye Gods, fhe’s kind! I’m ectafy allover! 
My fou!’s tow narrow to contain the blifs, 
‘Thou pleafing torture cf my breait, 
Sure thou wert fram’d to plague my reft, 
Since both the ill and good you dv, alike my peace 
deftroy ; 
"Phat_ kills me with excefs of grief, this. with exe 
ccf of joy. 


CURE OF JEALOUSY. 


‘Wuar tortures can there be in hell, 

Compar’d to what fond lovers feel, 

When, coating on fome fair-one’s charms, 
They think the yields them to their rival’s arms? 


As lions, though they once were tame, 
Yee if tharp wounds their rage inflame, 
Lift up their ftormy voices, roar, 

And tear the keepers thcy obey’d pene 


‘So fares the lover, when his breaft 

By jealous frenzy is poffe ; 

Porfwears the nymph for whom he birns, 
Yet ftraight to her whom he forfwears returns, 


But when the fair refolves his doubt, 
The love comes in, the fear goes out; 


3 
|The cloud of Jesloufp's difpell’d, 
‘And the bright dun of innocence reveal’d. 


With what ftrange raptures is he bleft ! 
 Raptures too great to be expreft. 
‘Though hard the torment’s to endure, 
‘Who would not have the ficknefs for the cure? 








SONNET. 


DEATH. 


/Wuat has this hughear Death that’s worth our 
care? 
After a life in pain and forrow paft, 
After deluding hope and dire defpair, 
Death only gives us quiet at the lait. 


How ftrangely are our love and hate mifplac’d! 
yc Fregdom we feek, and yet from freedom fice ; 
“Courting thofe tyrant fins that chain us fait, 

And fhuoning Death, that only fets us free. 


“Tis not a foolith fear of future pains, 
(Why should they fear who keep their fouls from 
ES flains ?) {fee : 
That makes me dread thy terrors, Death, to 
-2T is not the lofs of riches, or of fame, 
Oc the vain toys the vulgar pleafures name ; 
*Tis nothing, Czlia, but the lofing thee. 





ELEGY. 
To bic fale Mifirels. 


Caysa, your tricks will now no longer paf ; 

And I'm no more the fool that once I w 

LT know my happier rival does obtain 

All the vaft blifs for which f figh in vain. 

Him, him you love, to me you ufe your art; 

Thad your looks, another had your heart : 

To me you're fick, to me of {pies afraid ; 

He finds your ficknefs gone, your fpies hetray’d : 

I figh beneath your window all the night ; 

He in your arms poffefles the delight. 

I know you treat ime thus, falfe fair, I do; 

And, oh! what plagucs me worfe, he kuows it 
too; 

To him my fighs are told, my letters fhewa, 

And all my pains are his diverfion grown. 

Yet, fince you could fuch horrid treafons aad, 

I'm pleas’d you chofe our him to do the f& : 

His vanity dues for my wrongs atone, 

And ’tis by that I have your falfehoud known. 

What fhall [ do! for, treated at this rate, 

I moft not love,-and yet F canwot hate: 

T hate the adtions, Lut I love the face ; 

Oh, were thy virtue more, or beauty iefs! 

Ym afl confufion, und my foul’s on fire, 

‘Tora by contending reafen and defire : 





THE WORKS OF WALSH. 


This bids me love, that bids me love give o'er 3 

One counfels beft, the other pleafes more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault ; 

But, oh! I cannot do the thing I ought, 

Canft theu, mean wretch! canft thou contented 
prove 

With the cold relicks of a rival’s love ? 

Why did I fee that face to charm ny breaft? 

Or, having feen, why did I know the ref? 

Gods! if Y have obcy'd your juft commands, 

If I’ve deferw’d fome favour of your hands, 

Make me that tame, that eafy fool again, 

And rid me of my knowledge and my pain: 

And you, falfe fair! for whom fo oft I’ve griev’d, 

Pity a wretch that hegs to be deceiv'd; 

Forfwear yourfelf for one who dies for you; 

Vow, not a word of the whole charge was true; 

Bat fcandals all, and forgeries, devis'd 

By a vain wretch neglected and defpis’d. 

T too will help to forward the deceit, 

And, to my power, contribute to the cheat : 

And thon, bold man, who think’ft to rival me, 

For thy prefumption I could pardon thee, ’ 

I could forgive thy lying in her arms, 

I could fongive thy rifling all her charms; 

But, oh! 1 never can forgive the tongue 

That boads her favours, and proclaims my wrong. 


ed 
UPON THE SAME OCCASION, 


Wuar fury does difturb my ret? 
What hell is this within my breaft ? 
Now [ abhor, and now 1 love; 

And each an equal torment prove. 

1 fee Celinda’s cruelty, 

1 fee fhe loves all men but ane, 

I fee her falfehood, fee her pride, 

I fee ten thonfand faults velide, 

T fee the fticks at nought that’s ill; 
Yet, oh ye Powers? I love her till. 
Others on pfecipices run, 

Which, blind with love, they cannot fhun : 
1 fee my danger, fee my ruin; 

Yet feek, yet court, my own undeing : 
And each new reafon | explore 

To hate her, makes me love her more. 








THE ANTIDOTE. 


Wuen 1 fee the bright nymph who my heart. 
does enthral, (air, 
When I view her foft eyes and her languifhing, 
Her merit fo great, my own merit fo fmall, 
It makes me adore, and it makes me defpair. 


But when I eonfider, the {quanders on fools 
All thefe treafures of beauty with which fhe is 
flor’d; 
My fancy it damps, my paffion it cools, 
And it makes me defpite what before I adar’d. 


pile: 
Love, and I hate, but I never efteem : 


‘The paffion grows up when I view her bright 


eyes, 


Which my rivals deftroy when I look upen 


How wifely does Nature things fo different unite? 
In fuch odd compofitions our fafety is found ; 

As the bicod of a icorpion’s a cure for the hite, 
So her folly makes whole whom her beauty 


does wound, 


i. 


UPON A FAVOUR OFFERED. 


Gaura, too late you would repent ; 
The offering all your ftore, 

Is now but like a pardon feat 
To one that’s dead before. 


‘While at the firft you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the blifs too late, 

You hinder’d me of one E low’d, 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent as fair, 
When firft my court I made; 

But when your falfehoods plain appear, 
My love no longer flay'd. 


Yous bounty of thofe favours thewn, 
Whofe worth you firft deface, 

Is melting valued medals down, 
And giving us the brafs. 


Oh, fince the thing we beg’s a toy 
That's priz’d by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy 
Before our love is gone ? 





THE RECONCILEMENT. 


Be gone, ye fighs! he gone, ye tears! 
Be gone, ye jealoufies and fears ! 
Cefinda fwears the never lov’d 5 
Celinda (wears none ever mov'd 

Her heart, but {: If this be true, 
Shall I keep company with you? 
‘What though a fenfelefs rival {wore 
She faid as much to him before ? 
What though [ faw him in her bed? 


Fill truft not what I faw, but what the fuid. 


Curfe on the prudent and the wife, 
‘Who ne'er believe fuch pleafing Hes. 
I grant the only does deceive ; 

I grant ’tis fally to believe ; 

But by this folly 1 vait pleafures gain, 


While you, with all your wifdera, live in pain. 


POEMS 
Thus fometimes I defpair, and fometimes I def- 


DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN A LOVER AND BIS FRIEND. 


[Zrregular Perfer.} 


FRIEND. 

Vaxve thyfelf, fond youth, no more 
On favonrs Malus had before ; 

He had her firft, her virgin flame, 
You bke a bold intruder came 

To the cold relicks of a feaft, 

When he at firit had feiz’d the heft. 
. LOVER. 


When he, dull fot, had:feiz’d the worfe, 


I came in at the fecond courfe : 


> Tis chance that fir makes people love ; 


Jndgment their riper fancies move. 
Malus, you fay, firft charm’d her eyes: 
Firft, the Jov'’d babies and dirt pics; 
But fhe grew wifer, and in time 


Found out the folly of thofe toys and him. 


FRIEND. 
If wifdom change ia love begets, 
Women, no doubt, are wondrous wits 


But wifdom, that now makes her change to you, 
In time will make her change to others too, 


LOVER. 


mn 


T grant you, no man can forefee his doom: .” 


But fhall I grieve becaufe an ill may come ? 
Yet I'll allow her change, when fhe can fee 


A man deferves her more than me, 
As much as I deferve her more than he, 
FRIEND, 


‘ 


Did they with our own eyes fee our defert, 


No woman e’er could from 


er lover part. 
But, oh! they fee not with their own: 


All things to them are through falfe optics fhewn. 


Love at the firft does all your charms increafe, 
When the tube’s turn’d, hate reprefents them 


LOVER. 


Whate’er may come, I will not grieve + 


For dangers that I can’t believe. 


She'll ne’er ceake loving me; or, if fhe do, 


*Tis ten to one I ceale to love her too. 





— 


EPIGRAM. 
LYCE. 


| Go, faid old Lyte, fenfelefs lover, go, 


Enrag’d at th 





, ugon the bawd F flew; 


THE FAIR MOURNER. 


Dees fie lament the victim ot ker eyes? 





be 


And with foft verfes court the fair; but know, 
With all thy verfes, thou canft get no more 
Than fois without one verfe have had hefore. 


i 


And that which moit enrag’d me, was, ‘twas true, 


Iw what fad pomp the mournful chagmer lies 2 


ore cas'ly ina : 
now the many vows 


| yoke ! 
flood, 


A-generous action isi 
Oh! were thy viriue: J 
1 fly from crowns to live 


} But who, ch! 11 
tach koe 


Since we : 
ore Jove alone 
mifling F 
Yet fhould’ nee 
Could you take up, and 
"Twould pleafe me, . 
charms, 7 


“To fee you happy in.anoth 


Whatever th 


Yes, all the world mult fare agree, 


|| He who's fecur’d. of baving thee, 


the 


Will be entirely ble! 
But "twere in mé 
To make one who has-been { 
~ My queen, .m; fave Jat. 
2 t oe for po gpa t 
at -were c 
Could we; in feolith pri 
Make the fun-always w 
*Twould burns 5 





: w 
Let not the choughts of parting fright 
Two fouls, which paffion does unite 5 
For while - ur love does laft, 
Neither will ftrive to go away; 
And why the devil fhould we ttay, 
When once that love is:patt ? 


a oe 
EPPGRAM. 
CHLOE. 


Cutor, new-marry'd, looks og men no more; 
Why then ’tis plain for what the louk’d before. . 


| Naenete nice ren ts 
EPIGRAM. 


CORNUS. 


+ Cornos proclaims aloud his wife’s a whore : 
Alas, good Cornus, what can we do more? , 
‘Wert thou fo cuckold; we might make thee 

one; 
But being one, we cannot make.thee none, 


Sos 


EPLGRAM. 
 THRASO. 


Taraso. picks quarrels when he's drunk at 
night; 

When fober in the morning, dares not fight. 

‘Thrafo, to fhun thofe ills that may enfue, 

Drink not at night, or drink at morning too, 











EPIGRAM. 
GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 


Ricu Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning 
end, 

T’ increafe that wealth he wanta the fonl to fpend. 

Poor Shifter does his whole cantrivance fet, 

To fpend that wealth he wants the fenfe to get, ° 

How happy would appear to each his fate, 

Had Gripe his humcur or he Gripe’s eftare f°? 

Kind Fare and Fortune, blend them if you can, 

And of two wretches make one‘happy man! .”~ 








TO CELIA, 
Upon forse “Alteratiens in Ber” Face, 





Ang. Calia! where ate now the charms 

That did fuch wondrous paffiuns move ? 
Time, cruel Dime, thofe eyes difirms, * 
* And blunts the’ feL}e farts of Love. | 





0 EM). 


What malice’does the tyrant bear 
To woman's intereft, and to ours ? 

Beauties in which the public fhare, ” 
‘The greedy villain firlt devours. 


Who, without tears, can fee a prince 
‘That trains of fawning courtiers had, 


J Abandon’d, left without defence ? 


Nor is thy haplef3 fate lefs fad. 


Thou, who fo many fools hat known, 
Aus all the fools wou'd hardly do, 

Shouldft now contine thyfelf ty one £ 
And he, alas! a hufband too, 


‘| See the ungrateful flaves, how fait 


They from thy ferting glories runs 
And in what mighty crowds thcy hatte 
To worship Flavia’s rifing fun } 


Yn vaia are all the practis’d wiles, ; 
In vain thofe eyes would love impagt; 
Not all th’ advances, all the fmiles, 
Can move one unrelenting heart. 


While Flavia, charming Flavia, ill 
By cruelty her caufe maintains, 
And fearce vouchfafes a carelels {mile 
To the poor flaves that wear her chains, 


Well, Czlia, let them wafte their tears; 
But ture they will in time repine, 
‘That thou haft not a face like hers, 
Or the has not a heart like thine. 








THE RETIREMENT. 


tends ! 
Ail hail, ye facred folitary groves! 
“All hail, ye bocks, my true, my. real friends, 
Whole converfation pleafes and improves! 


Aux hail, ye fields, ‘where conftant peace at- 


Could one who ftudy’d your fublimer rules, 
Become fo mad to fearch for joys abroad ? 
To run to towns, to herd with kuaves and fools, 

And andiftinguih’d pafs among the crowd? 


One to ambitious faacy’s made a prey, 
Thinks happineis in great preferment lies; 

Nor fears for that his country to betray, 
Curit by the fools, and laught at by the wife. 


Others, whom avaricious thoughts bewitch, 
Confame their time to multiply their gains; 

And, fancyirg wretched all that are not rich, 
Negleét the end of life taget the means, 


Others the name of pleafure does invite ¢ 
All their dull time in {enfval joys they live, 

And hope to gain that folid, Srm delight, 
By vice, which innoceace alone can give. 
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But how ferplext, alas! is human fate! 
“1, whom nor avarice nar pleafures move, 
Who view with {corn the trophies of the great, 
Yet muft myfelf be made a flave to Jove. 


If this dire paffion never will be gone, 
Tf beauty always muft my heart enthral, 
Oh! rather let me be confin’d to one, 
Than madly thus be made a prey to all! 


One who has early known the pomps of ftate 
(For. things unknown 'tis ignorance ‘to con- 
demn) ; 
And after having view'd the gaudy bait, 
Can boldly fay, The Trifle 1 contemn. 


In her bleft arms, contented conld I live, ' 
Contented could I die: but oh! my mind 

1 feed with fancies, and my thoughts deceive, 
‘With hope of things impoffible to find. -— - 


In women how fhould fenfe and beauty meet ? 
The wifeft men their youth in follies fpend: 
‘The bet is he that earlieft finds the cheat, 
And fees his errors while there’s time to mend, 


‘THE DESPAIRING LOVER, 


Bisteactro with care 
For Phyllis the fair, 

Since nothing could move her, 
Poor Damon, her lever, 
Refolves in defpair 

No longer to languifh, 

Nor bear fo much anguith ; 
But, mad with his love, 
To a precipice goes, 
Where a leap frdm above 
‘Would foon finith his woes, 


‘When in rage he came there, 
Beholding how fteep 
‘The fides did appear, 
And the bottom how deep; 
His torments projecting, 
And fadly reflecting, 
"That a lover forfaken 
A new love may get, 
But a neck when once broken 
Can never be fet; 
And, that he could die 
‘Whenever he would, 
But, that he could live 
But as Jong as he could: 
How grievous fuever 
‘The torment might grow, 
He feorn’d to endeavour 
"Yo finith it fo, * 
But bold, unconcern’t 
At thonghts of the pair 
‘He calmly return’d 
‘To his-cotage again, - 
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SONG. 


Oweall the torments, all the cares, 
With which our lives are curft; 


OF all the plagues a lover bears, 


Sure rivals are the worft! 

By parrne’s, in eaer, other kind, 
Afflictions eafice grow ; 

In Jove alone we hate to find 
Companions of our woe. 


Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee 
Are labouring in my breaft; 

I beg not you would favour me, 
Would you but flight the reit! 

How great foc'er your rigours are, 
With then: alone I'll cope 5 


‘| Tcan enduse my own defpair, 


But not another’s hope. 








A SONG TO PHYLLIS, 


ah 
Puyiits, we not grieve that Nature, - 
Forming you, has done her part; 
And in every fingle feature 
Shew’d the utmoft of her art. 
in 
But in this it is pretended 
That a mighty grievance lies, 
That your heart fhould be defended, 
‘Whi you wound us with your eyen 
un 


Love's a fenfelefg inclination, 


Where no mercy’s to be found ; 
But is juft, where kind compaflion 

Gives us balm to heal the wound, 

Ww 5 

Perfians, paying folemn duty, 

To the rifing Sun inclin'd, 
Never would adore his beauty, 

But ia hopes to make him kind. 


————— 


PHYLLIS'S RESOLUTION, 


1. 
‘Wnen flaves their liberty require, 
‘Shey hope no more to gain, 
Bout you not only that defire, 
Bur afk the power to reign. 
2 at. : 


Think how unjuft a fuit you make, 
‘Then you will foon decline ; 
Your freedom, when you plcafe, pray take, 
But trefpafs not on mine, ‘ 
nL 
No ttroreé in vain, Alcander, crave, 
I ne'er will grant the thing, 


| That ke, who once has been my flavey, 


_ Should ever Be my king.” 


POEMS. 


AN EPISTLE 


TO A LADY WHO HAD RESOLVED AGAINST 
MARRIAGE. 


Mapa, I cannot but congratulate 
Your refolution for a fingle ftate ; 
Ladies, who would live undifturb’d and free, 
Mutt never put on Hymen's livery ; 
Perhaps its outfide feems to promife fair, 
But underneath is nothing elfe but care. 
Jf once you let the Gordian knot be ty’d, 
‘Which turns the name of virgin into bride 
‘That one fond aét your life’s beit fcene foregoes, 
And feads you in a labyrinth of woes, 
Whofe ftrange meanders you may fearch about, 
But never find the clue to let you out. 
The married life affords you little cafe, 
"The beft of hufbands js fo hard to pleafe: 
‘This in wives careful faces you may f{pell, 
‘Though they diffemble their misfortunes well. 
No plague’s fo great asan ill-ruling head, 
Yet ’tis a fate which few young ladies dread : 
For Love’s infinuating fire they fan, 
‘With fweet ideas of a god-like man. 
Chloris and Phyllis glory’d in their fwains, 
And fung their prailes on the neighbouring plains ; 
‘Oh! they were brave, accomplifh’d, charming men, 
Angels till marry’d, but proud devils then, 
Sure fome refiftlefs power with Cupid fides, 
Or we fhould have more virgins, fewer brides; 
For fingle lives afford the moft content, 
Secure and happy, as they're innocent : 
Bright as Olympus, crown’d with endlefs eafe, 
‘And calm as Neptune on the Halcyon feas : 
Your fleep is broke with no domettic cares, 
No bawling children to difturb your prayers; 
No parting forrows to extort your tears, 
No binftering hufband to renew your fears! 
Therefore, dear madam, let a friend advife, 
Love and its idle deity defpife : 

“ Supprefs wild Nature, if it dares rebel ; 
‘There’s no fuch thing as “ leading apes in hell.” 


CLELIA TO URANIA, 


AN ODE. 


1h 
‘Tux difmal regions which no fun beholds, 
Whilft his fires roll fome diftant world to cheer, 
‘Which in dry darknefs, froft, and chilling cold, 
Spend one long portion of the dragging year, 
At his returning influence never knew 
More joy than Clelia, when the chinks of you. 


iL. 
Thofe zealots, who adore the rifing fun, 
Would foon their darling deity defpife, 
And with more warm, more true devotion run, 
To worthip nobler beams, Urania’s eyes ; 
‘Had they beheld her lovely form divine, 
» Where rays more glorious, more attracting, thine. 
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nr. : 
But, ah! frail mortals, though you may admire 
At a convenient diftance all her charms, 
Approach them, and you'll feel a raging fire, 
Which feorches deep,and all your pewer difarms? 
Thus, like th’ Arabian bird, your care proceeds 
From the bright object which your pleafure breeds. 





SONG. 


L 
Trovcn Celia’s born to be ador'd, 
And Strephon to adore her born, 
In vain her pity is implor'd, 
Who kills him twice with charms and fcarn. 
um. 
Fair faint, to your bleft orb repair, 
‘To icarn in heaven a heavenly mind; 
Thence hearken to a finner’s prayer, 
Aud be lefs beauteous, or more kind. 





LOVING ONE I NEVER SAW. 


Tuov tyrant God of Love, give ogr, 
And perfecute this breaft no more’: 
Ah! teH me why mutt every dart 

Be aim’d at my unhappy heaet ? 

T never murmur'd or repin’d, 

But patiently myfelf refign’d 

‘To all the torments, which through thee 
Have feil, alas! on wretched me: 

But oh! [ can no more fuftain 

‘This long continued fate of pain, 
Though ‘tis but iruictefs to complain. 
My heart, fir foften’d by thy power, 
Ne'er kept its liberty an hour : 

So fond and eafy was it gsown, 

Each nymph might call the foof her own : 
So much to its own intereft blind, 

So ftrangely charm'd to womankind, 
That it no more belung’d to me, 

‘Than vettal-virgins hearts to thee. 


I often courted it to ftay ; at 
But, deaf to all, *twould fly away. 

In vain to ftop it £ effay’d, 

‘Though often, often, f difplay’d 

The turns and doubles women made. 


Nay more, when it has home return’d, 
By fome proud maid i!l us’d and fcorn’d, 
1 Rill the renegade careft, 

And gave it harbour in my breaft. 

O! then, with indignation fir'd 

At what before it fo admir’d; 

With thame and forrow overcaft, 

And fad repentance for the paft, 

A thoufand facred oaths it iwore 
Never to wander from me more; 
After chimeras ne’er to rove, 

Or run the wild-goofe chace of love. 
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= Dhus it refolv'd 
« Tai fome new face again betray’d 
‘The refolutions it had made : 
hen how "twould flutter up and down, 
» #Eager, invpatient, to be gone: 
“ And, though fo often it had fail’d, 
"Though vain'efs every heart affuil’d, 
“Wee, hr'd by hope of new delight, 
* Tt took again its fatal flight. 
*Tis thus, malicious deity, 
‘That thou haft banccr’d wretched me; 
Thus made me vainly lofe my time, 
"Thus fool away my youthful prime; 
‘And yet, for all the hours I've lol, 
“And fighs, and tears, thy bondage coft, 
Ne’er did thy flave thy favours blefs, 
Or crown his paffion with fuccefs. 
Well—fince ’tis doom’d that f muft find 
No fove fur love from womatkind; 
Since Ino pleafure mutt obtain, 
Let me at kaft avoid the pain: 
So weary of the chace I'm grown, 
‘That with content I'd fit n.e down, 
Enjoy my book, my friend, my cell, 
And bid all womankind farewel. 
Nay, afk, for all { felt beiore, 
Only to be difturb'd no more. 
* Yet thou (to my complainings deaf) 
‘Will give my torments no relef; 
But now, ev'n now, thou niak’'{t me die, 
And love | kfow not whom, nor why, 
In every part f feck the fire, 
And burn with fanciful defire 5 
From whence can Jove its magic draw ? 
Idoat on her / newer faw : 
And wh», but lovers, can exprefs 
This ftrange, mytterious tendernefs? 
-And yet methinks ‘tis happier fo, 
Than whom it is I love to know : 
Now my unbounded notions rove, 
And frame ideas to my love, 
Sfancy I thould fomething find, 
Diviner both in face and mind, 
Than ever nature did beltow 
On any creature here below. 
J fancy thus Corina walks, 
Thar thus fhe fings, the looks, the talks. 
Sometinies | figh, and fancy then, 
That, did Corinna kuow my pain, 
Ceuid the oy tickling tears bur fee, 
She would be kind, and pity me. 
"Thus thinking Pve no caule to grieve, 
I pleafingly mylelf decsive s 
And jure am happier far than he 
Who knows the very truth can be. 
Then, gentle Cupid, let me ne’er 
See my imagonary fair: 
Left the fhould be more heavenly bright 
Than can be reach’d by fancy’s height : 
Left (when I on her beau y gaze, 
Confuunded, joft in an amaze; 
My trembling lip and eyes fhould tell, 
“fis her I dare to love fo well); 
She, with an angry, feormiul eye, 
Or fome unkind, devere reply, 





My hopes of blifs thould overcaft, 
And my prefuming paffion biatt. 
Mf but in this thou kind wilt prove, 
And jet me not fez her I love, 

Thy altars proftrate I'l adore, 

And call thee tyrant-god no more. 








PASTORAL ECLOGUES, 








ECLOGUE L 


DAPHNE, 


Sicrziax Mofe, my humble voice infpire, 
‘Le fing of Daphne's charms and Damon’s fire, 
Long had the taithfui fwain fupprelt his grief, 
And, fince he durft not hope, ne’er “akk'd relief. 
But at th’ arrival of the fatal day ~ . 
‘That tock the nymph ard all his joys away 3 
With dying looks he gaz’d upon the fair, 
And what his tongue could not, his eyes declare 
‘Till with deep fighs, as if his heart-ftrings brok 
Pfefling her hand, thefe tender things he fpoke 
RAMON, Bas 

Ah! lovely nymph, behold your lover burn, 
And view that paffion which you'll not return. 
As no nymph’s charms did ever equal thine, 

So no fwain’s love did ever equal mine: 

How happy, fair, how happy thould 1 be, 

Might { but facrifice myfelt for thee! 

Could I but pleafe thee with my dying verfe, 

And make thee fhed one tear upon my hearfe! 
DAPUNE. 

Too free an offer of that love you make, 
Which now, alas! I have not power to take: 
Your wounds } cannot, though I would, relieve 
Phaon has all the love that L can give. =~ 
Had you among the reft at firft affail’d 
My heart, when free, yon had, perhaps, prevail’ 
Now if you blame, oh! blame not me, but Fate 
‘Vhat never brought you “till "twas grown t 





late. 
DAMON, 
Had the fates brought me then, too charmiz 
fair, e 


Ucould not hope, and now f muft defpair. 

Rul'd by your friends, you quit the lover's flam 

For flocks, for paftures, for an empty name, 

Yet theugh the beft pofleffion fate denies, 

Gh let me gaze for ever on thofe eyes: 

So juft, fo true, fo innacent’s my flamey 

‘That Phaou, did he fee it, could not blame. 

DAPUNE 
“Such generous evds | know you fill purfue, 

What {can do, be fure | will for you. = 

If on cieem or pity you can live, 

Or hones of more, if I had more to give, 

‘Vhofe you may have, but cannet hive my hear 

And fiuce we now perhaps for ever part, 

Such noble thoughts through all your life expre 
4 May make the value mere, the pity Tf, : 


POE M &. 


BAMON, 
Can you then ga? Can you for ever part, 
(Ye Gods! what fhivering pains furround my 
heart! . 
And have one thought to make your pity lefs? 
Ah Daphne, coutd f half my pangs exprefs, [wete, 
You could not think, though hard as rocks you 
Your pity ever could to great appear, 
1 ne’er thall be one moment free from paio, 
Fill I behold thofe charming eyes again, 
‘When gay diverfions do your thoughts employ, 
would not come to interrupt the joy ; 
But when from them you fome {pare moment fitid, 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind! 
‘Think with whac heart f fhall behdld the greed, 
Where I fo oft thofe charming eyes have {een ! 
Think with what grief I walk the groves alone? 
‘When you, the glory of them all, are gone! .; ; 
Yet, oh! that little time you have to tay, 
Let me ftill fpeak, and gaze my foul away { 
But fee my paflion chat finall'aid denies ; ii 
Grief ftops my tongue, and tears o’erflow my eyes 


ke 


“ECLOGUE IL 
GALATEA. 


“Tavasts, the gayeft one. of all the fwaind, . 

{Who fed their flocks upon th’ Arcadian plains; a 
While love’s mad paffion quite devuur’d his heatt, 
And the coy nymph that caus'd, negledts his {mart ;* 
Strives in low numbers, fuch as thepherds ufe, , 

If not to move her breaft, bis own amufe. 
_ You, Chloris, who with {corn refule to fee 

¢ mighty wounds that you have made on mes 
‘Yet cannot fure with equal pride difdain, 

«To hear an humble hind of his complain. 

Now while the flocks and herds to fhaded retire, 

“While the fierce fun fets all the world on-fire 3 
Through burning fields, through rugged brakes-T 

rove, 

And to the hills and woods declare my love. 
How fmall’s the heat! how eafy is the pain 
1 feel without, to that { feel within ! rane 

Yet fcornful Galatea will not hear, " 
But from my fongs and pipe fill curns het eat + 
Not fo the fage Corifca, nor the fair 
Climena, nor rich Agon’s only cares : 
From them my fongs a juft compatlion drew ; 
And they fhall have them, fince contenin’d by you. 

Why name I them, when ev'n chatte Cynthia 


ftays, . 

And Pan himfelf, to liften to my laya? 
Pan, whofe fweet pipe has been admir'd fo long, 
‘Has not difdain’d fometimes to hear my fong : 
Yet Galatea ferns whate’er I fay, . ae 
And Galatea’s wifer fure than they. 

Reledtlefs nymph! can nothing move your mind? 
Mutt you be deaf, becaufe you are uakind ? 


Though you diflike the {ubjeg&t of my lays, “T Begi 


Te is not thus that you dull Mopfus ute ; 
His fongs divert you, though you mine refufe: , 
Vou VE 3 


Net (ure the {weetnefs of nty voice might pleafe. - 


2 
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Yet f could tell you, fait ond, if I would, 2 
(And fince you treat me thus, mrethinks { fhould) 
What the wife Lycon faid, when in yon’ plain = 
He faw him court in-hope, and me in vain ; 
Forbear, fond youth, to chate a heedtels fair, 

Nor think with well-tun’d vetfe to pleafe her ear 5 
Seele out fome other nymph, nor e’er repine 
That oné who likes his tongs, fhould fy from thirte. 

Ah, Lycon! ab! your rage falfe dangers forms; 
*Tis not his fongs, but ’tis his fortune charms ; 
Yet, fcornful maid, in time you'll find thofe toys 
Can yield no real, no fubftantial joys; 

In vain his weaith, his titles gin citeeiny 
If for all that you are atham’d of him. 

Ah, Galatea, would’ft thor turn thofe eyes, 
‘Woould'ft thou but once vouchfafe to hear my crles; 
In fuch foft notes I would my pains impart, 

As could not fail to miove thy rocky heart; 

With fuch {weet fongs { oould thy fame make 
known, : 

As Pan himielf might not difdain to own. 

Oh could’& thou, fair one, but contented be . 

To tetid the thetp, and chace the hares, with me; 


F To have thy praifes echo’ throngh the groves, 


And pals thy days with ote Who cruly loves: 

Nor let thofe yaudy toys thy heart furprife, 

Which the fools envy, and the fage defpife,. 
But Galatea {cortis my huntble flame, 

And neither atks my fortune,-nor my name. 

Of the beft cheefe my well-ftor'd dairy's full, 


} And my folt theep produce the finelt wool; 


‘The richeft wines of Greece my vineyards yield, 
And fmiling crops of grain adorn my field. 
Ah, foolith youth! in vain thou boall't thy 
ftore, 
Have what thoi wile, if Mopfus fill has more. 
See whilft thou fing’it, behold her haughty pride, 
Wich what difdain the turns her head afide ! 
Oh, why wotild Nature, to our ruin, place 
A tiger’s heart, with fuch an angel's face ? N 
Crafe, thepherd, ceafe, at laft thy fruitlels moan; 
Nor hope to gain a heart already gone, 
While rocks aud caves thy turieful nares refound, 
Sce how thy corn lics wither’d on the ground! 


| Phe hungry Wolves devour thy fatcen’d lambs; 


Acd bleating for the young niakes lean the dams, 
Take, fhepherd, take thy hook, thy flocks purfue, 
And whea one nynipl proves cruel, find anew, 


=k 
ECLOGUE Itt, 
a DAMON, ~~ 
TAKER Pro THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE oF VIRGIL. 


Axrst, O Phofshorus! and bring the day, 
While fin fighs and tears confunte away} 
Deceiv’d with flattering hopes of Nifa’s love; 
And to the gods my vain petitions move ; 
Though they've done nothing to prevent my death, 
[ll yet invoke chem with my dying breath. 
.my Mufe, begin th’ Arcadian ftrains, 
Arcadia’s famous for its fpacious plains, 
Its whittling pine-trees, and its fhady groves, 
And often hears the {wains Jament their loves, 
Ga. : 
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Great Pan upon its mountains feeds his goats, 

{Wfho firft taught reeds to warble rural notes. 

‘Regio, my Mufe, begin th’ Arcadian trains. 
~' Moptus weds Nifa ! oh, well-fuited pair! 
‘When he fucceeds, what lover can defpair ? 

. After this match, let mares and griffilis breed; 
And hounds with hares in friendly confort feed. 
Go, Moptus, go ; provide the bridal cake, 

_dad to thy bed the blooming virgin take: 

“a her fot arms thou halt fecurely reft, 

Febeld, the evening comes to make thee bleft! 
gin, my Mute, begin th’ Arcadian ftrains, 

Oh, Nifa, happy in a lovely choice! 

‘While you with {corn negle& my pipe and voice; 
While you defpife my humble fougs, my herd, 
Mw fhaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard; 
While through the plains difdainfully you move, 
‘And think no thepherd can deierve your love 3 
Mopfus alone can the nice virgin win, 

With charming perfon, and with graceful mign. 
Begin, my Mule, begin th’ Arcadian ftrains. 

When firft I faw you on thole fatal plains, 

A reach’d you fruit; your mother too was there; 

*Bearce had you feen the thirteenth {pring appear : 
‘Yet beauty’s buds were opening in your face: 

I gaz’d, and blufhes did your charms increafe, 
Tis love, thought I, that’s rifing in her breatt; 
Alas. your paffion, by my own, T gue; 

Then upon truft I fed the raging pains, 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th’ Arcadian ftrains. 

_ Ob, love! I know thee now; thou ow'ft thy birth 
"To rocks’; fome craggy mountain brought thee 

forth : 

‘Nor is ic human blood that fills thy veins, 

Begin, my Mute, begin th’ Arcadian trains 

Relentlefs Jove to bold Medea fhew’d, 

To ftain her guilty hands in children’s blood, 

“WWas the more cruel, or more wicked he ? 

+He was a wicked counfellor, a cruel mother fhe. 
Begin, my Mute, begin th’ Arcadian jlrains, 

Now let the fereech-owls vie with warbling 
: fwans; 

:Upon hard oaks Jet bluthing peaches grow, 

‘And from the brambles liquid amber flow. 

The harmlefs wolves the ravettous fhcep fhall hun; 
And valiant deer at fearful greyhounds run : 

Let the fea rife, and overflow the plains 

“Begin, my Mute, begin th’ Arcadian itraii 

Adieu, ye flocks; no more fhall 1 pur! 
Adieu, ye groves; a long, a long adieu ! 

» And you, coy nymph, who all my vows difdgin, 

“Take this lait prefent from a dying fwain, 

’ Since you diflike whate'er in life T aid, 

You may be pleas’d, perhaps, to hear I’m dead : 

“"Chis leap fhail put an end to all my pains. 

Now ceafe, my Mufe, now ceale th’ Arcadian 
ftrains. 

Thus Damon fung while on the cliff he ftood, 
Then-headtong plung’d into the raging flood. 
‘All with united grief the lofs bemoan, 

+Except the authorefs of his fate alone, 

Who bears it with an unrelenting breatt. 

A's, cruel nymph! forbear your fcorns at leaf. 
How muh foe'er you may the love deipile, 

’ Tis barbarous to infult cn one that dice, 
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*ECLOGUE IV. 
LYcoNn. 


Strepuon and Damon's flocks together fed, 
‘Two charming fwains as e’er Arcadia bred ; 
Both fam’d for wit, and fm’d for beauty both ; 
Both in the luftre of their blooming youth : 
No fullen cares their tender thoughts remove, 
No. paffions difcompofe their fouls, but love. 
Once, and but once alone, as ftory goes, 
Between the youths a fierce difpute arofe ; 
Not for the merit of their tuneful lays 
(fhough both deferv'd, -yet both defpis'd, that 
praife) 
But for a caufe of greater moment far, 
That merited a lover’s utmoft care. 
Each fwain the peize of beauty ftrove to gain, 
Dor the bright fhepherdefs that caus'd his pain 
Lycon they chofe, the difference to decide, 
Lycon, for prudence and {age counfel try'd; 
Who love's myfterious arts had ftudy’d long, 
And taughr, when old, what he had practis’d 
young, 
For the difpute alternate verfe they choofe, 
Alternate verte delights the rural Mute, 


Strep. To Flavia, love, thou juftly ow’ft the prize, 
She owns thy power, nor does thy laws Teprove, 
Dam. Though Sylvia, for herfelf, love’s power 
defies, : 
What crowds of vaffals has fhe made to love! 
Strep, When Flavia comes attir’d for rural 
games, (prefs. 
Fach curl, cach flower fhe wears, a charm ex- 
Dam. Sylvia, without a foreign aid, inflames; 
Charm’'d with her eyes, we néver mind her 
drefs, {hair ? 
Strep. Have you feen Flavia with her flaxen 
She feems an image of the queen of love ! 
Dam. Sylvia's dark hair like Leda’s locks appear, 
And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Jove. 
Sree, Flavia by crowds of lovers is admir’d: 
Happy that youth who fhali the fair enjoy ! 
Dane. Sylvia negle@s her lovers, lives retir’d ; 
Happy, that could'her lonely thoughts employ! 
Strep. Flavia, where’er the comes, the fwains 
fubdues, 
And every fmile the gives conveys a dare. 
Dam. Sylvia the fwains with native coldnefs 
views ; 
And yet what fhepherd can defend his heart ? 
Srrer. Flavia’s bright beauties in an infane 
ftrike: 
Gazers, before they think of it, adore. [ike; 
Das, Sylvia’s foft charms, as foon as feen, we 
But {till the more we think, we love the more. 
Strep. Whois fo ftupid, that has Flavia feen, 
As not to view the nymph with vatt delight? 
Dam. Who has feen Sylvia, and fo upid been, 
As to remember any other fight ? 
Srrep, What thoughts has Flavia, @hen with 
care fhe vigws 
Her charming graces in the crpftal lakes? 














the 


5 plore f . 
Welia, the pride of ‘Beauty, now no more! 










. Bebold where now the lies depriv’d of breath 
‘Charming, though pale, and beautiful in death! 
fA troop of weoping virgins by her fide. 
ith alt the pomp of woe and forrows pride! 
“O, early loft! O, fitter to be led 
Jn chesrful (plendor to the bridal bed, 
‘Thay thus condudted to th’ untimely tomb, 
if fpotlefs virgin in her beauty’s bloom ! 
hatever hopes fuperior merit gave, 
_ Let me, at leaft, embrace thee in the grave; 
Qa thy cold lips imprinr a dying kifs 
O that thy ciynefs could refufe me this! 
Such meking tears upon thy limbs Il pour, 
Shall thaw their numbnefs, and thy warmth re- 
fore: 
‘Elifpt to my glowing breaft, thou may’ft revive; 
Tl breathe uch tender fighs fhall make thee live ; 
if feverer fates that aid deny, 
Hf thou canft not revive, yet 1 may die, 
In one cold grave together may be laid 
"The trueft Jover,and the ovelieft maid, 
‘Then thal I ceafe to grieve, and not before; 
‘Then thalt § ceale fair Detia to deplore, 
But ce, thofe dreadful object difappear! 
“The fun thines cut, and all the heavens are clear; 
“The warring winds are hatt’d, the fea fzrene, 
And Natpre, foften’d, thifts her angry feene. 
* ‘What means this fudden change? methinks { hear 
elodious mufic from the heavenly {phere ! 
Liften, ye thepherds, and devour the found ! 
«Bilton: the faint, the lovely faint, is crown'd ! 
‘While we, miftaken in our jy and grief, 
-Bewail her fate, who wants not our relief : 
“From the pleas’d orbs fhe views us here below, 
And with kind pity wonders at our woe. (above, 
Ah, charming faint! fince thou art blefs'd 
Indulge thy lovers, and forgive their love : 
Gorgive their tears, who prefs'd with grief and 
care, 
Feel not thy joys, but feel their own defpair, 


“ 











HORACE, ODE Iti. BOOK Ht 


IMITATED, F705. 


a or 
‘Tne man that’s refolute and jug, 
Firm tohis principles and truft; 

Nor hopes nor fears can blind : 
No padions bis defigns control ; 


Not ‘Love, that tyrant of the foul, « 

Can thake his Ready mind, « 
sa 

Not parties for revenge engap’d, ee 

Nor threatenings of a court enrag’d, ed 


: Nor ftorms where fleets defpair; 
Nee thunder pointed at his head ; 
Phe-thatter'd world may ftrike him dead, 
‘Not touch his foul with fear, 


Thefe were the 
Thefe ats made Hercules a 
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“New join your griefs with mine! and now de 


i, 
From this the Grecian glory rofe 





By this the Romans aw'd their foes: 


Of this their poets fing. 

paths their heroes trod, 
god; 

And great Naffau a king. 


Iv. 
Firm on the rolling deck he flood, 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking flood, 


With blackening florms combin’d. 
Virtue.” he ery’d, will force its way; 
The wind may for a while delay, 

“ Not alter our defign, 


¥ 
The men whom felfith hopes inflame, 
Or vanity allures to fame, 
“ May be to fears betray’d : 
But bere a church for fuccour flies, 
Infulted law expiring lies, 
“ And loudly calls for aids” 

vn 
Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent zeal, 
come, the wounded heart to heal, 
“ The wounding hand to bind : 
See tools of arbitrary fway, 
And prieits, like locufts, fcout away 
“ Before the weftern wind, 


vii. 
Law fhall again her force refume ; 
Religion, clear’d from clouds of Rome, 
“ With brighter rays advance. 
‘The Britifh fleet fhall rule the deep, 
The Britith youth, as rous'd from fleep, 
“ Strike terror into France. 


vu. 
Nor hall thefe promifes of fate 
Be limired to my fhort dace : 
“ When I from cares withdraw, 
Srill thall the Britith feeptre ftand, 
fluurifh in a female hand, 
“ And to mankind-give law. 

x, 
She fhall domeftic foes unite, 
Monarchs beneach her fags hall fight, 
“ Whose armies drag her chain: 
She thall lof [taly reftore, 
Shall make th" imperial eagle foar, 
“ And give a king to Spain. 





x. 
But know, thefe promifes are given, 
‘Vhefe great rewards impartial heaven 
“ Dots on thefe terms decree ; 
Chat, ftvidtty punithing men’s faults, 
You let their confeiuces and thovghts 
“ Reft abfolutely free, 

XE 
Let no falfe politics confine 
dn narrow beunds, your vait defign 
“ To make mankind unite; 
Nor think it a fufficient caufe 
To punith man by penal laws, 
“ For not believing right. 


ru. * 
Rome, whofe blind zea] deGroys mankind; 


“ Rome's fors fhall your compaflion find. —~ 


POEM &. 


* Who ne'er compailion knew. 
~ By nobler a&tions their's condemn : 
* For what has been reproach’d in them, 
“ Can ne’er be prais’d in you.” 
xu. 
‘Thefe fubjects fuit not with the lyre: 
Mutfc! to what height dof thou afpire, 
Pretending to rehearfe 
‘The thoughts of gods, and godlike kings? 
Ceafe, ceafe to leffen lofty things 
By mean ignoble verfc, 





THE GOLDEN AGE RESTORED, 1703. 
IN IMITATION OF 
HE FOURTH ECLOGUE OF FIRGIL. 


Suppofed to Lave been taken from a Sibyltine 
Prophecy. 


€ aw Pauld majora canamus.” 


Sicirian Mule, begin a loftier flight ; 

Nor all in trees and lowly thrubs delight : 

Or if your rural fhades you ftiti purfue, 

Make your thades fit for able flatefmen’s view. 


The time is come, by ancient Bards foretold, 
Reftoring the Saturnian age of gold; 

The vile, degenesate, whiggith offspring ends, 
A high-church progeny from heaven defcends. 

O learned Oxford, {pare no facred pains 
To nurfe the glorious breed, now thy own Brom- 

ley reigns, 

And thou great Scarfdale, darling of this land, 
Doft toremoft an that fam'd commiflion ftand; 
Whofe deep remarks the liftening world admires, 
By whofe aufpicious care old Ranelagh expires. 
Your mighty genius no ttrié ruies can bind; 

You punith men for crimes, whith you ‘want 
time to find, 

Senates thall now like holy fynods be, 

And holy fynods fenateslike agree. 

Monmouth and Moftyn here inftru@ the youth, 

‘There Bincks and Kimberley maintain the facred 
truth, 

Powis and Hamlin here, with equal claim, 

Through wide Weft-Saxon realms extend their 
fame ; 

There Birch and Hooper right divine convey, 

Nor creat their bithops ina human way. 

Now all our factions, ail our fears fhall ceafe, 
And ‘Tories rule tue promis'd land in peace. 
Malice thall dic, and noxi -us poifons fail, 

Harley fhali ceafe to trick, and Seymour ceafe 
to rail - 

The lambs fhall with the Jiens walk unburt, 

And Halifex aud Howe meet civilly at court. 

Viceroys like Providence, with ut care, e 

Shall govern kingdoms where they ne’er appear: 

Pacific admirals, to fave the feet, 

shall fly irom conqueit, and shall conguefl meet : 





1h 
Commanders thall be-prais'd at Witlixm’s coft; - 
And honour be retriev’d befime ‘tia loft. 
Brereton and Barnaby the court fhall grace, 
And Howe thal not difdain to fhare a place, * 
Forgotten Molyncux and Mafon now 
Revive and thine again in Fox andHowe. = *. 
But as they ftronger grow,and mendtheir firing, 
By choice examples of Kang Charles’s.reign; 7 
Bold Bellatis and patriot D’Avenant then, 
One thall employ the {word, and.one the pems .~ 
Troops fhall be Jed to plunder, not:to fight, q 
‘The tool of faction fliall to peace invite 
And foes to. union be employ’d the kingdoms{ 
to unite, " 
Yer till fome Whigs among the prere as 
found,. 
Like brambles flourifhing in barren: ground; 
Somers maticioufly employs his care 
‘To make the lords the legiflature thare. 
Burnet declares how French dragooning rofe, 
And bithops perfecuting bills oppofe : i 
Till Rochefter'’s * cool temper thail be fir'd, 
And North’s and Nottingham’s ftrong reafoning 
be admir'd, = 
But when due time their counfels fhall mature, 
And freth removes have made the game fecure ; 
When Somerfet and Devonthire give place 
‘To Wyndham’s Bradford, and to Richmond’ 
grace, > 
Both convert’s great ; when juttice is refin'd, 
And corporations garbled to their mind; 
Then patlive doétrines fhali with glory rife, 
Before them hated moderation flies, 
And Anti-chrittian toleration dies. 
Granville fhail feize the long expedted chair, 
Godolphin to fome country feat repair ; 
Pembroke from ajl employments be debarr’d, 
And Marlborough, tor ancient crimes, receive hiv’ 
juft reward. ss 
France, that this happy change fo wifely has be- 





‘un, 

Shall viele the great defign, and bid it {moothly. 
ren. 

Come on young James's friends, this is the time, 
come on; 

Receive juft honours, and furround the throne. 

Boldly your loyal principles maintain, 

Hedges now rules the flate, and Rooke the main. 

Grimes is at hand the members to reward, 

And troops are trufted to your own Gerhard. 

The faithful club affenibles at the Vine, 

And French imrigues are broach'd o'er Englith. 
‘wine, 

Freely the fenate the defign proclaims, 

Afironung William, and applauding James, 

Good ancient members, with a folemn face, 

Propofe that fafety give to order place; 

And what they dare not opeuly diffuade, 

Ts by expedients ineffe@tual made. 

Ewn Finch aud Mulgrave, whom the court carefo, 

Exalt its praifes, but its power deprels; 

And, that impartial juflice may be feen, 

Confirm: to friends what they refus'd the Queen. 


* Bikes 
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ithop’s who moft advane’d good James’s caufe | Not Thracian Saint Join fhould with me centend, 
In church and ftate, now reap deferv'd applavfe : | Nor my fwect lays harmonious Hansmond’s mend: 
While thofe who rather made the Tower their | Not though young D’Avenant, Saint John fhould 





a; choice, protect, 
Aré'ftyl’'d unchriftian by the nation’s voice. Or the fhrewd Doctor, Hammond's lines corre&. 
‘Avow’dly now St. David's caufe they own, Nay, fhould Tredenham in Saint Mawes compare 
And James's votes for Simony atone. his fongs to mine, . 
Archbifhop Kenn fhall from Long-Leat be drawn, | Tredenham, though Saint Mawes were judge, his - 
While firm Nonjurors from behind fland crowd: laurel fhould refign. 7 
ing for the lawn. Prepare, aufpicious youth, thy friends to meet; 
_And thou, great Weymouth, to reward thy charge, | Sir George * already has prepar'd the fleet. 
Shalt fail to Lambeth in his grace’s barge. Should rival Neptune (who with envious mind 
See by bafe rebels James the Juft betray'd, In times of danger ftill this chief confin’d) 
See his three realms by vile ufurpers {way’d; Now fend the gout, the hero to difgrace, 
‘Then fee with joy his lawful heir reflor'd, Honeft George Churchill may Supply his place. 
Aud erring natiops own their injur’d lord. 
+ © would kind heaven fo long my life maintain, aRtele: 


nfpiring raptures worthy {uch a reign ! 
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Ev'n I, though flow to touch the painful fring, 
Awake from flumber, and attempt to fing. 
POEM TO THE MEMORY OF PHILIPS. 
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Epsonp Neate, known by the name of Smits, was the only fon of Mr. Nealg, an eminent 
merchant, by a daughter of Baron Lechmere, at whofe feat, called Hanley, ne ‘enburyy a 
‘Worcefterthire, he was born in the year 1668. 

Some misfortunes of his father, which were foun after followed by his death, occafioned the 
fon’s being left to the care of Mr. Smitb, who had married his father’s fitter. 

Mr. Smith treated him as if he had been his own fon, and placed him at Weftminfter-fchool, 
under the care of Dr. Bufby; who formed {uch high expectations of him, as to detain’ him 
at fchool beyond the ufual time, as his cuftom was, with young men of the moft promifing 
abilities, 7 

After the death of his generous guardian, whofe name, in gratitude, he thought proper to af 
fume, he was ele&ed to Trinity College, Cambridge, but being invited, at the fame time, to 
Chrift Church College, Oxford, he preferred a ftudentthip in that fociety, where he was handfome+ 
Jy maintained by his aunt, tili her death. 

Sotme time before his leaving Chritt Church, he was fent for, by his mother, to Worcefter, and. 
acknowledged by her as a legitimate ion; a circumftance whichjhis biographer, Mr. Oldifwortb, ! 
mentions, in order “ to wipe off the afperfions that were ignorantly cat by fome upon his 
birth.” 

Itis probable, he was admitted a member of Chrift Church in 1688, when he was twenty yoara, 
old ; for his name is fubfcribed to a copy of Latin verfes, on the Birth of the Prince of Wales, with, 
the addition of Commoner, when a Frofeman (according to the univerfity phrafe), and before he was, 
appointed 'to a ftudentihip, 3 

In 1689, he fignalized his abilities, in writing fore Latin verfes on the Inauguration of King 
William and Queen Mary ; and again, in 16y0, he wrote a congratulatory pocm, on the Return of” 
King William from ireland, ipferted in the Oxford Colle@ions of that time. 

In 1691, he wrote n Ode on the Death of Dr. Edward Pouch, the learned Qzientalift, which is 
printed in the fecond volume of the Aeije Angiicaue, and is by far the beft lyric compofition in. 
that colledtion, 

‘Thefe performances raifed him very high in his college ; but the indecency and licentiaufnele of 
his behaviour drew upon him, 24th Decen:ber 1694, while he was yet a bachelor, a public admo-. 
nition, entered upon record, in order to his expulfion. 

He proceeded, however, to take bis degree of Niafler of Arts, 8th Jely 1696, and. paffed thrqugh 
the exercifes of the cullege and the univesfity with unulual applaufe. y 

His reputation for literature advanced with his years; for he continued to cultivate his mind, 
though he did Lot corre his irregulerities, which, at length, gave fo much offence, that, 24¢h, 


April r2co_the Dean one Chapter ccckred “ the plage of Mr. Smith void, he having been cone 
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vidted of rlotous mifbehavionr in the houfe of Nr. Cole, an apothecary; but ie was referred ta 
the Dean, when, and upon what occafion the fentence fhould he put in execution,” 

Some time afterwards, he affumed the appearance of decency, and beeame candidate for the af- 
fice of Cenfor in thei College; but it was not thought proper to truft the fuperintendence of 
others to a man who took fo tittle care of himfelf; and the preference was given to Mr. Foulkes, 
his junior. is 
Alter the lofs of his eledion, he was obf:rved to he le(s ‘atteutive to decency; and took. hig rer 


‘venge, with more wit than prudence, in afevere Jampoon againit the Dean, Dr. Aldrich, whom 
he confidered as the opponent of his claim. : 

He was endured, however, by the univerfity, with all his irregularities, two years longer; but, 
om 20th December 1705, at the inftance of all the canons, the fentcnce declared five years before, 
was put in dxecutidii, with the tcndernefs due to a genius and a fcholar, whom they were unwil- 
ling to Jofe. : 

He now repaired to London, where his reputation had preceded him, and where he was caredfed 
‘by men of the greateft abilities among the Whig party, to which he was zealoufly attached, and 
fupported by the liberality of thofe, whatever were their party, who delighted in his converfation. 
* "The vivacity of his convivial wit, whieh exceeded the firongeft prepoffeflions that had been con 
ceived in hisMvour, connected him with the licentious and diffolute, among whom he affeéted the 
gaicty of a man of pleafure, though he fill retained that extreme negligence of drefs, which, 
at college, procured him the name of Captain Ray. f 

Such, however, was the napural gracefulnefs of his perfon, that even this fingularity could not 
tender itt difagreeable ; infomuch, that the fair fex ufed at once to commend and reprove him, by 
the name of the Handfome Sloven. 

Jn 1708, he publithed an elegiac Pocm to the Memory of Foln Philips, his friend and fellowecol~ 
Jegian, which is jultly efteemed among the beft in our Janguage. It appears from an invaluable 
fragment, tranfcribed by Dr. Johnfon, from the Bodleian Manufcripts, that he intended to prefix 





“© A Prefatory Difcourfe to it, with a Chara&er of his Writings.” It is faid, that a guinca was ufue 


ally given by his fricnds for a fingle copy ; and, as his acquaintance was numerous, it was a very. 
profitable poem. 

» In1709, his Phaedra and Hippolitus, a Tragedy, was acted at the theatre in the May-market, 
No play was ever introduced with greater advantages, ot had ever excited greater expectations, 
At was countenanced by perfons of the highcft rank, and the moft diftinguifhed abilities of both 
parties. It was honoured with a prologue by Addifon, and an epilogue by Prior. tt was exhibit. 
ed at an extraordinary cxpence, and inimitably perfurmed by Betterton, Booth, Barry and Old- 
field. But its intrinfic excellence was not {ufficient for its fupport on the flage; for it was hardly. 
heard the third night. Addifon, in the Tatler, mentions this neglect as a difgracc to the nation, 
and imputes it to the fondnefs for operas then prevailing. ‘ 

It was bought, however, by Lintot, the bookfeller, at an advanced price, and the dedication c- 
cepted by Halifax, the Whig patron of literature, who had prepared to reward Smith with a place 
of three hundred pounds a-year ; but, cither from pride, caprice, or yndolence, he neglected to ate 
tend him, and mifled his reward, by not going to folicit it. 

About this time there was a defign of employing him in writizg the Hiftory of the Revolution, 
which was dropped, on account of certain feruples which perplexed his integrity, in chara@erifing 
fome of the principal a@ors in that memorable event. 

He undertook, alfo, a Tranflation of Pindar, of which his friend Mr. Oldifworth faw about ten 
Sheets ; and engaged in feveral other literary projegts, which he wanted leifure and perfeverance to 
execute. . 

. His greateft undertaking was Lenginus, of which he finifhed an entire tranflation 3 which he in- 
tended to accompany with notes and obfervations, and a fyftem of the Art of Poetry, under the 
titles of Thought, Diétion, and Figure ; with illuftrations from the Greek, Latin, Englith, French, Spa~ 
nifh and Italian poets. 
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He refvived to try again the fortune of the ftage, with a tragedy, on the Rory of Lady Fane 
Lorag j and having formed his plan, and collected the materials, he was, in June 1710, invited by-. 
George Ducket, Efq. to his houfe at Hartham in Wilthire, that he might purfue-his work with lefs 
interruption. ° = 

But his way of living at Hartham did not much forward his ftudies, for he found fuch oppor- 
tunities of indulging his inclination to intemperance, that he became plethoric, and then, refolving., 
to eafe himfelf by evacuation, he rathly took a purge of his own. prescription, fo forcible, that it, 
put an end to his Jife in July 1710, in the 4ad year of his age. _ He was buried in the church of , 
Hartham ; and had the following epitaph from his friend Mr. Adams of Chrift Church; in which, 
his charadter is finely drawn, 3 





BM... 
Epamunovt Smitn, A.M. 

Qui in Schola We/lmon, educatus,: 
Jugenii, et Literatura {plendore, 
Lepida morum comitate, 
4Edem Chrifti Oxon. cohoneftavit 

“"" Poeta, Orator, Philofophus 
Cui Greca et Romana jandis eawlo 
Difciplinas fuas Euclides, et Stogyrita 
Tubam Mare, Flaccus lyram, 
Euripides Cotharnam, facundiam Cizere, 
Certatim detulere ; 
Ut quod paucis unquam contigit, 

Id Egregio huic Juveni palmarium foret, 
‘Tragediam in Hippolito fuo, reftituore, 
Auriaci gloriam Scriptis angere 
Badleio, Pocockio, Philipfie, famam addere. 
Dom autem judicio pollens limato, 
De Sublimi decendi genere 
Lonzinus alter opus parat arduum, 
Neu ! fato immaturo extindus eft; 
Viris doctis et ingeniofis femper carus, 
Eo nunc carior, quia abreptus, 
Obiit A.D. MDCCX. Atta. 42. 


His poems, difperfed up and down in the mifcellanics, with his Tragedy, and a Latin oration 


in landem Thome Bodleii, were collected and publifked by his friend Mr. Oldifworth, in 1 779. 


His Tragedy is preferved in this colle@ion, as it is rather a fine poem, than an excellent play. © 


The ation is mythological, and cannot be believed, nor beheld with intereft or anxiety. The 
diction is tooluxuriant and fplendid for dialogue, and envelopes the thoughts rather than difplays 
them. It is a fcholar’s play, fuch as may’pleafe the reader rather than the fpe@ator ; the produc- 
tion of a vigorous and elegant mind, accuftomed to pleafe itfelf with its own conceptions, but with 
little knowledge of real life. 


His Poem to the Memory of Philips difplays an elegant combination of fondnefs and admiration; ' 


of dignity and foftnefs; with the exception of fome paflages which are too ludicrous. His Latin 
" Verfes poffefs fuch uncommon excellence, that they may juftly rank with the beft productions of 
that kind among the modern writers. His Pocockivs, in particular, cxpreffes, with great felicity, 
modern and familiar images in claffical di@ion. A “ ludicrous analyfis” of it, written by himfelf, 
is printed in the “ Student,” Vol. I. p- 383. g 
All his pieces are claflical and correct, and diftinguifhed by beauty of flylc and harmony of verfi- 
fications‘Whict muit cniure them a favourable reception, and induce every ene to regret that he 
” lived to finith fo few Produdtions. . 
2 
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Mr. Oldifworth ‘Was drawn his chara&er with the laudable fondnefs and partiality of friends 
thip———' - 

°* He Had a quicknefs of apprehenfion, and vivacity of underftanding, which eafily took ie and 
emounted the mot knotty parts of mathematics and metaphyfics. His wit was Prompt and 
flowing, yet folid and Piercing, his tafle delicate, his head clear, and his manner of exprefling his 
thoughts perfpicuons and engaging; an eager, but generous emulation grew up in him, which 
puthed him upon ftriving to excel in every art and fcience that could make him a credit to his 
college, His judginent, naturaily good, foon ripened into an exquifite finenefs and diftinguifhing 
fagacity; which, as it was active and buy, fo it was vigorous and manly, keeping even pace with 
atich and ftrong imagination, always on the wing, and never tired with afpiring, Hence it was, 
that, though he writ as young as Cowley, he had no puerilities.. There are many of his firft effays, 
in oratory, in epigram, elegy and epic, handed about the univerfity in manufcript, which thew a 
matfterly hand.” 

As there is no great reafon to objec to his charaer as given by Dr. Johnfon, it is fubjoincd as 
a@ teftimony of his merit, of unqueftionable authority. ‘ 

“ Smith is one of thofe lucky writers, who have, without much labour, attained high re. 
patation, and who are mentioned with reverence, rather for the poffeflion, than the exertion of une 
commun abilities, 

“ He was a man of fuch eftimation among his companions, that the cafual cenfures or praifes, 

" which he Gropped in converfation, were confidered like thofe of Sealiger, as worthy of prefer 
‘vation, 

“ He had great readinefs and exaétnefs of criticifm, and, by a curfory glance over a new compo 
fition, could exactly tell alll its faults and beauties, 

“ He was remarkable for the power of reading with great rapidity, and of retaining with great 
fidelity what he fo cafily collected. 

“ He therefore always knew what the prefent queftion required, and when his friends exprefled 
their wonder at his acquifitions, made in a ftate of apparent negligence and drunkennefs, he never 
difcovered his hours of reading or method of ftudy, but involved hinsfelt in affeéted filence, and 
fed his own vanity with their admiration and conjeQures, 

“ One pradtice he had, which was eafily obferved; if any thought or image was prefented ta 
his mind, that he could ule or improve, he did not fufler it to be loft; but amidf the jollity of a 
tavern, or the warmth of converlation, very diligently committed it to paper. 

“ In his courfe of reading it wa- particular, that he had diligently perufed, and accurately ree 
membered, the old romances, of knight crrantry. 

“ He-had a high opinion of his own merit, and was fomething contempruons in his treatment 
of thofe whom he confidered av net qualified to oppofe or contradié him. He bad many. frailties; 
yet it cannot but be fuppofed that he had great nierit, who could obtain to the fame play a pros 
Jogue from Addifon and an epilogue from Prior ; and who could have, at. once the patrohage of 
Halifax and the praife of Oldifworth.” 


PHAEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS, 


A TRAGEDY, 




















TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 


My Loxp, 


A\t foon as it was made known, that your Lord- 
Ship was not difpleafed with this play, my friends 

regan to value themfclves upon the intereft they 
had taken in its fuccefs: 1 was touched with a 
vanity { had not before been acquainted with, and 
began to dream of nothing lefs than the immor~ 
tality of my work, 

And Uhad fufficiently thewn this vanity in in- 
{cribing this play to your Lordthip, did 1 only 
confider you as one to whom fo many admirable 
pieces, to whom the praifes of Italy, and the beft 
Latin poem fince the 4Eneid, that on the Peace of 
Ryfwick, are confecrated. But it had been into~ 
lerable prefumption to have addreffed it to you, 
my Lord, who are the niceft judge of poetry, 
Were you not alfo the greateft encovrager of it; 
to you who excel all the prefent age as a poet, 
did you not furpais all the Preceding ones as a 
patron, 

For, in the times when the Mufes were moft 
encouraged, the beft writers were countenanced, 
but never advanced ; they were admitted to the 
acquaintance of the greateft men, Lut that was ail 
they were to expe&. The bounty of the patron 
is no where to be read of but in the works of the 
poets, whereas your Lordhhip’s will fill thofe of 
the hiftorians, 

For what tranfa@ions can they write of, which 
have not heen managed by fome who were re- 
commended by your Lordthip? "Tis. by your 
Lordthip’s means, that the univerfities have been 
teal purferies for the ftate ; that the courts abroad 
are charmed by the wit and dearning, as well as 

TS 


the fagacity, of our miniflers; that Germany, 
, Switzerland, Mufcovy, and even “Curkey stele, 
j begins to relifh the politenefs of the Englith ; that 
the poets at home adorn that court which tl 
formerly ufed only to divert; that abroad they 
travel, in a manner very unlike their predeceflor 
Homer, and with an equipage he could not bee 
ftow, even on the heroes he defigned to immor~ 
talize. ae 
And this, my Lord, thews your knowledge of 
men as well as writings, and your judgment no 
lefs than your generofity, You have diftinguith. 
ed between thofe who by their inclinations or a= 
bilities were qualified for the pleafure only, and 
thofe that were fit for the fervice of your coun= 
try; you made the one eafy, and the other ufex 
ful: you have left the one no occafion to with for 
any preferment, and you have obliged the public 
by the promotion of the others. 

And now, my Lord, it may feem odd, that E 
thould dwell on the topic of your bgunty only, 
when [ might enlarge on fo many others; whea 
T ought to take notice ofthat illuftrions family 
from which you are {prung, and yet of the great 
merit which was neceflary to fet you cn a level: 
wirh it, and to raife you to that houfe of Peers 
which was already filled with your relations. 
When I ought to confider the brightnefs of your 
wit in private converfation, and the folidity of. 
your eloquence in public debates; when I ought 
to admire in you the politenefs of a courtier, and 
the fincerity of a friend; the opennels of beha- 
viour which clara: all who addrefs chemfelves to 
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yeu, and yot that hidden referve which is necef- | pires to, is, that your Ldrdihip would be pleaf 
fary for thofe great affairs in which you are con- | to pardon this prefumption, and pérmit me 
” cerned. profefs myfelf, with the moft profound refpe@s 


To pafs over all thefe great qualities, my Lord, 


and infift only on your generofity, looks as if 1 {o- Your Lordfhip’s moft humble, 


cited it for myfelf; but to that I quitted all man- 


ner of claim, when I took notice of your Lord+ And moft obedient fervant, 


fhip’s great judgment in the choice of thofe you 
advance; fo that all at prefent my ambition af 


EDM. SMITH. 








DRAMATIS PERSONA 


MEN. 
Thefeus, King of Crete, - - Sor Ps et 
Hippolitus, his fon; in love with Ifmena, - - - 
Lycon, minifter of flate, — - - - - . = 


Cratander, captain of the guards, - ee - 


WOMEN. 


Phadra, Thefeus’s Queen, in love with Hippolitus, 
Hmena, a captive Princefs, in love with Qippolicus, 


GUARDS, ATTENDANTS. 


Mr. Betterton, 
Mr, Booth, 
Mr. Keen. 
Mr. Corey. 


Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Oldfield. 


{See the Prologue and Fpilcgue in the Poems of Appison and Prior.]} 


PHZEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 








ACT IL 


Enter CRATANDER ahd LYCON. 
LYCON. 


Tis ftrange, Cratander, that the royal Phadra 

Should ftill continue refolute in grief, 

And obftinately wretched: 

That one fo gay, fo beautiful and young, 

Of godlike virtue and imperial powcr, 

Should fly inviting joys, and court deflru@ion. 
CRATANDER. 

4s there not caufe, when lately joined in marriage, 
To have the king her hufband call’d to war? 
‘Then for three tedious moons tu mourn his ablence, 
Nor know his fate? 

LYCON, 
The king may caufe her forrow, 
But not by abfence. Oft I’ve feen him hang 
‘With greedy eyes, and languifh o’er her beauties; 
She from his wide, deceiv’d, defiring arms 
Flew taftelefs, loathing ; whiltt dejeéted Thefeus, 
‘With mournful loving eyes purfu’d her flight, 
And dropt a filent tear. 
CRATANDER. 
Ha! this is hatred, 
‘This is averfion, horror, deteftation : [kind, 
Why did the queen whe might have cull’d man- 
Why did the give her perfon and her throne 
‘To one the loath’d? 
LYCON, 
Perhaps the thought it jult 
‘That he fhould wear the crown his valour fav'd. 
CRATANDER. 

Could fhe not glut his hopes with wealth and 
Reward his valour, yet réjeé his love? [honowr, 
Why, when a happy mother, queen, and widow; 
Why did the wed old Vhefeus? Whi'e his fon, 
‘Vhe brave Hippolitua, with equal youth, 
4.nd equal beanty, mught have i'd her arms, 

LYCON, 

Hippolitus (in diftant Scy 
‘Phe wariike Amazo:, Camiila's fon), 
“Tilk our queen’s aimrriage, was unknown to Crete; 
And (ure the queen could with him i i 














SCENE 


She leaths, deteft him, flies his hated prefence, 
And fhrizks and trembles at his very name: 
CRATANDER. ety 
Well may fhe hate the Prince fhe needs miuft 
fear; 
He may difpute the crown with Phadra’s fon, 
He's brave, he’s fiery, youthful, and belov’d; 
His couraye charms the men, his form the women ; 
His very {ports are war. 
LYCON. ‘ 
O! he’s all hero, {corns th’ inglotious cafe © 
Of lazy Crete, delights to fhine in arms, A 





‘To weild the fword, and launch the pointed {pears . 


‘To tame the generous horfe, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the hills, aad dares the angry lion : 

‘Yo join the ttruggling courfers to his chariot, 

‘To make their tubborn necks the rein obey, 

To turn, to ftop, or ftretch alung the plain. 
Now the queen’ stick, there’sdangerin hiscourage.— 


Be ready with your guards.--I fear Hippolitus. * 


[Exit Crat. 
Fear him! for what? poor filly vireuous wretch, 
Affecting glory, and contemning power; 7 
Warm without pride, without ambitiow brave; 
A fenteleis hero, fit to be a tool 
To thofe whofe godlike fouls are turn’d for empjre. 
An open honeft fool, that loves and hates, 

Aud yet more fool to own it. He hates flatcerers, 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 
Where he might have a flave. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him, 
Let the queen live or dic, the prince muft fail. 

: Enter isMENA. 
What! fill attending on the queen, Ifmena? 
O charming virgin! O exalted viztue! 
Can fill your goodnefs, conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not rebb’d cf your Athenizn crown ? 
Was not your royal father Palias fain, [feus? 
And all his wretched race, by conquering “‘The- 
And do you itil! ch o’er his confurt Phaedra? 
And dill repay fuch cruchy with love! 

os * 





. To) 
them be cruel that de 





“kgs 
¥m of a fofter mould, poor Phadra’s forrows 
Pierce through my yielding heart, and wound my 


. foul. 
LYCON, . 
Now thrice the riGmg fun has cheer’d th 
world, {ment ; 


Since the renew’d her ftrength with due refrefh- 
‘Thrice has the night brought cafe to man, to 
beaft, 
Since wretch’d. Phadra clos'd her ftreaming eycs : 
She flies all reft, all neceffary food, 
Refolv'd to die, nor capable to live. 
. ISMENA. 

But now her grief has wrought her into frenzy ; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes fhe raves for mufic, light, and 

. Nor air, nor light, nor mufic, calm her pains ; 
"Then with extatic ftrength fhe {prings aloft, 
. And moves and bounds with vigour not her owa. 
LYCON. 

Then life is on the wing, then moft the finks 
Whtn mo the feems reviv'd. Like boiling water, 
That foame and hilfes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbjes to thé brim; ev'n then moft waft- 
‘When moik it fwells. [ing, 

ISMENA. 
My lord, now try your art; 

Her wild diforder may d:fclofe the fecret 

Hier cooler fenfe conceal’; the Pythian goddefs 

Ys dumb and fullen, till with fury fill'd 

She fpreads, the rifes, growing to the fight, 

‘She tare fhe foams, the raves; the awful fecrets 

Burtt from her trembling lips, and cale the tor- 
: tur’d maid. 
_ But Phadra comes, yé gods! how pale, how weak! 





Later Prmona an! Attendants. 
PHEDRA, 

Stay, virgins, flay, Pil ref my weary fteps; 
My firength forfakes me, and my dezzled eyes 
Ake with the flathing light, my loofeu’d knees 
Shik under their dull weight; fupport me, Lyc. n, 
Alas! 1 faint. 


LYCON, 
° c 


= : Afford her cafe, kind Heaven! 
: PUADRA 
Why blaze dete jewels round my wretched 
head + 


“why all this labour'd elegance of drefs! 

‘Why flow thefe wanton curls in arefu! ri 

Take, {natch them hence! alas! you all confpire 

To heap new forrows on my tortur’d fi.u 

All, all confpire to make your queen unhappy! 
TSMENA. 

This you requir'd, and to che pleafing cafk 
Call'd your officious maids, and arg’d cheir art ; 
You hid them lead you from yon hideous dark- 

nefs 
To the glad cheering day, yet now avoid it, 
And bate the light you fought 
PHEDRA. 
Ob! my Lycon! 
Ob! how tloog ‘0 kéy my weiry herd 
Oq tender, Aswery beds, and fp inging grals, 
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To ftre-ch my limbs beneath the fpreading fhade 

OFf venerable oaks, to flake my thirft 

With the cool ne@tar of refrething. fprings, 
LYCON. 

T'll forth her frenzy ; come, Phaedra, let’saway 
Let's to the woods, and lawns, and limpid ftreamis, 
PHUEDRA. 

Come, let’s away, and thou, moft bright Diana, 
Goddefs of woods, immortal, chafte Diana ! 
Goddefs prefiding oer the rapid race 
Place me, O place me in the dufty ring 
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory! 
See how they mount and fhake the flowing reins! 
See from the goal the fiery courfers bound, 

Now they {train panting up the fteepy hill, 
Now (wgep along its top, now neigh along thé 
vale! 

How the car ratrle.! how its kindling wheels 
smoke in the whirl! fhe circling fand afcends, 
And in the noble duft the chariot’s lott 

LYCON, 

What, madam! 
PHEDRA. 
Ah, my Lycon! ah, what faid I! 

Where was T hurry’d by my roving fancy ! 
My languid eyes aré wet with fudden tears, 
And on my face unbiddett biufhes glow. 

LYCdN, % 

Blufh then, but blath for your deftrudtive fi- 

fence, [death ; 
That tears your foul, and weighs you down to 
Oh! fhould you die (ye powers forbid her death!) 
Who then would shield from wrongs your helplefs 
orphan ! 
©! he might wander, Phedra’s fon might wander, 
A‘naked fuppliant through the world for aid! 
Then he may cry, invoke his mother’s name ? 
He may be doom’d to chains, to fhame, to death, 
While proud Hippolitus thall mount his throne. 


i PURDRA. 
O Heavens ! 
LYcoN. Ht 
Ha! Phadra, are you touch’d at this! 
PHEDRA- cr 
Unhappy wretch! what name was that you 
fpoke ? 
LYCON. 


And does his name provoke your juft refent- 
Then let it raife your‘fear, as well as rage, [ments 
Think how you wrong’d him, to his father 

wrong'd him! [exile 
Think how you drove him hence, a wandering 
To diftant climes! then think what certain ven~ 

geance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan! 
For his fake then renew your drooping fpirits, 
Feed, with uew oil, the wafting lamp of iife, 
‘That winks and tre.nbles, now, juft now expiring 
Make hafte, preferve your life ! 

PREDRA. 
Alas! too long, 

Too long have I preferv'd a guilty life. 


LYCON. 
Guilty ! what guilt! has blood, has horrid mur- 
Imbrued your hands! ' . {der, 
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Should he be falfe, I would-not with him ilk, 


PREDRA, 
Alas! my hands are guiltlefs : 
But oh! my heart’s defil’d ! 
I've faid too much, forbear the reft, my Lycon, 
. And lec me die to fave the black confeffion. 
LYCON, 
Die, then, but not alone! old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a victim to your cruel filence. 
Will you not tell? Oh lovely, wretched queen | 
By all the cares of your firft infant years, [you, 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal, f’ve thew’d 
‘Tell me your gricfs, unfold your hidden forrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 
PREDRA, 
‘What fhall t fay, malicious, cruel puwers | 
O where fhall | begin ! O cruel Venus! 
How fatal love has been to all our race ! 
LYCON, 
let it die in filence, 
PUILDRA. 
© Ariadne! O unhappy filter! 
LYCON. 
Ceafe to record your fifter’s gricf and fhame. 
THAEDRA, 
And fince the cruel God of Love requires it, 
T fall the laft, and moft undone of all. 
Lycon, 
Do you then love? 
PHRDRA. 
Alas! f groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the thame of impious love. 
LYCON, 
Forbid it, Heaven ! 
PHEDRA. 
Do not upbraid me, Lycon ! 
T love !—Alas! I thudder at the name, {tongue 
My blood runs backward, and my faultering 
Sticks at the found !—1 leve !—O righteous Hea- 
ven! 
Why was I born with fuch a fenfe of virtue, 
So great abhorrence of the {maileft crime, 
And yet a flave to fach impetuous guile ! 
Rain on me gods, your plagues, your fharpett 
tortures, 
Affli& my foul with any thing but guilt— 
And yet that guilt is mine !—I’il think no more. 
Vil to the woods among the happier brutes : 
Come, let's away ! hark the thrill horn refounds, 
The jolly hunt{men’s cries rend the wide Hea- 
vens! 
Come, o’er the hills purfue the bounding Stag, 
Come, chace the Lion and the foaming Boar, 
Come, roufe up ail the monfters vf the woud, 
For there, ev’n there, Hippolitus will guard me! 
LYCON. 





Forget it, madam 





Hippolitus ! 
PHEDRA. 
‘Who's he that names Hippolitas ! 

Ah! I'm betray'd, and all my guilt difcover'd! 
Oh! give me poilon, fwords—I'li noc live, not 
Pil lop my breath ! (bear it; 

ISMENA. 

I'm loft, but what’s that lofs! 

Hippolitus is loft, or loft to me: 
Wet thrald it chacus prevail upon his foul, 





Then in fome lonely defert place expire, 


sali 


With my laft parting breath Ud blefs my lord ; ~ 
[hita, 
Whence my unhappy death fhould never reach 
Left it thould wound his peace, or damp his joys. 
(Afde: 
LYCON. 
Think ttill the fecret in your royal breaft, 
For hy the awful majefty of Jove, 
By the Allfeeing Sun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindred gods, we fwear, O Phaedra; 
Safe as our lives, we'll keep the fatal fecret. 
isMaNna, &c. 
We fwear, all {wear, to keep it ever fecret. 
PHEDRA, 

Keep it: from whom? why, ’tis already known 
The tale, the whifper of the babbling vulgar ! 

Oh ! cam you kecp it from yourfelves, unknow it 

Or do you think I’m fo far gone in guilt, 

‘That Ucan fee, can bear the looks, the eyes, 

Of one who knows my black detefted crimes, 

Of one who kuows that Phadra loves her fon ? 
LYCON. 

Unhappy queen! auguft, unhappy race! . 

Oh! why did Thefeus touch this fatal thore 2 

Why did he fave us from Nicander’s armis, 

To bring worfe ruin on us by his love ? 
PIEDRA, 

His love indeed! for that unhappy hour, __ : 
In which the priefls join’d Thefens’ hand to ming, 
Shew’d the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. ° 
Gods! how J fhook { what boiling heat inflam’d 
My panting break! how from the touch of Thee 

feus . 
My flack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 
Priefts, altars, victims, fam before my fight! . 
The God of Love, ev’n the whole Gad, poftee 


me | 
LYCON, 
At once, at firft poffelt you ? 
PHEDRAL 
Yes, at firft! 


That fatal evening we purfued the chace, 

When from behind the word, with rulting found. 

A monitrous boar ruth'd forth ; his baleful eyes ~ 

Shot glaring fire, and his ftiff-pointed*briftles 

Rofe high upon his back ; at me he made, 

Wherting his tuiks, churning hidepus foam 3 

‘then, then Hij-politus flew in to aid me; 

Colle&ting all felf, and rifing to the blow, 

He launch’d the whifling f{pear, the well-aim’ 
javelin 

Pierc’d his tough hide, and qiiver'd in his hearts 

The montter fell, and gnafhing with huge tuiks 

Plow’d up the crimfon earth, But then Hip< 
poiitus, 

Gods: how he mov'd, and look'’d, when he ap 
proach’d me! 

When het and panting from the favage conqueft,” 

Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 

His kindling cheeks with purple beauties glow’d;* 

His lovely, fparkling eyes thut martial fires: 

Ch godlike form! oh extafy and tranfpert!. 

My breath grew fhort, my beating heart Sprang 
upward, é 
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And feap'd ard bounded in my heaving hofom. 
Alas! I'm pleas’d; the horrid ftory charms me.— [ 
‘No more.— That night with fedr and love I 

feeken’d, 
Oft I receiv’d his fatal charming vifits: 
“Then would he taik with fuch an heavenly grace, 
Look with fuch dear compaffion on my pains, 
That I could with to be fo fick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirfty foul, 
“Drank gorging in the dear delicious poifon, 
Till T was loft, quite loft in impious love : 
And thall T drag an execrable life : 
And fhall T hoard up guilt, and treafure ven- 
geance? 
LYCON. 
No; labour, ftrive, fubdue that guilt, and live. 
PHEDRA. 
- ‘Did I not labour, ftrive, all-feeing powers! 

* Did F not weep and pray, implore your aid? 
Burne clouds of incenfe on your loaded altars ? 
Oh! I call’d Heaven and carth to my affiftance, 
All the ambitions thirft of fame and empire, 

And all the henef pride of confcions virtue : 
I ftruggled, rav'd; the new-born paflion reign’d 
Almighty in bis birth. 
LYCON. 
‘ Did yeu e’er try 
To gain his love ? 
: PIEDRA. 

Avert fuch crimes, ye powers ! 
No, ta avoid his love, I fought his hatred; 

1 wrong’d him, fhunn’d him, banifh’d him from 
- "rete, 

I fent him, drove him, from my longing fight : 
Ja vain I drove him; for his tycane form 

*Reign’d in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes, 
¥€ to the gods I pray’d, the very vows 
d made to Heav’n, were, by my erring tongue, 
Spoke to Hippolitus. I 1 try’d to flecp, 

Straight to my drowfy eyes my reftlefs fancy 
» Brought back his fatal furm, and curft my dum- 


ber: 
LYCON. 
Firft let me try to meit him into love. 
iz PIEDRA. 


No} did his haplels paffion equal mine, 

T would refufe the blifs [ moft defir'’d, 

Confult my fame, and facrifice my lite, 

Yes; { would die, Heaven knows, this very mo- 

ment, 
Rather than wrong my lord, my hufbaud Thefeus. 
= LYCON. 
Perhaps that lord, that hufband, is so more; 

Te wert from Crete in hafte, his army thin, 

"ko meet the numerous troops of fierce Molof- 

fians ; 
Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your fon. 
PIUEDRAY 
Alas! that fhocks me, 

O Jet me fee my young one, let me {natch 

A hatty farewell, a lait dying kifs! 

Yet, flay, his fight will melt my juft refolves; 

But ch! ¢ beg with my lait fallying breath ; 
Chez th my bade. 





OF SMITH. 


Enter MESSENGER. 


MESSENGER. 
Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What yeu muft know—Your royal hufband’s 


dead. 
PHEDRA. 
Dead: oh ye powers! 
LYCON. 


O fortunate event! 
‘Then earth-born Lycon may afcend the throne, 
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. [Afide.] Mourn, mourn, 
ye Cretans, 
Since he is dead, whofe valour fav'd your ifle, 
Whofe prudent care with fowing plenty crown’d 
His peaceful fubjects ; 2s your tawering Ida 
With Spreading oaks, and with defcending ftreams, 
Shades and enriches all the plains below. 
Say, how he dy'd. 
MESSENGER. 
He dy'd as Thecus ought, 
In battle dy'd; Philotas, now a prifoner, 
‘That, rufhing on, fought next his royal perfon, 
That {aw his thundering arm beat {quadrons 
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall : (dewn, 
Thefe eyes beheld his well-known ftecd, beheld 
A proud barbarian glittering in his arms, 
Encumber’d with the fpoil. 
PRADRA. 
Is he then dead! 
Is my much-injur'd lord, my Thefeus, dead ! 
And don’t { fhed one tear upon his urn ! 
What, vot a figh, a groan, a foft complaint ! 
Ah! thefe ave tributes due from pious brides, 
From a chatte matron, and a virtuous wife : 
But favage Love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims ail my forrows, and ufurps my grief. 
LYCON. 
Diimifs that grief, and give 2 loofe to joy : 
He’s dead, the bar of all your blefs is dead 5 
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Thee 
snd take the youthful hero to your arms, [feus: 
PH-EDRA. 
I dare not now admit of fuch a thought, 
And blefs’d be Heav'n, that ftcel’d my ttubborn 
heart, 
That made me fhen the bridal bed of Thefeus, 
And give him empire, but refufe him love. 
LYcon, A 
‘Then may his happier fon be blef’d with boths 
Then rouze your foul, and muites all your charms, 
Sooth his ambitious mind with thirft of empire, 
and all his tender thoughts with fof allurements. 
Y PILEDR A. 
Bat fhould the youth refufe my preffer’d love ! 
O fhould he throw me from his loathing arms! 
1 feat the trial; for 1 know Hippolitns 
Fierce in the right, and obftinately good + 
When round betct, his virtue, like a flood, 
Breaks with refi‘ilets force th’ oppofing dams, 
And bears the mounds along; they’re hurried on, 
And fwell the torrent they were rais’d to ftop. 
I dare not yet refolve ; Vil try to live, 


And to the awful gods I'll leave tne PERT 


. 


PHADRA AND 


LY¥caN. 
Madam, your fignec, that your flave may order 
What's moft convenient for your royal fervice. 
. PHJEDRA. 
x Take it, and with it take the fate of Phedra: 
“And thou, O Venus, aid a fuppliant queen, 
‘That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy power: 
O {pare thy captives, and fubdue thy foes. 
On this cold Scythian let thy power be known, 
And in a lover’s caufe affert thy own; 
"Then Crete, as Paphos, fhall adore thy fhrine : 
This nurfe of Jove, with grateful fires thall 
fhine, 
And with thy father’s flames fhall worfhip thine. 
[Exit Phedra, &c. 
LYCON folus, 
Tf fhe propofes love, why then as furely 
His haughty foul refufes it with fcorn.——- 
Say [confine him! Tf the dies he’s fafe 5 
And if the lives, Ul work her raging mind. 
A woman fcorn’d, with eafé V'll work to ae 
geance: 
With humble, fawning, wife, ohfequious arts, 
Pil rule the whirl and tran{port of her foul ; 
Then, what her reafon hates, her rage may a. 
When barks glide flowly through the jazy main, 
‘The bailled pilots turn the helms in vain ; 
‘When driven by winds, they cut the foamy 
way, 
The rudders govern, and the thips obey. 
(Exit. 














ACT 


He 
Enter PHEDRA, LYCON, aed ISMENA, 


Enter MESSENGER. 


MESSENGER. 
Mavam, the Prince Hippolitus attends. 
PHLEDRA. 
Admit him: Where, where Phadra’s now 





thy foul? 
*What—Shail } fpeak? And fhall my guilty tongue 
Let this infulting victor know his power? 





Or fhall 1 ftill confine within my breatt 

My refllefs paffions and devouring flames? 

But fee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes. —~ 
He ruthes on me like a blaze of light, 

I cannot bear the traniport of his prefence, 

But fink oppre{s’d with woe. : [Srvoons. 


Enter urPpouitus. 


HIPPOLITUS. 
Immortal gods! 
What have 1 done to raife fuch ftrange abhor- 
rence ! 

What have 1 done to fhake her thrinking nature 
‘With my approach, and kill her with my fight ? 
L¥CoN. 

Ales ! anoiife? tof devours her foul, | 
7 Aud only your affitance can relieve her. 


HIPPOLITUS, “$93 
HIFPOLITUS. 7 
Hat make it known, that [ may fly and aid hrery 
LYCON. 
But promife firft, my lord, to keep it fecret. 
HIPPOLITUS, 


Promife ! I fweay, on this good fword I fwear, 
This fword, which firft gain’d youthful Thefewe 
honour; ; 
Which oft has punifh’d perjury and falfehood* 
By thundering Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
By the majeftic form of godlike heroes, 
‘That thine around, and confecrate the fteel ; 
No racks, no fhame, hall ever force it from mes. 
PHEDRA. 
Hippolitus ! 
NIPPOLITUS. 
Yes, ’tis that wretch who begs you to difmils 
This hated obje@ from your cyes for ever; 
Begs leave to march againtt the foes of Thefeus, 
And to revenge or fhare his father’s fate, 
PHADRA 
Oh, Hippolitus ! 
{ own I've wrong’d you, moft unjuftly wrong’é 
you, [father-¢- 


; Drove you from court, from Crete, and from yous, 


‘The court, all Crete, deplor'd their fuffering hero, 
And J (the fad occafion) moft of all. 
Yet could you know relenfing Phadra's foul, 
© could you think with what reluctant grief 
I wrong’ the hero whom I with’d to cherith! 
Oh! you'd confefs me wretched, vot unkind, 
And own thofe ills did moft deferve your pity, 
Which moft procur’d your hate. 
HIPPOLITUS. 
My hate to Phadra # 
Ha! could I hate the royal {poufe of Thefeus, 
My queen, my mother ? 
PHADRA. 
Why your quecn, and mother 2 
More humble titles fuit my loft condition, 
Alas! the iron hand of death is an me, 
And Uhave only time ¢’ implore your pardon, 
Ab! would my lord forget injurious Phadia, 
And with comp-t.ion view her helplefs orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear protedion, 
Defend his youth from ail encroaching foes ! 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Oh, Wil defend him! with my life defend him £ 
Heavens dart your judgments on this faithlefe 
head, 
If I don’t pay him all a flave’s obedience, 
And all a father’s love. 
PHEDRA. 
A father's love ! 
Oh doubtful founds! oh vain deceitful hopes! 
My grief’s much eas'd by this tranfcending good. 
sind Thefeus’ deathyfits lighter on my foul: [nef 
Death? He's nut dead! he lives, he breathesg: 
he fpeaks, 
He lives in you, he’s prefent to my cyes, 
I fce him, {peak to him.—My heart! I rave, 
And all my folly's known, 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Oh! glorious folly ! 
See, Thefeus, fee, how much your Phadra lov'd. 


FOU. 
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598 
PHEDRA. 
* Love him, indeed! dote, languith, die for him; 
Forfake my food, my fleep, all joys for Thefeus, 
(But not that hoary, venerable Thefeus) , : 
But Thefeus, ashe was, when mantling blood 
Glow’d in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright eyes 
Syarkled with youthful fires; when every grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the fon ; 
When Thefeus was Hippolitus. 
, HIPPOLITUS. t f & 
: Ha! Amazetment ftrikes me! 
Where will this end ? ope 
LYCON: , 
Is’t difficult to guefs ? 
Does not her flying palencfs that but now ~ 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now fucceeds a momentary luftre,) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 
Her withing looks, her fpeech, her prefent filence, 
All, ali proclaim imyerial Phaedra loves you. 
HLPPOLITUS, 

_ What do Thear? What, does no lightning flath, 
No thunder bellow, when fuch. monftrous crimes 
Are own’d, avow’d, confeft ? All-feeing fun ! 
Hide, hide in fhameful night thy beamy head, 
And ceafe to view the horrors.of thy race. 

Alas! I fhare th’ amazing guilt; thefe cyes, 
‘That firft infpir’d the black inceftuous flame, 
‘Thefe cars, thatheatd the tale of impicus love, 
Are all accurs’d, end all deferve your thunder, 
ee PHADRA. | + 
Alas! my lord, believe me not fo vile. 
No: by thy goddefs, by the chafte Diana, 

None but my firtt, my machelov'd Lord Arfamnes, 
Was e’er receiv'd in thefe unbay py arms. 

No‘ for the love of thee. of thele dear. charms, 
Which now I fee are doom'd to be my rnin, 

1 (hill deny’d my lord, my hufband ‘Thefeus, 

"the chafte and modeft joys of fpotlefs warriage 5 
"That drove him hence to war, to ftormy feas, 
‘Vo rocks and' waves Jefs cruel than his Phaedra, 
. HIPPOLITUS. 

If thar drove Thefeus hence, then that kill’d 
‘ Thefeus, | BOR gs gate 
“And cruel Phaedra kilP'd her hufband Thefeus. 

PHADRA, : 
_Forbear,, rafh youth, nor dare to rouze my 
vengeance 5 ra 

You need not urge, nor tempt my fwelling rage 
With black reproaches, fcorn, and provocation, 
‘Lo do atdeed my reafon would abhor. - he 
Long has the fecret ftruggled in my breaft, 
Long has it pack’d and rent my tortur’d bofom ; 
Bry now ’tisout. Shame, rage, confufion, tear 
And drive me on te act unheard-of crimes, : 
‘Te murder thee, myfelf, and all thar know it. 
As when convuifions cleave the labouring earth, 
Before the difmai yawn appears, the ground . 
‘Yrembles and heaves, the nodding houfes crafh ; 
He’s fafe, who from the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that‘fees its opening bofom dies. — [ Exit. 
. é HIPPOLITUS. 7” » 

Then let me take the warning and retire ; 
Yd rather truft the reugh lonian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage.” 


[remana foews berfelf, lffening. * 
6 


.{ Glow'd with 
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Lycon. 
: Alas! my Lord, 
You mutt not leave the queen to her defpair. 
x HIPPOLITUS. 
-Muft not? From thee? Brom. that vile up- 
ftart, Lycon. . 
a ' LYCON. - 
Yes: From that Lycon who derives his greats 
. 2 nefs - [life. 
From Phadra’s race, and now would guard her 
Then, Sir, forbear, and view this royal fignet, 
And in her faithful flave obey the queen, 
; : fn [Enter Guards.” 
Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful 


diftance, 


: With that refpedt, it may not feem confinement, 


But only meant for honour. 
4 HIPROLITUS. 
te Se, confinement is 
The honour Crete beftows on Thefeus’ fon. 
Am I confin’d? And is ’t fo foon forgot, [dom ¥ 
When fierce Precruites’ arms o’er-ran your king» 
When your ftreets echo’d with the cries of or 
"_ phans, 2 fihrines, 
Your fhrieking maids clung’ round the hallow’d, 
When all your palaces and lofty towers s 
Smok’d on the earth, when the red fky around 
your city’s flames, (a ‘dreadful 
Taftre) : - = 
Then, then my father flew to your affiftance; .. 
Then Thefeus fav’d your fives, eftates, and ho« 
And do yeu thus reward the hero’s toil?» [noura, 
And do you now confine the hero’s fon? 
“4. Siycom. * 
‘Take nor an eafy thort confinement it, | 
Which your own fafety and the queen’s requires 
But fear not aught from-one that joys to ferve 
~ you. 
: HIPPOLITUS. Bev 
O, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of fervices from Lycon. 


4. Phy very looks are lies, eternal falfehood. 


Smiles in thy lips, and flatters in thy eyes; 
Xv'n in thy humble-face, f read my euin, 
In every cringing bow and fawning fmile : 
Why elfe d’ you whifper opt your dark fulpicions? 
Why. with malignant elogies increafe 
The people’s fears, and praife me to my ruin ? 
Why through the troubled. freets of righted’ 
Gnoflus : 

Do bucklers, helms, and polifh’d armour blaze? 
Why founds the dreadful din of inftant war, 
Whilft itill the foe's unknown ? : 

‘ “2 LYCONs 2 

Thien quit thy arts, 

Put off the ftatefman, and refume the jadge. 
Thou Proteus, fhift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the God. [,Afide,— 
That foe's tao near, : * [To Hipp 
“Fhe queen's difeafe, and your afpiring’ mind, 


Difturb all Crete, and give a loofe to war. 


2 JS HEPPOLITUS. 
Gods! dares he fpeak thus to a monarch’s fen? 
And movft this earth-born flave command in’ 
Crete? 
Was it for this my godlike father fought ¥: 


PHRDRA AND HIPPOLITUS, ea 








Did Thefeus bleed for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, BIPPOLITUS. Wee, 
See therd your king, the fucceffor of Minos, No more.—My fon! difdain@ias 
And heir of Jove. No, should try, my haughty: foul would fwelks: 
LYCON. Sharpen each word, and threaten in-my eyes: 
You may as well provoke O! fhould I ftoop to cringe, to lie, forfwear ? 
* ‘That Jove you worthip, as this flave you fcorn. | Deferve the ruin which I ftrive to fhun? 
Go feze Alemzon, Nicias, and ali ISMENA. 
The black abettors of his impious treafon. O, I can’t bear this cold contempt of death! 
Now o’er thy head th’ avenging thunder rolls : This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
For know, on me depends thy ioftant doom. To liberty or Sife. © cruel man! , 
Then learn (proud prince) to bend thy haughty | By thefe fad fighs, by thefe poor freaming tyeh 
foul, By that dear love that makes us now unhappyy- 
And if thou think’ft of life, obey the queen. By the near danger of that precivus life, 
HIPPOLTIUS, Heaven knows I value much above my own, 
Then free from fear or guilt, Vil wait my doom: j What! not yet mow’d? Are -you refolv’d oR 
Whate’er ’s my fault, no ftain fhall blot my glory. death? bias 
Vil guard my honour, you difpofe my life; Then, ere ’tis night, E fwear by all the powers 
[Exeunt Lye. and Crat. | This fteel fhall end my fears and life together. + 
Since he dares brave my rage, the danger’s near, HIPPOEITUS. ‘ : 


You fhan’t be trufted with a life fo precious, 
No, to the court I'll publith your defign, 
But when he itruggles in th’ entangling toils Ev’n bloody Lycen will prevent your fate; 
Infule the dying prey. Vis kindly done, If- ; Lycon fhall wrench the dagger from your bofeitie 


‘The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lion | 
H 

mena, ilimena enters. | And raving Phadra will preferve Iimena, 
{ 
| 


Bay afar off, and tremble in purfuit ; 





With all your charms, to vifit my diftref; ISMENA, Beg Bes 
Soften my chains, and make confinement eafy. Phaedra! Come on, I'll lead you on to Phiedtid 
1s it then given me to behold thy beauties ; Vil tetl her all the feerets of our love, 

Thole blufhing fweets, thofe lovely loving eyes! | Give co her rage her clofe deftructive rival ; 

To prefs, to ftrain thee to my beating heart. Her rival fure will fall, her Jove may fave yous 
And grow thus to my love: What's liberty to , Come fee me labour in the pangs of death, 





this ; My agonizing limbs, my dying cyes, 
‘What's fame or greatncfs? Take them, take / Dying, yet fixt in death on my Hippolitus. 
them, Phaedra, HIPPOLITUS. 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement | What's your defign? ye powers! what) mei 
Enclofe me thus fur ever. my love? : 
ISMENA. ISMENA. 
O Hippolitus ! She means to lead you in the road of fate; 
O I could ever dwell in this confinement! She means to die with one fhe can’t preferve. 
Nor wifh for aught while I behold my lord; Yet when you fee me pale upon the earth, . 
But yet that with, that only wifh is vain. This once Sov’d form grown horrible in death,. -. 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, Sure your relenting foul would wifh you'd fav 
Drive from your godlike foul a wretched maid ; me. 
‘Take to your arnis (affift me, Heaven to {peak it) HIPPOLITUS. 
"Take to your arms imperial Phadra, Oh! VII doall, do any thing to fave you, 
And think of me no more. Give up my fame, and ail my darling honour ¢ 
HIPPULITUS. Vil run, (i fly ; what you’li command Ji fay. 
Not think of thee ? ISMENA. 7 
What! part, for ever part? Unkind Umena : Say, what occafion, chance, or Heaven infpiredg 
Oh! can you think that death is half fo dread- | Say that you love her, that you lov’d her longs 
ful, Say, that you'll wed ber, fay that you'll comply s 
As it would be to live, and live without thee? Say, to preferve your lite, fay any thing. 
Say, fhould I quit thee, fhould I tern to Piedra, [nit Hig 
Say, could’ft thou bear it? Could thy tender foul } Blefs him, ye powers: and if it be a crime, 
Endure the torment of defpairing love, Oh. if the pious fraud offend your juttice, 
And fee me fettled in a rival’s arms? Aim all your vengeance on Ifmena’s head ; 
ISMENA. Punith limena, but forgive Hippolitus. [ger 
Think not of me: pethaps my equal mind He's gene, and now my brave rcfolves are ftag: 


Now I repent, like fome defpairing wretch 
‘That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
Then pants, and flruggles with the whirling 


May jearn to bear the fate the pods allot me. 
Yer would you hear me ; could your fav’d Ifmena 
With all her charms o’er-rute yeur fulien honour, 














You yet might live, nor leave the poor waves; oe © 
HIPPOLITUS. And catches every flender reed to fave him. 
Speak, if I can, I'm ready te chey, cno. . 
—~~_ISMENA. id he do what your commands enjoin’t 
_fiixe the queen hop: | he wed her? thien, 


er, P p ij 


El 
A ISMENA. 
Should he wed the queen ! 
Oh! Ud remember that ’twas my requeft, 
Aad die well pleas’¢ I made the hero happy. 
é cHo. 
Die! does Iinena then refolve to die? 
ISMENA. 
@an J then live? Can {, who lov'’d fo well 
"Fo part with all my blifs to fave my lover? 
Mh! can I drag a wretched life without him, 
And fee another revel in his arms? 
Mh! ’tis in death alone | can have comfort ! 


Enter LYCON. 
LYCON, 
What a reverfe is this! Perfidious boy, 
“Is this thy trath? Is this thy boafted honour? 
‘Then al} are rogues alike ; I never thought 
sBut one man honeft, and that onc deceives me. 


[ Apae. 





iMmena here |. 
Tis all agreed, and now the prince is fafe 
rein the fure vengeance of deipairing love, 
jow Phadra’s rage is chang’d to foft endear- 
et ments, x 
She doats, the dies; and few, but tedious days, 
With cndlefs joys will crown the happy palr, 
ISMENA. 
Toes he then wed the queen? 
LYCON. 
At leafl [ think fo, 
4, when the prince approach'd, not far retir’d 
Pale with my doubts: he fpoke: th’ attentive 
oy queen 
DPwelt on his accents, and her gloomy cyes 
@parkled with gentler fires: he, blufhing, bow'd: 
ibe trembling, loft in love, with foft confuiion 
‘Receiv’d his paffion, and return’d her own ; 
Thep fmiling turn’d to me, and bid me order 
The pompous rites of her enfuing nuptials, 
Which I muft now purfue. Farewell, fimena, 


(Exit, 
ISMENA. 
Then Vl retire, and not difturh their joys, 
cua, 
Stay, and learn mare. 


Ismena. 
Ah! wherefore fhould I ftay ? 
What! Shall I ftay to rave, U upbraid, to hold 
him > 7 
‘To {natch the ftraggling charmer from her arms ? 
‘Ker conld you think that open generous youth 


Could with feign’d love deccive a jealous woe | 


man? 
‘Could he fo foon grow artful in diffembling? 
4ht without doubs his thoughts infpu’d his 
tongue, 
And all pis foul recciv'd a real love. 
Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 
Berhaps fuft pity charm’d his yielding foul, 
‘cthaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charm‘d 
“him; 
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ISMENA. * 
Not yet decided! Did not Lycon tell u: 
How he protefted, figh'd, and leok’d, and vow'd 5 
How the foft paflion languifh’d in his eyes? 
Yes, yes, he loves, he doats on Phadra’s charms. 
Noy, now he clafps her to his panting breaft, 
Now he devours her wich his eager eyes, ™ 
Now grofps her hands, and now he luoks, ang 
vows [mena. 
The dear falfe things that charm’d the poor H- 
He comes: be ftill, my heart, the tyranc comes,” 
Charming, though falfe, and lovely in his guilt. 


Exter wirrorttus. 


HIPPOLITUS, 

Why hangs that cloudy forrow on your brow ? 
Why do you figh? Why ow your {welling eyes, 
‘Vhofe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus? 

ISMENA, 

My Jord, my foul is charm’d with your fuccefa: 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 
For your dear life; and fince my death alone 
Can make you fafe, that fuon Call make you 

happy. 
Yet had you brought lefs love to Phedra’s arms, 








My foul had parted with a lefs regret, 
Bieft if furviying in your dear reniembrance, 
HIPPOLITUS, 
Your death! My love! My marriage! And to 


Phedra ! 
Hear me, Ifmena. 
13MENA. 
No, I dare not hear you. 
Bur though you've been thus cruclly unkind, 
‘Though you have left me for the royal Phadra, 
Yet fill my foul o’er-runs with fondnefs t'avards 


you; 
Yet Milt I die with joy to fave Hippolitus, 
HiPVOLITUS. 
Die to fave me! Could I outlive Ifmena ! 
ISMENA, 

Yes, you'd outlive her in your Pha:dra’s arms; 
And may you there find every bloonsing plealure: 
Oh, may the gods fhower bleffings on thy head ! 
May the gods crown thy glorious arms with con- 

gueft, 
And all-thy peaceful days with fure repofe! 
May'tt thou be bleft with lovely Phaedra’s charms, 
And for thy eafe forget the loft mena! 
Farewell, Hippolitus, 
. HIPPOLITUS. 
iimena, fey, 
Stay, hear me fpeak, or by th’ infernal powers 
T'll not furvive the minute you depart. 
[SMENA 
What would you fay? Ah! don’t deceive my 
weaknels, 
NIPPOLITUS. 

Deceive thee: Why, IMmena, do you wrong 

me? 


‘ why doubt my faith? © lovely, cruel maid! 
[him. | Why wound my tender foul with harfh fafpicion! 


Pethaps—Alas! how many things might charm | Oh! by thofe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 


CHD. 
Wait the fuccefs: it as not yet decided. 





| Lneither thought nor jpoke, defign’d ner promis’ 


Teo luve or wed the queep. 


PHEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 


ISMENA. 
Speak on, my lord, 
My honett foul inclines me to believe thee 5 
‘And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong’d 
thee. 
HIPPOLITUS, 
Thea thus. I came and Spake, but fcarce of 
love: 
The eafy queen receiy’d my faint addrefs 
With vager hope and unfefpicious faith. 
Lycon with feemiog joy difmifs'd my guards + 
My generous foul difilain’d the mean deceit, 
But fill deceiv’d her co obey Limena, 
ISMENA. 
‘Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh, pardon me, 
Pardon the errors of a filly maid, 
‘Wild with her fears, and mad with jealoufy ; 
For ftill that fear, that jealoafy, was loye. 
Haite then, my lord, and fave yourfelf by flight ; 
‘nd when you're abfent, when your godlike form 
Shall ceaf2 to cheer forl-.rn Mmena’s eyes, 
nen let each day, each hour, each minute, bring 
Some kind remembrance of your conftant love ; 
Speak of your heakh, your fortune, and your 
friends withes) 5 
(For fure thole friends fball have my tenderett 
Speak much of uli; but of chy dear, dear love, 
peak much, {peal very much, and {ill Speak on. 
MLPPOLIIUS. 
Oh! thy dear love ihall ever be my theme, 
Of that alone (Hi talk the live-long day 5 
But thus Vil calk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
"Valting the odours of thy fraggane bolont. 
Cone then to crown me with immortal joys; 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight ; 
Come hatte with me tu leave this fatal thore. 
‘The bark before prepar'd for my departure 
Expedts its freight; a hundred lufly rowers 
Have wav’d their finewy arms, and cali'd Hippo- 
litus; 
‘The loofen’d canvas trembles with the wind, 
Aud the fea whitens with auipicious gales, 
ISMENA, 
Fly thea, my lord, end may the gods protect 
thee; 
Fly, ere infidious Lycon work thy ruin; 
Piy, ere my fondnels talk thy lite away ; 
Fly from the queen, 
MIPPOLITUS. 
But net from my [fimena. 
Why do you force me from your heavenly fight, 
With thofe dear arms that ought to clalp me to 
thee? 





ISMENA, 

Oh I could rave for ever at my fate! 
And wich alternate Jove and fear poflefs'd, 
Now force thee from my arms, now fnatch thee 

to my breaft, 
And tremble till you go, but die till you return, 
Nay, I could go——Ye gods, if I thould go, 
‘What would fame fay? If I fhould fly alone 
With a young lovely prince that charm'd my foul? 
UIPPOLITUS. 

Say you did well to fly a certain ruiay 

ee fly the furyeSa queen incens'd, 





520. 
To crown with endlefs joys the youth that lov'd 
you. 
O! by the joys cur mutual loves have brought, 
By the bleft hours I’ve languith’d at your feet, -_ 
By aij the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 
Come fly from heuce, and make kum ever happy. 
ISMENA. 
Hide me, ye powers: I uever fhall refift. 
2 HIPPOLITUS. 

Will you refufe me? Can I leave behind me 
Ai that infpires my foul, and cheers my eyes? 
Will you not go? Then here Pi wait my doom, 
Come, raving Phaedra, bloody Lycon, come! 

1 offer to your rage this worthieds life, 
Since ’tis no longer my Hmena’s care. 
ISMENA, 

O! hafie away, my lord; I go, I fy - 

Through all the dangers of the Loifterous deep. 

When the wind wihiitles through the crackling 
mats, 

When through the yawning hip the foaming fea 

Rowls bubbling in, then, then PH clafp thee fat, 

And in tranfporting love forget my fear. : 

Oh! T will wander through the Scythian gloom, 

O’er ice, and hills of everlalting fhow: : 

There, when the horrid darknefs thall enclofe us,., 

When the bleak wind thal! chill my thiyering: 
limbs, 

Thon fhalt alone fupply the diftant fun, 

And cheer my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

WIPPOLITUS, 

Come, le’s away; and, like another Jafon, 
Vil hear my beauteous conquctt through the feas 2, 
A greater treafure, and a nobler prize t 
‘Than he fron: Colchos bere, Sleep, fleep in peace, 
Ye montters of the woods, on Ida’s top ae: 
Securely roam; no more my early horn 
Shali wake the lazy day. ‘franfporting love 
ns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
when bright Venus yiclded up her charms, 
‘The bleft Adonis languifh’d in her arms; 

His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 

His arrows featter’d, and his bow unttrung + 
Obfenre in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And day the fancy’d boar with feeble founds, ~ 
Yor nobler fports he quits the favage ficlds, 

And all the hevo to the lover yields, 















ACT Il. 


Enter LYCON, 


LYCON. 
Heaven is at laft appeas’d: the pitying gods 
Have heard our wifhes, and aufpicious Jove 
Smiles on his native ifle ; for Phaedra lives, 
Reftor'd to Crete, and to herfelf, the lives: 
Joy with freth flrength infpires her drooping linths, 
Revives her charms, and o’er her faded cheeis 
Spreads a freth rofy bloom, as kindly fprings 
With genial beat renew the frozen eacth, 

P p ij 
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And paint its fmiling face with gaudy flowers. 
But {ee fhe comes, the beauteous Phadra comes. 













PHEDRAL 
Bee wats With fair Ifmeng! 
Curs'd be her cruel beauty, curs’d her charms, 
Curs’d ail her foothing, fatal, falfe endearments, * 
That heavenly virgin, that exalted goodnels 
Could fee me tortur’d with defpairing love, -., 
“With artful tears could mourn my monftrems fuk 


Enter puxpea. 


‘How her eyes fparkle! How their radiant beams 
Confefs their thining anceftor the fun ! 
Your charms to-day will wound celpairing crowds, 


And give the pains you fuffer’d: Nay, Hippolitus, ferings, 
The fierce, the brave, th’ infenfible Hippolitus | While her bake malice plotted my deftruGion. 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, Lycon. < ve 


A thoufand reafons crowd upéri my foul, © 
That evidence their Jove. 
a acs ‘PREDRA. 
7 Yes, yes, they love; ; 
Why elfe thou!d he refufe my proffer’d bed? 
Why fhould .one warm'd with youth, and thirft 


And in hig turn adore—— 
west * PHADRA. atts Ade 
me ~" Tis flattery ally 
Yet, when you name the prince, that flattery’s 
: pleafing, EP a 
‘You with it fo, poor good old man, you wifh it. 


"he fertile province of Cydonia’s thine : of glory, 

Js there aught elfe? Has happy Phadra aught, Difdain a foul, a form, 2 crown like nine? 

Jn the wide circle of her far-fretch’d empire? é . 7 LYCoN, F oe 
Atk, take, my friend, fecure of no repulfe : Where, Lycon, where’ was then thy boafted 
Let {pacious Crete through all her hundred cities cunning ? cos Se 
Refound her Phadra’s joy : let altars fmoke, Dull, thoughtlefs wretch !* 

And richeft gums, and fpice, and incenfe, roll : - PHEDRA, 


‘Their fragrant wreaths to heaven, to pitying hea- 
‘Which gives Hippolitus to Phadra’s arms. {ven, 
Sec all at large, and bid che loathfome dungeons ° 
Give up the meagre ilaves that pine in darknefs,: 
And wafte in grief, as did defpairing Phaedra + 
Let them be cheer’d; let the ftarv'd prifoners riot, 
And glow with generous wine.—Let forrow ceafe, 
Let none be wretched, none, fince Phacdra’s happy. 
But now he comes, and with an equal paffion 
Rewards my flame, and fprings into my arms! 

: : Enter’ MESSENGER. 
Say, where’s the prince ? 
ind 


cai O pains unfelt before ! 
The grief, defpair, the agonies, and pangs, 
All the wild fury of diftraced love, ais 
Are nought to this.—Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how, did their firtt paffion rife?” 
Where did they breathe their fighs ?) What fhady. 

groves, * : 

What gloomy woods, conceal’d their hidden loves? 
Alas! they hid it not: the well-pleas'd fun 
With all his beams furvey’d their guiltlefs fame, 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, “7 
And Ida echo’d their endearing accents, 
While I, the thame of nature, hid in darknefe; 


MESSENGER. 3 t d 
He's no where to be found. | Far from the balmy sir and cheering light, 
PHEDRA; : .{ Preft down my fighs, and dry’d my falling tears; 
Perhaps he hunts. Scasch’d a retreat to mourn, aud watch’d to 
“on Sle MESSENGER. "\ Grieve, = ; 
* He hunted not to-day. L¥com. ; : 
Bi PREDRA. Now ceafe that grief, and let your injur’d love 
! " 1 Contrive due vengeance; let majeftic Phedra, 

ee! doen aciecbaiaee lene Maat Creer hero, factfice the villain, 

MESSENGER. Then hafte, fend forth your minifters of ven 
vain. a ‘geance, 






Search’d oll i 
ma 4 rs To {natch the traitor from your rival's arms, 


PHEDRA. ‘ : 
: And force him trembling to your awful prefence. * 


- Did he not hunt to-day ? 


Jas! told. nce before he did not : PHRDRA. 
My bear atpines pe te + oN a nad © rightly thought!—Difpatch ‘th’ attending 
‘ SON, ards; ed : 
2 a ee indeed doth mine. Bid them bring forth their inftruments of death, 
‘ " pmepra,. |: Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
Could he deceive me?.. Could that god-lik e| And hurl fwift vengeance on the perjur’d flave. 


youth . 
Defign the ruin of a. queen that loves him ? 
Oh! he's all truth; his words “his looks, - his 
eyes, ae Ls 5 
Open to view his inmoft thoughts—He comes! 
Ha! Who: art thou? Whence com’ thou? 
‘Where's Hippolitus? +... 4. ile 
. MESSENGER, 
Madam, Hippolitus with fair Ifmena 
Drove toward the port. a 


Where am I, gods? . What is't: my rage com~ 
- mands?.-- + [oars’ 
Ev'n now he’s gone! Ev'n now the well-tim’d” 
With founding ftrokes divide the fparkling waves, 
And happy gales affift their fpeedy flight. 
Now they embrace; and ardent love enflames 
Their fluthing cheeks, aid trembles in their 
-eyes, : 
Now they expofe-my weaknefs and my crimes : 
‘Now to the {porting crowd they tell my folli 








PHEDRA AND 


Enter CRATANDER, 


CRATANDER. 

Sir, as { went to feize the perfons order’d 
} met the prince, and with him fair Hmena : 
i feiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 
* PHEDRA, 

in, 

LYCON, 

Be quick, and feize Ifmena, 


Hafte, bring him 


Enter urppouitus, 


PHEDRA 

Could@ thou deceive me? Could a fon of The- 

feus 
Stoop to fo mean, fo bafe a vice as fraud ? 
Nay, ad fuch monftrous perfidy, yet ftart 
From promis’d love ? 
UIPPOLITUS. 
My foul difdain'd a promife. 
PHEDRA, 

But yet your falfe equivocating tongue 

Your looks, your eyes, your every motion pro- 
mis’d, {hoods. 

But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falfe- 

Look down, O Thefeus, and behold thy fon, 

As Seiron faithlefs, as Procruftes cruel. 

Behold the crimes, the tyrants, ail the montters, 

From which thy valour purg'd the grvaning earth: 

Behold them all in thy own fon reviv'd, 

WiProLirys, 

Touch not my glory, left you ftain your own: 
T fill have ftrove to make my glorious father 
Bluth, yet rejoice to fee himfelf outdone; 

To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Theicus juft, and as Camilla chatte, 
PHADRA, 

The godlike Thefeus never was thy parent: 
No, "twas fome monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
Obedient to the fcourge, and beaten to her arms, 
Begot thee, traitar, on the chafte Camilla, 
Camilla chafte! An Amazon, and chafte, 

‘That quits her fex, and yet retains her virtue, 
See the cha(te matron mount the neighing fteed, 
Tn ftrit embraces lock the ftruggling warrior, 
And choofe the lover in the fturdy foe. 





Enter MESSENGER, and feems to talk carncfily with 
Lycon, 
* HIPPOLITUs, 

No; fhe refus’'d the vows of godlike Thefeus, 
And chofe to fland his arms, not meet his love ; 
And doubtful was the fight. ‘The wide Thermo- 

doon 
Heard the huge ftrokes refcund; its frighted waves 
Convey'd the rattling din to diftant fhores, 
Whilft the alone fappurted all his war ; 
Nor till the funk beneath his thuuderiug arm, 
Beneath which warlike nations baw'd, woul yield 
‘To honett with'd-for love, 
PUEADRA. 
Not fo her fon, 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden flam 
On one defcended from the crucl Pall 
Foe to thy dather’s perfon and | load ; 











HIPPOLITUS. ot 


Hated by him, of kindred yet more hated, 
The laft of all the wicked race he ruin’d, 
In vain a fierce fucceffive hatred reign'd 
Between your fires: in vain, like Cadmus’ race, 
With mingled blood they dy'd the blufhing earth, 
HIPPOLITUS. 
In vain indeed, fince now the war is o'er. 
We, like the Theban race, 2gree to love, 
And by our mu:ua! flames and future offspring, 
Atone for flaughter paft, 
PUXDRA. 

You: future offspring. 

Heavens! What a medicy's this? What dark 
confufion, 
Of blood and death, of murder and relation? 
What joy ’t had been to old difabled Thefens, 
When he fhould take thy offspring in his arms? 
Ev’n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 
And he upbraided with his grandfire’s fate. 
Oh barbarous youth! 
LYCON. 

Too barbarous I fear. 
Perhaps even now his faGtion’s up in arms, . 
Since waving crowds roll onwards tow’rds the pa 

lace, 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours ! 
Perhaps to murder Phadra and her fon, 
And give the crown to him and his Ifinena: 
But Pil prevent it, Exit Lycom 
. 4 





IsMENA brought in. 


PHEDRA, 
What : the kind Ifmena, 

That nurs’d me, watch’d my ficknefs! Oh the 

watch'd me, 
As ravenous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 
Hark! Hark, my little infant cries for juttice! 
Ob! be appeas’d my babe, thou fhalt have juftice, 
Now all the fpirits of my god-like race 
Enflame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Arfamnes, Minos, Jove, th’ avenging fun, 
Infpire my fry, and demand my juftice.” [its 
Oh! ye fhail have it; thou, Minos, thalt applaud 
Yes, thou fhalt copy it in their pains below. 
Gods of revenge, arife.—He comes: He comes! - 
And theots himfelf through all my kindling blood. 
T have it here—~Now bafe, perfidious wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your Iimena fhall appeafe my vengeance, 
Hinena dies; and thou, her pitying lover, 
Doom’dit her to death—'fhou too thalt fee ber 

bleed, [groans : 
See her convuifive pangs, and hear her dying 
Go, ghur thy eyes with thy ador'd Himena, 
And iaugh at dying Phaedra! 

HIFPOLiTUS, 
Oh Hmena ! 
ISMENA, 

Alas! My tender foul would fhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
Tn any caufe bur this. But now Pm fteel’d, 

And the near darger leffens to my fight, 
Now, if | live, ’tis only for Hippolitus; 





Bor 
And with an equal joy I'l die to fave him, 
Yes, foF his fake I'll go a willing thade, 
. And wait his coming in th’ Elyfian fields, 
And there enquire of each de{cending ghot 
Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour. 
‘That dear remembrance will improve the blifs, 
Add to th’ Elyfian joys, and miake that Heaven 
more happy. 
HIPPOLITUS, 
Oh heavenly virgin! [A/ile.]—O imperial Pha- 
ra, 
Let your rage fal! on this devoted head ; 
But fpare, oh fpare a guiltlets virgin’s life : 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue; 
Think, with what warm compaflion fhe bemoan’d 
you; [ficknefs | 
Think, how fhe ferv'd and watch’d you in your 
How every rifing and defcending fun 
Saw kind Ifmena watching o'er the queen, 
J only promis’d, atone deceiv’d you ; 
And I, and only J, fhould feel your juftice. 
IsMENA. 
Oh! by thofe Powers to whom 1 foon muft an- 
fwer 
For all my faults, by that bright arch of Heaven 
T now. Jatt fee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by every female art, 
‘Wrought his difdaining foul ro falfe comyliance, 
‘The fon pf Thefeus could not think of fraud : 
twas woman all, ‘ 
PHEDRA. 
, 1 fee "twas woman all : 
And woman's fraud fhould meet with woman's 
vengeance. 
‘But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue fhock me. 
A love fo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. 
Ob: had the gods fo pleus’d; had bounteous 
Heaven 
Beftow'd Hippolitus on Phadra’s arms, 
$o had | ftood the fhock of angry Fate, 
So had J given iny life with joy to fave him. 
HIPPOLITUS, 
And can you doom her death? Can Minos? 
daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her foul admires ? 
Are not you Phadra? Once the boaft of Fame, 
Shame of our fex, and pattern of your own, 
PHEDRA, 

Am T that Phadra? No.—Another foul 
Informs my alter’d frame. Could elfe Limena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deferve my love? 

Aid me, ye gods, fupport my finking glory, 
Reftore my reafon, and confirm my virtuc. 
Yet, is my rage unjuft?) Then why was Phedra 
Refeu’d for torment, and preferv’d for pain ? 
‘Why did you raife me to the heighth of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ftorms below, 
‘To dafh and break me on the ground for ever ? 
ISMENA. 

‘Was it not time to urge him to compliance ? 
At leaft to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
Confin’d his perfon, and confpir’d his death. 

PHEDRA. 
Confin’d, and doom’d to death —-O cruel Ly- 


eon. 
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Could I have doom’d thy death?—Could thefe fad 
eyes, 
‘That lov’d thee living, e’er behold thee dead? 
Yet thou couldft {ee me die without concern, 
Rather than fave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Elfe could you choofe to traft the warring winds, 
The {welling waves, the rocks, the faiths fands, 
And all the raging moutters of the deep ! ; 
Oh! think you fee me on the naked fhore; 
Think how I {cream, and tear my featter’d-hair, 
Break from the embraces of my fhricking maids, 
And harrow on the fand my bleeding bofom ; 
Then catch, with wije-ftretch’d arnis, the empty 
billows, 5 
And headlong plunge into the gaping deep, 
HPPOLITUS. 
0, difmal tate! My bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diffolve in tenderett pity. 
PHEDRA, 
If you can pity, Q! refufe not love; 
But floop to rule in Crete, the feat of heroes, 
And nurfery of gods.—A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich bufy crowds 
Struggle for paflage through the fpacious ftreets ; 
Where thouland fhips o'erthade the leflening main, 
And tire the labouring wind. The tuppliant na~ 
tions . 
Bow to its cnfigns, and with lower'd fails 
Confefs the ocean’s queen. For thec alone 
‘The winds fhall blow, and the vait ocean roll: 
For thee alone the fam'’d Cydonian warriors 
From twanging yews dhall iend theis fatal shafts. 
MIPROLITUS. 
Then let me march their leader, not their. 
prince, 
And, at the head of your renown’d Cydonians, 
Brandith this fas-fam’d fwoid of conquering ‘Mhe» 
feus? 
That I may fhake th’ Egyptian tyrant’s yoke 
From Afia’s neck, and fix it on his own; 
That willing nations may obey your laws, 
And your bright anceftor, the fun, may thing 
On nought but Phadra’s empire. 
PHADRA, 
Why not thine ? 
Doft thou fo far deteft my proficr’d bed, 
As to refule my crown ?. O, cruel youth! 
By all the pain that wrings my tortur'd foul ! 
By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 
O: eafe, at icatt once more delude, my fore 
rows, 
For your dear fake I’ve loft my darling honour; 
For you, but now I gave my foul to death; 
For you Pd quit my crown, and ftoop beneath 
‘The happy bondage of an humble wife. . 
With thee I'd climb the fleepy Ida’s fummit, 
And in the feorching heat and chilling dews, 
O’er hills, o'er vales, purfue the thaggy lion ; 
Carelefs of danger and of wafting toil, 
Of pinching hunger and impatient thirft, 
I'd find all joys in thee, 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Why ftoops the queen 
To afk, entreat, to fupplicate and pray, 
To proficate her crown au¥ {ex's honour, 





& ' PHHEDRA AND 
‘To one whofe humble thoughts can only rife. 
‘To be your fave, not lord ? 
: PHRDRA. 
i . and is that all? - 
{Gods ! Does he deign to force an artful groan? 
“Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes, . 
Hard ae473 native rocks, cold as his (word, 
sierce as the wolves that howl’d around his birth? 
‘He hates the'tyrant, and the fuppliant feorns. 
O Heavea ! O Minos! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not bluth at my degenerate weaknefs! 
tence lazy; mean, ignoble paffion, fly; 
Hence from my foul Tis gone, “tis fled for ever, 
And Heaven ipfpires my thoughts wjth righteous 
e vengeance, 
‘Thou thalt go more defpife my offer’d love ; 
No more Imena fhall upbraid my weaknefs. 
: [ Catches Hipp. fuord to flab herfelf 
Now all you kindred gods look down and fee, 
How I'll revenge you, and myfelf, on Phadra, 


Enter ECON, and fnatches away bis fword, 


LYCON. 
Horror on horrer! Thefeus is return'’d., 
4 PuBDRA, 
‘Thefeus! Then what have I to do with life? 
Pay I be fnacch’d with winds, by carth o’er- 
whelm’d, eae 
~ Rather than view the face of injur’d Thefeus.. « 
Now wider itill my growing ‘horrors {pread, 
My fame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy’s fled : 
‘Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Joves 
If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move ; 
Qn me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your anger {pares, your pity thauld deftroy. 
Pes Le : (Ruas of 
: we LYCON, ’ 
 WPhis may do fervice yet. 
mos \ Exit LYCON, carries off the fecord, 
HIPPOLITUS, : : : 
Is he return’d ? Thanks to the pitying gods 
Shall I again behold his awful eyey? 
Again be folded in his loving arms? 
Yee in the midf of joy I fear for Phadras 
* Lfear his warmth and unrelenting, juftice. 
©} fhould her raging paffion reach his ears, 
His tender love, by anger fir’d, would tura 
‘To burning rage; as foft Cydanian oil, 
Whofe balmy juice glides o’er th? untaiting tongue, 
‘¥et touch’d with fire, with hotteft Games will 
Diaze. ned ° 
But oh ye powers! I'fee his godlike form, 
O ecftafy of joy ' He comes, he come 
Is it my lord? My father? Ob! ’tis he: 
1 fee him, touch him, feel his known cmbraces, 
* See all the father in his joyful eyes. 








. , 
Eater THESEUS, with others. 


Where have you been, my lord? What angry 
; demon : (fav'd you? 
Hid you from Crete? From me ?—-What god Has 
rer not Philotas fee yor fall? O anfwer me! 
W'then fl afk a thoufand queftions morc, * 


HIPPQLITUS. ~ $08 
THESEUS. i, 


No : But to fave my life  feign’d my death ; 
My horfe and well-known arms confirm’d the tale, 
And hinder'd farther fearch. This honeft Greek 
Conceal’d me in his houfe, and cur’d my wounds; 
Procur’d a yeffel; and, to biefs me more, 
Accompany’d my flight . 
But this at leifure. “Let me now indulge 
& father’s fondnefs; let me {natch thee thus; 
‘Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, fuch, was I 

~ : [ Bmbraces Hippolitus, 
When firft I faw thy mother, chafe Camilla; 
And much fhe Jov’d me.—Qh! Did Phzdra view. 








me 
With haif that fondnefs!—But the’s ftill unkind ; 
Elfe hafty joy had brought her to thefe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to life ; 
And make that life a blefling. Game, my fon, , 
Let us to Phadra, i ae 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Pardon me, my lord, 
THESEUS, EE 
Forget her former treatment ; the’s too good 
Still to penfift in hatred to my fon, - 
HIPPOLITUS. 
OQ! Let me fly from Crete,——from you, [ A/ide, 
and Phaedra. . . 
, THESEUS, é 
My fon, what means thisturp? thisfudden ftart? 
Why would you By from Crete, and from your’ 
father? 


z BIPPOLITUS. 
‘Not from my father, but from lazy Crete; 
To follow danger, and acquire renown : 
To quell the monfters that efcap'd your fword, 
And make the world contefs me Thefeus’ fon, 
THESEUS. 
‘What can this coldncfs mean? Retire, my fon, 
; [Exit Hippolitus. 
While [ attend the queen,—~What thock is this ? 
Why tremble thus my limbs? why faints my heart? 
Why am I thrill’d with fear, till now unknown? 
Where's now the joy, the ecftafy, and tranfpore, 
‘Chat warm'd my foul, and urg’d me on to Phadsa? 
0! had I never lov’d her, i’d been bleft. 
Sorrow and joy, in love, alternate reign ; 
Sweet is the blify, diftra@ing isthe pain. 
So when the Nile its fruirful deluge fpreads, 
And genial heat informs its flimy beds ; 
Here yellow harveits crown the-fertile plain, . 
There monftrous ferpents fright the labouring 
fwaints 
A various prodné fills the fatten’d fand, i 
And the faine fivods enrich and curfe the land. 





ACT IV. 
_ Eater Lycon folur 


LYCON. 
Tass may gajn.time till all my wealth’s embark'd, 


To ward my fues revenge, and frith mjnc, 


bee 

And fhake that empire which I can’t poffefs, 

But then the. queen She dics Why let her 
; dies. 

Let wide deflrudtion feize on all together, 

ive. A fafe triumphant exile, 

ce, and envy’d in bis fall. 

The queen '—then try thy art, and work her 

paffions. 

















Enter ewEDRKA and Attendants. 


Draw her to aé& what moft her foul abhors, 
Poffefs her whole, and fpeak thyfelf in Phadra. 
PHEDRA. 

‘OF, let me leofe; why, crucl barbarcus maids, 
Why am I barr’d from death, the common refuge 
That {p:cads ics hofpitable arms for all ? 

Why moft 1 drag tn’ intufferable load 

Of foul difhonour, and delpairing love ? 

“Oh! length of pain! Am I fu often dying, 

Aud yet not dead? Bel I fo oft death’s pangs, 

Nor once ca tind its eale ? 

LYCON, 
Would you now die ? 

Now quit the field to your infulting foe ? 

‘Then thal! he triamph o’er your blafted name : 

Ages to come, the univerfe, fhail learn 

“Fhe wide immortal infamy of Phaedra: 

+ And the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 

"The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 

Shall be uphraided with his mother's crimes; 

Bhall bear your fhame, fhall fink beneath your 

faults; 

Inherit your difgrace, but not your crown, 

PUEDRA. 

{. Muft he too fall, involv’d in my deftru@ion, 
And only live to curfe the name of Phiedra? 
{Qh dear, unhappy babe muft I bequeath thee 

Only a fad inheritance of woe? 

Gods! cruel gods! can’t afl my pains atone, 

Wwlefs they reach my infant's guilelefs head ? 

Oh loft eftate ! when tife’s fo fharp a corment, 

And death itfelf can’t cafe. Affit me, Lycon, 

Advife, fpeak comfort to my troubled foul. 

LYCON. 

Tis you muft drive that trouble from your foul; 
As fircams, when dam'd, forget their ancient 

current, {flew ; 





, And wondering at their banks, in other channels ! 


So muft you bend your thoughts from hopelefs love, 
So turn their courfe to Thefeus’ happy bofom, 
‘And crown his cager hopes with wifh'd enjoy- 
; ment + 
“Then with frefh charms adorn your troubled luoks, 
Difplay the beauties fr infpir’d his foul, 
Soothe with your voice, ad wou him with your 
: eyes. 
PUNDRA. 
Impoffible! What woo him with thefe 
Still wee with tears that flow’d—hut not 
feus? 
iy This tongue fo us’d to found another name 5 
y What! tuke him to my arms: Gh awful Juno! 
Touch, love, carefs him! while my wanders 
fancy 


The 








2 {| O youd eid man! Vhon a1 
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On other ebjedts flrays? A lewd adultrefa 
In the chafte bed ? And in the father’s arms, 
(Ob horrid thought ! Oh excerable inceft ') 
Ev’n in the father’s arms embrace the fon? 
LYCON, 
Yet you muft fee him, left impatient Jove 
Should urge his temper to too nice a feare™ 
<And ill-tim'd abfence fhould difclofe your crime 
PHEDEA. 
Cculd 1, when prefent to his awful eyes, 
Conceal the wild diforders of my foul? 
Would not my groans, my looks, my fpeech, bee 
tray me? 
Betray thee, Phadra! then thou’rt not betray’ 
Live, live fecure, advring Crete conceals thee : 
Thy pious love, and moft endearing goodnefs, 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to filence. 
Oh wretched Phaedra! oh ill-guarded fecret ! 
To foes alone difelos’d! 
LYCON, 
I] needs muft fear them, 
Spight of their oaths, their vows, their impreca= 
tions, 








PHEDRA. 

Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ! 
I too have {worn, ev’n at the altar fworn 
Eternal Jove and endlefs faith to Thefeus ; 
And yer am falfe, forfworn ; The hailow’d fhrine, 
That heard me fwear, is witnefs to my faltchood, 
"Phe youth, the very author of my crim . 
Ev'n he fhill tell the fault himfelf infpi 
The fatal cloquence, that charnv’d my foul, 
Shall lavish all its art to my deftrudtion. 

LYCoN 

Ob he will tell it all !—Deftrudtion feize him !— 
With feeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excufe your folly ; 
Falfe cears fhatl wet his unrclenting eyes, 
aAcd bis glad heart with artful fighs fhall heave: 
Then Thefeus—How will indignation fwell 
His mighty heart ! How his majeftic frame 
Will thake with rage too fierce, too fwift for vent! 
How he'll expofe you to the public feorn, 
And leathing crowds faall murmur out. their 

hocrer ! 
Then the fierce Seythian. New methinks I fee 
His ficry eyes with fullen pleafures glow, 
Survey your tortures, and infult your pangs; 
T fee bin, fmiling on the pleas'd [fmena, 
Point ont with {corn the once proud tyrant 
Phaedra. 7 








PITEDRA. 
Curft be his name. May infamy attend him! 
May fwift deftruMien fa'l upon his head, 
Hurl’d by the hand of thofe he moft adores! 
LYCON. 
By Heaven, prophetic truth infpires your 
torgue! . 
He fall endure the theme he means to give 3 
| And afl the ¢ rents wisich he heaps on you, 
With juft revenge, fhall ‘Phefcus turn on him, 













Oh my refuge! 
le ct witdom! 
a may adore thee. 


Is't peflikis ? 





! Dechue the macs, that Pha 


PHADRA AND HIPPOLATUS. 


LYCON, 
Accufe him firl. 
PHEDRA. 
Oh Heavens‘ Accufe the guiltlefs! 
LycoN. 
"Lhen be accus’d; let Mhefeus know your crime; 
Let Jaiez infamy o'erwhelm your glory; 
et your foe uiussph, and your infant fall-— 
Saake off this idle lethargy of pity, 
With ready war prevent th’ invading foe, 
Preferve your glory, and fecure your vengeance : 
Be yours the fruit, fecurity, and cafe ; 
The guilt, the danger, a-.d the labour, mine, 
PILEDRA. 
Heavens! Thefeus comes ! 


Enter THESEUS. 


LYCON. 
leclare your laft refolves, 
PHEDRA 
Do you refolve, for Pixdra can do nothing. 
[Bxi: Phaedra. 
LYCON. 

New, Lycon, heigh*en his impatient love, 
Now raite his pity. sew entlime his rage, 
Quicken his h-pe-, then quafh chem with defpair ; 
Work his tumultuous pullistis into frenzy ; 

Unite them all, then turn them on the foe, 
1 He SEUS 

‘Was that my queen, my wife, my idol, Phadra? 
‘Does fhe ftill fhun me? Oh injurious Heaven ! 
Why did you give me hack again to life? 

Why did you Inve me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fail by her more fatal hatred ? 
LycoNn, 
Her hatred: No, fhe loves you with fuch fond- 
nefs, 
As ione but that of Thefeus e’er could equal; 
Yet fo the gods have doom’d, fo Heaven will 
have it, 
She ne'er nuft view her much-lov’d Thefeus more, 
. THESEUS 
Not fee her! By niy fufferings but I will, 
Though troops embattled thould oppofe my paf- 
faye, 
And ready death fhould guard the fatal way. 
Not fee her: Oh Vil clafp her in thefe arms. 
Break through the idle bands that yet have held 
me, 
And feize the joys my honeft love may claim. 
LYCON, 
Is this a time for jay? when Phaedea’s grief-— 
THESEUS. 
Ts this a time for grief? Is this my welcome 
” To ais, to life, to liberty, and Crete? 
Not this I hop'd, when. ury’d by ardent love, 
 wing’d my cager way to Phadra’s arms; 
"Phen to my thoughts relunting Phadra flew, 
With open arms, to welcome my return, —_ [nefs, 
With kind eauearing blame condemn’d my rath- 
And made me {wear to venture out no more. 
Oh. my werm foul, my boilizg fancy glow’d 
With charming h. pes of yet untutted joys; 
New pleufures fill’d my mind, ali dangers, pains, 
ars, wounds, defcats, in that dear hope were left. 


2 





| She, groan 


co § 
And does fhe now avoid my eager Tove, 
Purfue me ftill with unrelenting hatred, - 
Invent new paius, deteft, Joath, fhun my fight, 
Fly my return, and forrew for my fafety ? 

LYCON, 

O think not fo! for, by th’ unerring gods, 
When firft I told her of your wifh’d return, 
When the lov’d name of Thefeus reach’d her earty 
At that dear name fhe rear’d her drooping head, 
Her feeble hands, and watery eyes, to Heaven, 
To blef: the bounteous gods: at that dear namé 
‘The raging tempeft of her grief was calm’d; 

Her fighs were huth’d, and tears forgot to flow. 
THESEUS. id 

Did my return bring comfort to her forrow ? 
Then hatte, condu@ me to the lovely mourner 3 
Of will kifs the pearly drops away ; 

Suck from her rofy lips the fragrant fighss 
With other fighs her parting breaft fhall heave, 
With other dews her fwimming eyes hall melt,. _ 
With other pangs her throbbing heart fhail beat,. 
And all her forrows fhall be loft in love. 
LYCON, 
Does Thefeus burn with fuch unheard of pafé 
fion? i 
And muft nok fhe with out-Mretch’d arms receive 
And with an cqual ardour mect his vows, 
Fhe vows of one fo dear! O righteous gods! 
Why mutt the bleeding heart of Uhefeus bear 
Such torturing pangs? while Phadra, dead to low, 
Now with accufing eyes on angry Heaven. 
dtedfaitly gazes, and upbraids the gods; 
Now with dumb piercing grief, and humble thang 
Fixes her gloomy watery orbs to earth ; ys 
Now burft with fwelling anguifh, rends the fkies; 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs ?* 
THESEUS, 
Wrong’d! Is fhe wreng’d? and lives he yet 
who wrong’d her? 
LY¥YCON., 

He lives, fo great, fo happy, fo below’d, 

That Phaedra fearce can hope, fcarce with revenge. 
THESEUS. 
Shall Thefeus live, and aot revenge his Phadra® 
Gods: fhall this arm, renown’d for righteous ven=. 
geance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redrefling wrongs, 
Now fail? now firft, when Phacdra’s injur'd, fail ¥ 
Speak, L-ycon, hafte, declare the fecret villain, 
The wretch fo meanly bafe to injure Phedra, 
So rafhly brave to dare the {word of Thefeus. 
LYCON. 

I dare not fpeak; but fure her wrongsare mighty: 
The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
Her fighs, her hollow grvans, her flowing tears, 
Make me fulpect her monttrous grief will end heg 

Tueseus. 

End her? end Ticfeus firft, and all mankind g, 
But moit that villain, that detefted flave, _ 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch! 

LYCON. 

O noble heat of unexampled love! 

This Phadra hop'd, when in the midft of grief, 
fn the wild torrent of o’erwhelning forrows, + 
ing, ftill invokd, {Lill cai!’d on Phefeus, 





a6 
. THEsrus. 
“Pid fhe then name mie! Did the weeping 
2 ~ charmer 
Pavoke my name, and call for aid on Thefeus ? 
“Qh that loy'd voice upbraided my delay. 
“Whi then this flay? I come, { fly, oh Phadra! 
aLicad on——Now, dark difturber of my peace, 
(M now thou'rt known, what luxury of venge- 


1 ance 
‘Habe, lead, condud& me, 
LYCON, 
Oh! I beg you fay. 
; THESEUS, 
What! ftay when Phiedra calls? 
LYCON. 
: ’ Oh! on mp knees, 
By all the gods, miflora, UT heg you flay ; 


Bs you refpeét your peace, your life, your glory : 
‘As Phaedra’s days are precious to your foul ; 
By alt your love, by alt her forrows, ftay. 
THESKUS. 
‘Where lies the danger ? wherefore fhould I fay? 
LYCON, 
“Your fudden prefence would furprife her fou), 
Renew the galling image of her wrongs, 
Revive her forrow, indignation, fliame ; 
Aad all your fon would ftrike her from your eyes, 
? THESEUS, 
My fon!—But he's too good, too brave to 
- wrong her. (furprife, 
=—Whence then that hocking change, that ftrong 
That frighe chat fciz’d him at the name of Pha- 


dra! 
LYCON. 
. Was he furpris'd? that fhew'd at leaft remorfe. 
THESEUS, 


Remorfe! for what? By Heavens, my trou- 
bled thoughts 
Prefage fome dire attempt.—Say, what remorfe! 
LYCON. 
yet 1 mutt.——_—This you com- 





& T would not 
a mand ; 
“This Phaedra orders; thrice her faulteriog tongue 
Beis me unfold the guilty feene to Thefeus ; 
“Thrice with loud cries recall’d me on my way, 
: And blam’d my fpeed, and chid my rath obedience, 
Left the unwelcome tale fhould wound your peace. 
“At lait, with looks ferenely fad, the ery’d, 
“Go, tell it all; but in fuch artfal words, 
“Such tender accents, and fuch melting founds, 
ws may appeafe his rage, and move his pity 5 
As may incline him to forgive his foo 
A grievous fault, but {till a fault of love. 
TRESEUS. 


Of love! what flrange fufpicions rack my fot? ; 


As you regard my peace, declare, what love! 
LYCON, 

&o urg’d, I muft declares yet, pitying Heaven, 
‘Why mutt I {peak ? Why muft unwilling Lycon 
Aceufe the prince of impious love to Phadra? 

THESEUS. 
* Love to his mother ! to the wife of Thefeus! 
LYCON, 

Yes, at the moment firft he view’d her eyes, 

#v'n at the altar, when you join’d your hands, 
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His eafy heart receiv’d the guilty flame, 
And from that time he preft her with his pafficn, 
THESEUS, 
Then “twas for this the banith’d him fro 
Crete = 
Uthoughe it hatred all: O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, Heaven; forgive me, injur’Trttnteae 
That I in-fecret have condemn’d thy jufticée. 
Oh! "twas all juft, and Thefeus thall revenge, 
Ev'n on his fon, revenge his Phedra’s wrongs, 
LYCON. ‘ 
What cafy tools are thefe blunt huneft heroes; 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 
Prevent the bait thg ftatefman’s art prepares, 
And pol to ruin Go, helieving fool, 
Go att thy far-fam’d juftice on thy fon, 
Next on thyfelf, and both make way for Lycon, 





[Afide. 
THESEUS. 
Ha! am I fure fhe’s wrong’d? perhaps ‘tis mae 


lice. 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accufation, 
Os treble fury fhall revenge my fon. 
LYCON. 

Am I then doubted! and can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge fach execrable falfehoode ?. 
Gods! when the queen unwillingly complains, 
Can you fulpect her truth? O godlike Thefeus ! 
Is this the love you bear unhappy Phiedra! 

Is this her hop’d-for aid! Go, wretched matron, 
Sigh to the winds, and rend th’ unpitying heavens 
With thy vain forrows, fince relentleis Thefeus, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Thefeus, will not heat 
thee! 
THESEUS. 

Not hear my Phaedra! Not revenge her wrongs! 

Speak, ane thy procfs, and then his doom’s as 
xd 


As when Jove fpeaks, and high Olympus thakes, 
And Fate his voice obeys. 
LYCON. 
Bear witnef:, Heaven! 
With what relnance I produce this fword, 
This fatal proof againft th’ unhappy prince, 
Left it fhould work your juftice to his rnin, 
And pfoye he aim’d at force, as well as inceft. 
THESEUS. 
Gods! "tis ilufion all! 1s this the fword 
By which Procruftes, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 
Is this the weapon which my darling fon 
Swore to employ in nought but acts of honour ? 
Now, faithful youth, thou. nobly hat fulfill’d 
Thy generous promife. © moft injur’d Phadra! 
Why did f truft to his deceitful form ? 
Why blame thy juttice, or fulpedt thy truth? 
LYCON. 
Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm Jock’d in her difhevel’d hair, 





| That weapon glittering o’er her trembling bofont 


Whilft the with {creams refus'd his impious leve, 

Entreating death, and rifing to the wound. 

Oh! had you feen her, when the frighted youth 

Retir’d at your approach: had you then feen 
her, 

In the chafte tranfports of becoming fury, 


PHEDRA AND 


Seize on the fword, to pierce her guiltlefs bofom: 
Had yon feen this, you could not doubt her 
truth, 
THESEUS. 

Oh impious moniter! Oh forgive me, Phaedra! 
Aad may the gods infpire my injur’d foal 
Wigh-eow i vengeance that may fuit his crimes. 

: LYCON. 
For Phacdra's fake, forbear to talk of vengeance; 
‘That, with new pains, would wound her tender 
breaft : 
bad him away from Crete, and by his abfence 
Give Phaedra quict, and afford him mercy. 
THESEUS. 

Mercy: for what! Oh! well has he rewarded 

Poor Phadra’s mercy——Oh moft barbarous 
traitor! 

To wrong fuch beauty, and infult fuch goodnefs. 

Mercy. what's that? a virtue coin’d by villains, 

‘Who praife the weaknefs which fupports their 
crimes. 

Be mute, and fly, left when my rage is rous'd, 

Zhou for thyfelf in vain implore my mercy. 

LYCON, 
Dull fool, ¥ laugh at mercy more than thou 

doft, 

More than I do the juftice thou'rt fo fond of. 

Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 

Receive the due reward of haughty virtue ; 

Now boat thy race, and Jaugh at carth-born Ly- 
son, [Bxit. 


Enter urpro1irds, 


THESEUS, 
~_ Yet can it be ?—~Is this th’ inceftuous villain? 
How great his prefence, how erect his look, 
How every grace, how all his virtuous mother 
Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes! 
Oh Neprune: Oh, great founder of our race | 
‘Why was he fram'd with fuch a godfike look ? 
Why wears he not Come mott deteited form, 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought, 

‘Thae t night a& my juftice without grief, 
Punish the villain, nor regrec the fon ? 
HIPPOLITUS, 

May I prefurne to afk, what fecret care 

Broods in your breaft, and clouds your royal 
brow? 

Why dart your awfal eyes thofe angry beams, 
And fright Hippolitus, they usd to cheer ? 

THESEUS, 

Anfwer mie fir: when call'd to wait on Phe- 
dra, 
‘What fudden fear furpris’d your troubled foul ? 
. Why did your ebbing blood forfake your cheeks ? 
Why did you hatten from your father’s arms, 
To thun the queen your diity bids you pleate ? 
HIPPOLITUS, 
My lord, to pleafe the queen, I’m fore'd to 
fhun her, 
Atd keep this hated objet from her fighe, 

THESEUS, 

Say, what’s the caufe of her inveterate hatred ? 
: HAPPOLITUS, 
My lord, as yet I never gave her caufe, 





HIPPOLITUS. &o} 
THESEUS. *: 
Oh were it fo! [Afde.] When lait did you at- 
tend her 7 ; 
HIPPOLITOTS, 





When laft attend her ?- Oh unhappy qneent 
Your error’s known, yet I difdain to wrong you,’ 
Or to betray. fault myfelf have caus'd. | Afidee. 
When laft attend her ?—— * 

THESEUS. 
Anfwer me directly 5 
Nor dare to trifle with your father’s rage. 
HIPPOLITUS, 
My lord, this very morn I faw the queém. 
THESEUS, 
What pafe'd? 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Lafk'd permiffion to retire. 
FUESEUS. 
And was that all? 
HIPPOLITUS, 
My lord, I humbly beg, 
With the moft low fubmiffions, afk no more. 
THESEUS. 

Yet you don’t anfwer with your low fubmiffions.. © 

Anfwer, or never hope to fee me more. 
HIPPOLITUS, 

Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling; 

Andthe poor quecn’sbetray'dand loft forever. [ Afides 
THESEUS, 

He changes, gods! and faulters at the queftion: 

His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 


[Afides 
sProLitus, 


Why do you frown, my lord? Why turn away, 

As from fome loathfome monfter, not your fon ? 
THESEUS, 

‘Thou art that monfter, and no more my fon. 
Not one of thofe of the moft horrid form, 

Of which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 
Was half fo thocking to my fight as thou, 
HIPPOLITUS. 

Where am I, gods? Is that my father Thefens? 

Am ft awake? Am I Hippolitus? 
THESEUS. 

Thou are that fiend.—Thou art Hippolitus. 
Thou art ! Oh fall! Oh fatal fain to honeur f 
How had my vain imagination form’d thee? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos jut! 

Sometimes it Jed me through the maze of war 3 
There it furvey'd thee ranging through the field, 
Mowing down troops,and dealing out deftrudtion: 
Sometimes with wholefome laws reforming tates, 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty; 
While you 








BIPPOLITUS, 
With all my father's foul infpir’d, 

Burnt with impatient thirft of early honour, . 
To hunt through bloody fields the chafe of glory, 
And blefs your age with trophies like your own. 
Gods: How that warm’d me! How my throbbing 

heart 
Leapt to the image of my father’s joy, 
Wher you fhould ftrain me in your tolding arme, 
And with kind raptures, and with fobbing joys, 
Commend my valour, and confefs your fan: 


dos 
‘How did 1 think my glorious toil o’er-paid ? 
‘Then great indeed, and in my father’s love, 
‘With more than conqueft crown’d? Go on, Hip- 
politus, 

Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
PRradtife che fritteft and autereft virtve, 

And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos; 
‘Phefeus, thy father Thefcus, will reward thee. 

THESEUS. 
Yes, as Minos would reward 





Reward thee?. 
thee. 
‘Was Minos then thy pattern? And did Minos, 
‘The great, the good, the juft, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did he infpire adultery, force, and inceft ? 


I9MENA appears. 


ISMENA, 
Ha! What's this? (4fide. 
HIPPGLITUS. 
Amazement ! Inceft !—— 
THESEUS. 
Inceft with Phadra, with thy mother Phadra. 
HIPPOLITUs. 
This charge fo unexpedted, fo amazing, 
So.new, fo ftrange, impoffible to thought, 
Stuns my aftonith’d foul, and ties my voice. 
THESEUS, 
Then let this wake thee, this once glorious 
fword, 
‘With which thy father arm’d thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpofe. Qh abandon’d flave! 
Oh early villian! Moft detefted coward ! 
With this my inftrument of youthful glory ! 
With this‘ ——Oh nnble entrance into arms! 
» With this t? invade the fpotlefs Phadra’s honour? 
Phaedra’ My life! My better half, my queen ! 
“That very Phaedra, for whofe juft defence 
«The gods would claim thy fword. 
HIFPOLITUS. 
Amazement! Death ! 
Heavens! Durft I rife the farefain’d fword of 
Theteus 
Againtt his queen, againft my mother’s bofom. 
THESEYS. 
if not, declare when, where, and how you 
lott ie? {filent. 
How Phadea gain’d it? Oh all the gods! He's 
‘Why was it barr'd? Whote botom was it aim'd 
‘ at? {cheeks, 
What meant thy arm advanc’d, thy glowing 
‘Thy hand. heart, eyes? Oh villain! monitrous 
villain | 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Is there no way, no thought, no beam of 
light ? 
No clue to guide me through this gloomy maze, 
‘To clear my honour, yet prefirve my faith ? 
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Hear your wrong’d fon, The fword——Oh f 
tal vow! * 
Enfnaring oaths; and thou, rafh thoughtlefs fool 
To bind thyfelf in voluntary chains ; 
Yet to thy fatal truft continue firm! 
Beneath difgrace, though infamous, yet honeftst# 
Yet hear me, father, may the righteous: 
Shower all their ourfes on this wretchtd head. 
Oh may they doom me!— . 
‘THESEUS. 
Yes, the gods will doom the 
The fword, the f{word! Now fwear, and call ¢- 
witnefs 
Heaven, hell,and earth. I mark it not from ont 
That breathes beneath fech complicated guilt. ~ 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
I fprang to meet you at your with’d return ? 
Dves this appear like guilt? When thus ferene, 
With eyes erect, and vifage unapall’d, 
Fixt on that awful face, I ftand the charge ; 
Amaz’d, not fearing: Say, if I am guilty, 
Where are the confcious looks, the face now pale 
Now flufhing red, the downcaft haggard cyes, 
Or fix’d on carth, or flowly rais’d to catch 
A fearful view, then funk again with horror ? 
THESEUS. tree 
This is for raw, untaught, unfinith’d villains, 
Thou in thy bloom haft reach’d th’ abhorr’d per: 
fection : ? 
Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 
The beauteous flamp (oh Heavens!) of faultlefi 
virtue, 
While thy foul heart contriv’d this horrid deed. 
Oh harden’d fiend, can’t fuch tranfcending crimei 
Difturb thy foul, or ruffle thy fmooth brow ? 
What, no remorfe! No qualme! No pricking 
pangs: 
No feeble itruggle of rebelling honour ! 
O "twas thy joy! thy fecret hoard of blifs, 
Io dream, to ponder, act it o’er in thought $ 
To doat, to dwell on; as rejoicing mifers 
Brood o’er their precious ftores of fecret gold. 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Moft I not fpeak? Then fay, unerring Hea. 
ven, 
Why was I born with fuch a thirft of glory? 
Why did this morning dawn to my difhonour ? 
Why did not pitying fate with ready death 
Prevent the guilty day ? 
THESEUS. 
Guilty indeed. 
Ey’n at the time you heard your father’s death, 
And fuch a father (O immortal gods!) 
As held thee dearer than his life and glory; 
When thou thould’ft rend the skies witk damo- 
tous grief, . 
Beat thy fad breaft, and tear thy flarting hairs, 


None! Nonc, ye powers! And muit [ groan ; Then to my bed to force your impious way 5 


beneath 
‘This execrable load of foul difhonour ? 
Mutt Thefens fuffer fuch unheard-of torture t 
“khefcus, my father! No, VIl break through al}; 
All ozths, ali vows, ali idle imprecations, 
] give them to the winds Hear mz, my lord! 





With horrid luf t’ infult my yet warm urn ; 

Make me the {corn of hell, the fport for fiends! 

‘Thefe are the funeral honours paid to Thefeus, 

‘Thefe are the forrows, thefe the hallow’d rites, 

Yo which you'd call your father’s hovering {pi- 
Tit. c 


PHADRA AND HIPPGLITUS. 


Enter IsMENA. 


ISMENA. 
Hear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his doom : 
[Turning ie Thefeus. 
4fear one that comes to o thi ‘eld his injur’d honour, 
Avdcuard his life with hazard of her own. 
THESEUS. 

‘Though .thou'rt the daughter of my hated foe, 
Though even thy beauty’s loathfome to my eyes, 
Yet juftice bids me hear thee, 

ISMEN(. 
Thus I thank thee. [Kncels. 
Then know, miftaken prince, his honeft foul 
Could ne'er he {way’d by impious love to Phadra, 
Since I before engag'd his early vows; 
‘With all my wiles {abdu'd his ftruggliag heart ; 
For long his duty fruggled with his love. 
THESEUS. 
Speak, is this trye? On thy obedience, fpeak. 
HIPPOLITUS. 

So charg’d, l.own the dangerous truth; [ own, 

Againg her will, | lov'd the fair Iimena. 
THESEUS. 

Canft thou be only clear’d by difobedience, 
And juftify’d by crimes ?—What | love my foe! 
Love one defcended from a race of tyrants, 
‘Whale bload yet recks on my avenging {word ! 
‘I'm cur each moment I delay thy fate : 

Hafte to the fhades, and tell the happy Pallas 
Tfmena’s flames, and Jet him tafte fuch joys 

As thon giv’ft ma; go tell applauding Minos 
The piaug.love you bore his daughter Phx-dra ; 
Tell it the chattering ghofts, and hiffing furies, 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell found nothing 
To thy pleas’d ears but Phicdra and tfmena. 


Enter CRATANDER, 


Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty fword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it atted, 
And bid him die, at teaft, like Thefeus’ fon. 
‘Take him away, and execute my arders, 
NUPPOLITUS. 
‘Heavens ! how that ftrikes me! 
my foul! 
To think of your unutterable. forrows, 
When you halt find Hippolitus was guiltlefs! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom’d, 
‘When you thall mourn your fon’s unhappy fate, 
Oh, I befeech you by the Inve you bore me, 
‘With my laft words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh for my fake forbear to touch your life, 
Nor wonnd again Hippolitus in Thefeus, 
Let all my virtues, all my joys, fervive 
Frefh in your breaft, bnt be my woes forgot ; 
The woes which fate, and not my (ather, wrought. 
Oh! Jet me dwell for ever in your thoaghts, 
_ Let me be honour'd ftill, bu: not deplor’d. 
THESEUS. 
‘Then thy chief care is for thy father’s life, 
Oh blooming hypocrite! Oh young diffembler ! 
Well haft thou fhewn the care thou tak’ft of 
Thefeus, 
Oh all ye gods! how this enflames my fury! 
I fearce can hold my zage; my eager hands 
Vox, VI, 


How it wounds 





; ae 
Tremble to reach thee. Wo, difhonour'd The 
feus! 
Blot ot thy fanie with fuch a monfter’s bloods: - 
Snatch him away. 
HIPPOLITUS. 
Lead on. Farewell, Iinenan 
ISMENA. 
1 take me with him, let me fhare his fate, 
Oh Wer Thefeus! Yee revoke his doom: 
See, fee the very minifters of death, 
Though bred to blood, yet ffirink, aid with’ tad 


fave him, 
THESEUS. 
Slaves, villains, tear her from him, cut: het 
arms off. 
ISMENA. 


Oh! tear me, cut me, till my fever’d limbs 
Grow to my lord, and fhare the pains he fuffers, 
THESEUS. 
Villains, away. 
ISMENA. Pa 
O Thefeus! Hear me, hear mi 
THESEUS. e 
Away, nor taint me with thy loathfonte tout. 
Off, woman, 








ISMENA. 

Stay, oh flay ! I'll tell yoh all. [Exit Thiet 
Already gone !—Tell it, ye cunfcious walls; 
Bear it, ye winds, upon your pirying wings; 
Refound it, fame, with all your hundred Longin 
Oh haplefs youth: All heaven confpires agetdai 

you, 
The confcious walls conceal the fatal fecret : 
Th’ untainted winds refufe th’ infedted load 2 
And fame itfelf is mute.—Nay, ev'n Ifmona,, 
Thy own Ifniena’s fworn to thy deftradion. 
But ftill, whate’er the cruel gods defign, 
fn the fame fate our equal tars combine, 
And he who dooms thy death pronouncesf 
mine. : 








ACT. V. 


Eater PHEDRA and EXCON 


LYCON. 
Accuse yourfelf: Ob! on my knees I beg: yous 
By all the gods, recal the fatal meflage. 
Heavens! Will you ftaad the dreaded rage or 
Thefeus ? [rnction f. 
And brand your fame, and work your own ded 
PHADRA- 
By thee I'm branded, and by thee deftroy’d 5 
‘Thou bofom ferpent, thou ailuring fiend ! 
Yet than’t you boaft the mileries you caufe, 
Nor “{cape the ruia you have brought on all: 
LYCON- , ‘ 
‘Was it not your cofumand ? Has faithful Lyctti 
Ev’er fpoke, c’ez thought, defign’d, contriv'd, af! 
acted? 
Has he done aught without the queen’s confent ? 
: PHEDRA. A 
Plead’ft thou confent to what thon Of ix 


fpir’dk? 
Q4 





‘Was that confent ? O fenfelefs politician! 
When adverfe paflion flruggled in my breatt, 
‘When anger, fear, love, forrow, guilt, defpair, 
Drove out my reafon, and ufurp’d my foul, * 
‘Yet this confent you plead, O faithful Lycon ! 
“OH omly zealous for the fame of Phadra! 
With this, you blat my name, and clear your own; 
‘And what's my frenzy, will be call’d my crime: 
What then is thine ? Thou cool deliberare villain, 
‘Thou wife, forethinking, weighing politician ! 
LYCON, * 
Oh! twas fo black, my frighted tongue re- 
coil’d 
‘At its own found, and horror fhook my foul. 
Yet fill, though pierc’'d with fuch amazing an- 
guifh, 
Snch was my zeal, fo much I lov'd my queen, 
Wbroke through all, to fave the life of Phaedra. 
PHADRA. 

What's hife? Oh all ye gods! can life atone 
For all the monftrous crimes by which ’tis bought ? 
‘Ow can [hive ? When thou, oh foul of honour! 
Qh carly hero! by my crimes art ruin’d. 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy youth 
Falls by the fordid hands of butchering villains ; 
Now, now he bleeds, he dics—Oh perjur’d trai- 

tor! 
‘See; his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
Ang nature fallies in unbidden groans; 
Now mortal pangs diftort his lovely form; 
His rofy beauties fade, his larry eyes 
y Mow darkling fwim, and fix their ciofing beams; 
Now in short gafps his Isbouring fpirit heaves, 
- And weakly flutters on his favltering tongue, 
And ftruggles into found. Hear, monfter, hear, 
ith his la& breath he curfes perjur’d Phadra : 
Femmes Phaedra to the bar of Minos; 
(qu. too fhalt chere appear; to torture thee, 
lc hell fhall be employ’d, and fuflering 
hai Phadra 
Shajl find fome eafe to fee thee ftill more wretched. 
LYON. 
Oh all ye powers! Oh Phedra' Hear me, 
hear me, 
By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 
‘By thofe unhappy crimes I wrought to ferve you, 
By thefe old wither’d limbs and hoary hairs, 
«yall my tears!—Oh heavens! fhe minds me 
; not, 7 [con ! 
"he Kears not my complaints. Oh wretched Ly- 
"fo what art thou referv’d ? 
’ PHZEDRA. 
Referv'd to all 
The frarpeft, floweft pains that earth can furnith, 
"Fo all 1 wifh—-On Phadra—Guards, fecure him, 
; . [Lycon carried off, 
Ha ! Thefeus, gods! My freezing blood congeulss 
and all my thoughts, defigns, and words are loft, 


Enter VHESEUS. 


TuRseus. 
> Deft thon at lat repent ? Oh lovely Phedra! 
At laft with equal ardour mect my vows : 
=" dear-bought bleffing | Vet Pil not complain, 
Since now my fharpeft grief is ail oerpaid, 
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And only heightens joy.—Then hafte, my charmer 
Let’s featt our famifh’d fouls with amorous riot, 
With fierceft blifs atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the. age we've loft. 
PHEDRA, 
Stand off, approach me, touch me not; fly? 
hence, ~ % 
Far as the diftant fkies, or deepeft centre. 
THESEUS. 
Amazement! Death! Ye gods who guide the 
world, : 
What can this mean? So fierce a deteftation, 
So ftreng abhorrence: Speak, exquifite tor- 
mentor ! 
Was it for this your fummons fill'd my foul 
With eager raptures, and tumultuous tran{ports? 
Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of blifs, 
Did I for this obey my Phaedra’s call, 
And fly with trembling haftc to mect her arms? 
And am I thus receiv’d? O cruel Phadra! 
Was it for this you rouz’d my drowfy foul 
From the dull lethargy of hopelefs love? 
And doft thou only shew thofe beautcous eyes 
‘To wake defpair, and blaft me with their beams? 
PHEDRA, 
Oh! were that all to which the gods have 
doom’d me ; ia 
But angry Heaven has laid in ftore for Thefeus 
Such perfect mifchief, fuch traifcendent woe, 
That the black image fhocks my frighted foul, 
And the words die on my relutant tongee. 
THESEOS. 

Fear not to fpeak it; that harmonious voice 
Will make the faddeft tale of forrow pleafing, 
And charm the grief it brings—Thus let mre 

hear ic. .s 
Thus in thy fight; thus gazing on thofe eyes, 

I can {upport the utmott fpite of fate, (fair? 
And ftand the rage of heaven.——Approach my 
PURDRAS 

Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight : 

Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus? 
THESEUS. 
Forget the villain, drive him from your foul, 
PHRDRA- 

Can I forget, or drive him from my foul! 

Oh! he will ftill be prefeut to my eyes: 

His words will ever echo in my cars; 

Still will he be the torture of my days, 

Baste of my life, andruin of my glory. 
THESEUS. 

And mine and all—Oh moft abandon’d vit 
Oh Jatting feandal to our godlike race! [lain * 
‘That could contrive a crime fo foul as inceft. 

PHADRA. 

Inceft! Oh name it not! 
The very mention fhakes my inmoft foul: 

‘The gods are ftartled in their peaceful manfiens, 
And nature fickens at the fhocking found. 
‘Thou brutal wretch! Thou execrable monftet 
‘To break through ail the laws that early flow 
From untanght reafon, and diftinguifh man ; 
Mis like the fénfetefs herd with beftial luft, 
Mother and fou prepoiteroully wicked ; 

‘To banifh from thy foul the reverence daz 
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To honbur, nature; and the genial bed, 
Aad injure one fo great, fq good as Thefeus. 
THESEUS. 
nor injure one fo great, fo good as Phaxdra ; 
O flave | co wrong {uch purity as thine, 
Such dazzling brightnefs, fuch exalted virtue. 
PHADRA.- 
Virtuc! All-feeing, gods, you know my virtue! 
Muft I fuppare all this? O righteous Heaven ? 
-Can’e 1 yet fpeak? Reproach 1 could have borne, 
Pointed his fatyrs ftings, and edg’d his rage, 
But to-be prais'd Now, Miros, ! defy thee; 
Bv'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones; furies, wheels, are flight to whar 1 fuffer, 
And hell itfeif ’s relief. 
THESEUS, 
What's helf to thee? 
What crimes could’ thou commit? or what re- 
proaches 
Could innocence fo pure as Phaxdra’s feer, 
Oh, thou’rt the chafteft matron of thy fex, 
The faireft pattern of excelling virtue. 
Our late annals fhall record thy glory, 
‘The maid's ple, and the matron’s theme. 
Bach tkilful artift fhall exprefs thy form, 
In animated gold——The threatening {word 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy {nowy bofom ; 
Such heavenly beauty on thy face fhal! bloom, 
As fhall almoft exéufe the villain’s crime ; 
But, yet that firmnefs, that unfhaken virtue, 
As ftill thall make the monfter morc detefted. 
“Where’er you pafs, the crowded way fhail found 
With joyful cries, and endle(s acclamations : 
And when afpiring bards, in daring ftrains, 
Shall raife fome heavenly matron to the powers, 
They'll fay, fhe’s great, he’s true, fhe’s chafte as 
Phadra, 








PHUEDRA. 
‘Yhis might have been, 
ftars | 
Now, as I pals, the crowded way shall found 
With hiffing fcorn, and murmuring deteftation : 
The lateft annals fha!l record my ihame ; 
And when th’ avenging Mufe wich pointed rage 
‘Would fink fome intpious woman down to hell, 
She'll fay, he’s falfe, the’s bafe, fhe’s foul as 
Phadra, 





But now, vh cruel 


THESEUS, 

Hadg thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Caft any ftains on purity like thine, 

+ They’re wath'd already in the villain’s blood : 
The very tword, his inftrument of horror, 
Ere this time drench’d in his inceftuous heart, 
Has done thee juftice, and aveng’d the crimes 
He us'd it co perform. 


Enter MESSENGER: 
MESSENGER. 
Alas! my iord, 

Ere this the prince is dead. 1 faw Cratander 
Give him a {word.—1 faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and poine it to his breaft, 
Wirth fteady hands, and with difdainful looks, 
“4s one that fear’d not death, but feorn’d to die, 


And ect in batth.—~A hudclamour follow’d': 
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And the furrounding foldiers hid from fight, 
But ail pronvunc’d him dead. 
PHYEDRA- 
. Is he then dead? 
TRESEUS. re 
Yes, yes, he’s dead s and dead by my commasihy 
And in this dreadful a& of mournful jultice, 
Yo mere renown'd thao in my _dear-boiightt 
Juurels, 
PHAEDRA. 
‘Then thou’rt renown'd indeed——Ob haps 
py Thefeus ! 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phaedra! 
an, let's join our well-met hands together} 





| Unite for ever, and defy the gods 


"Yo thew a pair fo eminently ‘wretched. 
THESEUS, 
Wretched ! For what? For what the world muft 
praife me; 
hat the nations fhall adore my juitice 5 
villain’s death ? 
PHRDRA. 
Hippolitus a villain ! 
Oh, he wasall his godlike fire could with, 
‘The pride of ‘Thefeus, and the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveft of his godlike race 
‘Dread with fuch early hopes the paths of honour, 
THESEUS. 
What can this mean? declare, ambiguous 
Phaedra; 
Say, whence thefe shifting gufts of clathing raj 
Why are thy doubtful fpeeches dark and troub! 
As Cretan feas when vext by warring winds? 
Why is a villain, with alternate pailion, 
Accus'd, and prais’d, deteited, and deplor’d ? 
PREDRA. 
Canft thou not guels ?— 
Canft thou rot read it in my furious pailions ? 
Ip all the wild diforders of my foul? 
Could'ft thou not fee it in the ncble warmth 
That urg’d the daring youth to a@s of honour? - 
Could’ thou not fiad it in the generous truth, 
Which fparkled in his eyes, und open’d inshis 
face? 
Could’ft not perceive it in the chafte referve? 
In every word and look, each godlike a@, _ 
Could’ft thou net fee Hippolitus was guilelefs ? 
THESEYS. 








Guillefs! Oh all ye gods! What can this 
mesa? 
PHEDRA. 
Mean! That the guilt is mine, that virtuous 
Phedra, . 


‘The maid’s example, and-the maron’s theme, 
With beftial paffion woo’d yaur loathing fon 5. 
And when deny’d, with impious accufation 
Sully'd the luitre of his fhining honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus’d the faultlefs youth, 
And with enfnaring wiles deftroy'd that virtue 
L try’d in vain to fhake, 
THESEUS. 
Is he then guiltlefs? 
Guildlefs! Then what art thou? And oh ju& 
Heaven ! 
What « deteltcd parricide is Thefens ? 


Qay 
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PHEDRA. i 
ie NWhat am,I'? What indeed, but one more black 1 
Phan earth or hell e’er bore! O horrid mixture 

“OH. crimes and woes, of parricide and inceft, 
"Perjory, murder; toarm the erring father 
‘Segwintt the guiltlefsfon. O impious Lycon! 
‘Ya what a hell of woes thy arts have plung’d me. 
Toate THESEUS, 

‘Lycon! Here, guards !——Oh moft abandon’d 
et villain ! [ther. 
wdecure him, feize him, drag him piece-meal hi- 


Enter GUARDS. 


GUARDS, 
‘Who has, my lord, incurr’d your high dif- 
pleafure ? 
THESEUS. 


< Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur’d Lycon ? 
0 can infpire fuch forms of rage, but Lycon ? 
‘Where has my fword left ove fo black, but Lycon ? 
‘Where! Wretched Thefeus : in thy bed and heart, 
Phe very darling of my foul and cyes! 
Oh beauteous fiend! But truft not to thy form. 
You too, my fon, was fair; your manly beauties 
@harm’d every heart! (O Heavens!) to your de- 
ftrugtion. 
You too were good, your virtucus foul abhorr'd 
“The crimes fur. which you dy’d. Oh impious 
Phaedra : 
Theeltuous fury! Execrable murth’refs | 
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in heil, 
Gan art invent, or boiling rage fuggelt, 
"Ev'n endlefs torture which thou fhalt not fuller? 
PHEDRA, 

* And is there aught on carth T would not fuffer? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crines, 
"Thon recd'f not claim it, moft unhappy youth, 

rpm any hands but mine; ‘T’ avenge thy fate, 
‘Vd court the fierceft and fue for tortures; 
And Phedra’s fufferings dhonld atene for ¢ 
v’n now I fall a viclim to thy wrongs; 
Ev’n now a fatal draught works out my foul; 
E¥n now it curdles in my fhrinking veins 
‘The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 

















Lycon broughé én. 
Haft thou efcap’d my wrath? Yet, impious 
Lycon, 

On thee Pil empty all my hoard of vengeance, 
And ghit my boundlefs rage. 
LYCON. 

Ot mercy, mercy + 

THESEUS, 

Such thou fhalt find as thy beft deeds deferve, 
Such as thy guiley foul can hope from ‘l'kefeus ; 
Such as thou shew’dit to poor Hippoiitus, 

L7co™. 

Ob chain me! whip me! Let me be the feorn 
OF fordid rabblis, and infulsing crowds! 

Give me but life, and make that life moft wretched. 
PUAORA, 

Art thou fo hafe, fo Spiritlefs a flave > 
Not fo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin’d. 

Not fo he bore the fate to which you doom’d him. 
THESEUS. 
Oh, abject villain! Yet it gives me joy 


OF SMITH. 


To fee the fears that fhake thy guilty fost, . 
Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 
Oh, how thou’lt how! thy fearful foul away; 
While laughing crowds fhall echo to thy cries, 
And make thy pains their fport: Hafte, henes, 
away with him, ' 
Drag him to all the torments earth can fers 
Let him be rack'd and gath’d, impal’d alive; 
‘Then let the mangled montfter, fix’d on high, 
Grin o’er the fhouting crowds, and glut their 
ven; Cee a 
And ic this all? And art thou now appeas’d ? 
Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ! 
Oh ungorg’d appetite! Oh ravenous thir 
Of a fon’s blood! What not a day, 2 moment! 
PHADRA. 
A day! A moment: Oh! thou fhould’ft have 
Raid 
Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 
Ere tuuch'd the life of that confummate youth. 
‘THESEUS. 
And yet with joy I flew to his deftru@ion, 
Boafted his fate, and triumph’d in his ruin. 
Not this 1 promis’d to his dying mother, 
When in her mortal pangs she fighing gave me 
The lat cold kiffes from her trembling lips, 
And reach’d her feeble wandering hande'to mine: 
When her laft breath, now quivering at her 
mouth, 
Implor’d my goodnefs to her Jovely fon; 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas! defcends 
An early viGim to the lazy fhades, [fends 
(Qh heaven and earth !) by Thefeus doom’d, de 
PHEDRA. 
He’s doom’d by Thefeus, but accus’d by Phe 
dra, 
By Phadra’s madnefs, and by Lycon’s hatred. 
Yet with my life I expiate my frenzy, 
And die for thee, my headlong rage deftroy’d: 
Thee I purfue (oh great ill-fated youth !) 
Purfue thee ftill, but now with chafte defites: 
‘Thee through the difmal wafte of gloomy death 
Thee through the glimmering dawn, and pure 
d 











i? Elyfian plains: Orighteous Minos 
ns! There he and his Hinena 
hall for ever drink 
Tranrortal [ove ; I far off fhall how! 
In encly plains; while all che blackeft ghofts 
Shrink trom the baleful fight of one more mor. 
And more accurs’d than they. [ftrow 
VHESEUS. 
I too muft go; 
I too muft once more fee the burning fhore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no Alcides will releafe me now. 
: PREDRA, 
Then why this flay? Come on, let’s plunge tq 
See hell {ets wide its adamantine gates, [gether 
See through the fable gates the black Cocytus 
In fmcky circles rowls its fiery waves: 
Hear, hear the ftunning harmonies of woe, 
The din of rattling chains, of clafhing whips, 
Of groans, cf !oud complaints, of piercing thrick 
That wide through al] iS gloomy world refound, 





PHEDRA AND 


How huge Megara fialks! what ftreaming fires 
Blaze fam her glaring eyes! what ferpents carl 
In horrid wreaths, and hifs around her head ! 
Now, now fhe drags me to the bar of Minos, 
Bee how the awful judges of the dead 
Look ftedfaft hate, and horrible difmay ! 
Sor Sttaos turns away his loathing eycs, 
Rage chokes his ftraggling words: the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hands: O all ye gods ! 
‘What, Lycon here: Oh execrable villain ! 
Then am I ftill on earth? By heli I am, 
A fury now, a fcourge preferv’d for Lycon ! 
See, the juit beings offer to my vengeance 
‘That impious flave. Now, Lycon, for revenge; 
Thanks, Heaven, ’tis here. Th fteal it to his 
heart. 
{24ifaking Thefeus for Lycon, ofrs to flab Lim, 
GUARDS, 
Heavens ! ’tis your lord 
PHEDRA. 
My lord! O equal Heaven! 
Muft each portentuous moment rife in crimes, 
And fullying life go off in parricide ? 
‘Then ceuft not thy flow drags. ‘Thus fure of death 
[Stabs berfelf. 
Complete thy horrors ——And if this fuflice not, 
‘Thou, Minos, do the reft. 
THESEUS. 
At length the’s quiet, 
And earth now bears not fuch a wretch as The- 
Xet (ll obey Hippolitus and live ; (fous ; 
Then to the wars; and as the Corybantines, 
With clafhing fhields, and braying trumpets, 
drown’d 
The cries of infant Jove -—I'll ftifle confcience, 
And nature's murmars in the din of aems. 
But what are arms to me? Is he not dead 
For whom f fought ? For whom my hyary age 
Glow’d with the boiling heat of youth in battle ? 
How then to drag a wretched life beneath, 
An endlefs round of fill returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorfe? 
What torment’s this? ‘Therefore, O greatly 
thought, 
‘Therefore do jultice on thyfelf——and live ; 
Live above all moft infinitely wretched. 
Ufmena too ‘Nay, then, avengiay Heaven 
ISMENA enters. 
Has veuted all its rage.-—-O wretched maid! 
Why dof thou come to fwell my raging grieh? 
Why add to forrows, and embitcer woes ? 
Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt? 
Why thus-reeall to my affligted foul 
‘The fad remembrance of my godiike fon, 
QF that dear youth my cruelty has ruin’d ? 
ISMENA. 
Ruin’d!——0O all ye powers! O awfuj The- 
feus! 
Say, where’s my lord? fay, where has fate difpos'd 
Oh {peak : the fear diftracts me. 
THULCSEUS, 
Geds. Can I {peak ? 
€an I declare his fate to his mena? 
Oh lovely maid! could thou admit of comfort, 


Pheu thouldf@ fir ever be my ol rey 

























{him ? 


HIPPOLITUS. 


bry 
Work of my life, and labour of my foul. : 
For thee alone, my forrows, luli’d, fhall ceafe 5 
Ceafe for a while to mourn my murder’d fon ; 
For thee alone my fword once more hall rage, 
Reftore the crown of which it robb’d your race z 
Then Jet your grief give way to thoughts of> 
empire; is 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
Beneath thy eafy yoke with pleafure how, 
And think in thee their own Minerva rergns. 
ISME WA, me | 
Muoft I then reign? Nay, muft 1 live without 
him? 
Not fo, oh godlike yourh ! you lov'd Ifmena; 
You for her fake yefus'd the Cretan empire, ° 
And yct a nobler gift, the royal Phaedra, 
Shall Iyth-n take a crown, a guilty crown, “5 
From the relentlcfs hand that doom’d thy death?” 
Oh: “tis in death alone I can have eafe. 
And thus } find ir. [Ofers toflab berfetf. : 


Enter wreroLtvs. 


HIPPOLIILS. e 
O forbear, Hmena!- “ 
Forbear, chafte maid, to wound thy tender ba- 
fom ; 7 
Qh heaven and earth! fhould fhe refolve to die, « 
And {natch all beauty from the widow'd earth? 
Was it for me, ye gods! fhe’d fall a vidim ? 
Was’t for me the’d die? O heavenly virgin 
Sce, fee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee, 
ISMENA. 
Hippolitus ! 
Am Calive or dead! is this Elyfium ! 
"Tis he, *tis all Hippolirus—~Ar’e well ? 
Ar't thou not wounded? 
THESEUS, 
Oh unhop’d-for joy! 
Stand off, and Jet me fly into his arms, “4 
Speak, fay, what god, what miracle preferv’a 
thee? 
Didft thou not ftrike thy father’s cruel 
My iword, inte thy beeatt ? 
HIPPOL}TUS. 
1 aim’d it there, 
But turn’d it from myfelf, and flew Cratande: 
‘The guards, noc trufted with his fatal orders, 
Granted my with, and bronght me to the king: 
1 fear’d not death, but could not bear the thought ° 
Of Thefeus’ forrow, and ifmena’s lofs 5 
‘therefore { hatten’d to your soyal preience, 
Here to receive ary doom 
THESEUS. 
be this thy doom, 
To live for ever in fimena’s arms, [tues, 
Go, heavenly pair, and with your dazzling vira: 
Youur courage, truth, your innocence, and love, ~ 
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that cite 


prefent, 









pire, 
Fer which ia vain your rival fathers fought, 
iSMENA, 
Oh kiling oy. 


HIPPoTitus, ‘ 
Oh cettaly of bli! 
Qa yy : 
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Ant I poffeft at fait of my Ifmena ? No other way to crown Ifmiena’s ove! 

OF shat ccleftial maid, oh pitying gods! »Then muft | ever mourn her cruel fare, 

How thall 1 thank your bounties for my fufferings,| And in the midft of my triumphane joy, 

For ail my pains, and all the pangs I've burn ? Ev'n in my hero’s arms, confefs tome forrow. 

Since "twas to them I owe divine Ifmena, THESEUS. 

‘ho them I owethe dear confent of Thefeus. O tender maid ! forbear, with ill-tim’d grief, 

Yet there’s a pain lies heavy on my heart, To damp our bleffings, and incenfe the gods ~~ 

For the difaftrous fate of haplefs Phadra. But let’s away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 

THESEUS. | For all the wonders in our favour wrought; 
Deep was her auguith ; for the wrongs fhe did! That Heaven, whofe mercy refcued erring Tkefeus 

: you, From execrable crimes, and endlefs woes, 
_She chofe to die, and in her death deplor’d ‘Thgn learn trom me. ye kings, that rule the world, 

Your fate, and not her own. With equal poife let fteady juftice fway, 

RIPPOLIT ES. And flagrant crimes, with certain vengeance 
: Uve heard it ail. pay, 

©! had not paffion fully’d her renown, But, till the proofs are clear, the ftroke delay. 

None e’er on earth had fhone with equal lugre ; alePolires, 

- 80 glorious liv'd, or fo lamented dy'd. ‘The righteaus gods, that innocence require, 

‘Her faults were only faults of raging love, } Protect the goodnefs which themfelves infpire. 
Her virtues all her own. | Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 

ISMENA, | Th’ accus'd is happy, while th’ accufer dies, 
Unhappy Pheedra! | Exeunt omnes, 

"Was there no other way, ye pitying powers, 




















ON THE 


BIRTH OF THE PRINCE OF WALES *. 


Jam non vulgares, Ifis, molire triumphos, 
Augutftos [fis punquam tacitura Scuartos. 
Tu quoties crebris cumulafti altaria donis 
Molta rogans numen, cui vincta jugalia cure ! 
At jam votivam Superis fufpende tabellam ; 
Sunt rata vota tibi, fevique oblita doloris 
Amplexu parvi gaudet Regina Jacobi. 
Languentes dudum prifcus vigor afflat ocelos, 
Infans et cars fafpenfus in ofcula Matris 
‘Numine jam pirat blandg, vifumque tenellum 
Mifcet parva quidem, fed vivida Patris imago, 
O etiam patrio vivat celebratus honore, 
Vivat canitie terrig venerandus eddem ! 
Omen habet certé fupera quod vefcitur aur& 
‘Tum primum, ixtos a:ftas cum pandat honores, 
Omnia cum vireant, cum formofiflimus annus, 
Et Vos felicis optata prole Parentes ! 

wos nunc Parca piis re{pexit mota querelis : 
En! veftrae valuére preces; vidtrixque Deorum 
Fata movet pietas, quanivis nolentia flecti : 
Proles chara datur fenio, inconceffa juventz, 
Si cits foboles nullo miranda daretur 
Prodigio, fanclis vix digna Parentibus effet : 
© qua vita dabit, cui dat miracula partus? 

{, Princeps, olim patrios imitare triumphos, 
Et fomper magni veftigia Patris adora : 
Hic prima nondusn indutus lanugine malas 
Invidtis orbem per totum inclarsit armis. 
Iikius ad tonitru Batavi tremuére ; Jacobum 
Agnovit dominum fummiflis navita velis. 
‘l'e quoque Belga tremat, metuat rediviva Jacobi 
Fuimina, cujus adhuc miferé confervat hiantes 
Ore cicatrices, vaftz et monumenta ruinz, 
Subjedtus faniuias Nereus Tibi porrigat undas : 
Tpfe tuo da jura mari. 
Cumgue pater tandem divis mifcebitur ipfe 
Divus (at 6! tardé facra ducite ftamina, Pareze,) 
Affere tu noftri jus immortalé Monarch2; 
‘Lu rege fubjeQum patriis virtuubus orbem. 


* From the ‘ Strenae Natalitiae Academise Oxonicafis 
"in celfiffinum Principem, Oxouii, ¢ Taeatro Sheldonia- 
An, Dom, 1685." 








ON 
THE INAUGURATION 


or 
KING WILLIAM AND QUEEN MARY’ 


Mavaitn ingentis celfo de fanguine natum, 
Mauritioque parem, folenni difere verfu : 
Te, Gulielmi, juvat : nunc6: mihi pectora flan: 
Divina caleant, nunc me furor excitet idem, / 
Qui ‘Te, ingens heros, hello tot adige labores 
Inktigat, mediofque ardentem impellit in hoftes. 
Te tenero lace jactabat fama fub evo : oe 
Cepitti, qud finis erat ; maturaque virtus 
Edidit ante diem froctus, tardéque fequentes 
Annos precurrit longé, et poft terga reliquit. : 
Jam Te, jam vidcor flagrantes cernere vultus, 
Dum primas ducis fervens in prelia turmas + 
Jam cern oppofitas acies, quanto impete preceps: 
‘Tela per et gladios raperis; quo fulmine belli; 
Adverfam frangis cuneum, et. media agmina® 
mifces, es 
Num ferus invadit Belgas Turennins heros, 
Invidtis femper clarus Turennius armis, 
Et, quacunque ruit, ferro bacchatur et igni? 
‘Tu primo vernans jucunde flore juvente 
Congrederis, ducente Deo, Devs ipfe Batavis. - < 
Congrederis; non Te Galloram immania terrent ”- 
Agmina, non magni Turrennius agminis inflar. 
Heu quas tum ferro ftrages, que funera laté 
Edideris, quantofque vires demileris orco ! 
Sic cum congeftos ftruxére ad fidera montes 
Terrigenz fratres. fuperos detrudere clo 
Aggrefli, pofito tum plectro intonfus Apollo 
Armati fumplfit fatalia fpicula destri : 
‘Tune audax rutt in bellum, et furit acer in armia, 
Et Martem, atquce ipfas longé anteit fulminis alas. 
Extremos 6 quam vellem memorare labores! 
Quam vellem faevi fuperata pericula ponti! 
Cui meritd nunc jura dabis: quam flebile fatum 
‘Trifteique iMorum exequias, quos obrnit equor’ 
Immerites, canere ; at jamjam fub pondere tanto. 
Deficio, héroemque fequor non paflibus zquis. 























+ From the “ Vota Oxanienfig pro ferenifimis Gutifiel- 
S¢ ano Rege et Saria Regina M. Britanriac, &c. nuacupatas 
** Oxonii, ¢ Treat Idonianay An. Dom. 16390? 
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POE M*s. éxp 


Fruitlefs our hopes, though pious our cflays, 
Yours to preferve a friend, aud mine to praife. 
Oh! might I paint him in Miltonian verfe, 
‘With firains like thofe he fung on Gio’fter’s herfe; 
But with the meaner tribe I’m fore’d to chime, 
And, wanting, ftrength to rife, defcend to rhyme. 
With other fire his glerious Blenheim thines, 
Ad alll the battle thunders in his lines: 
His nervous verfe great Boileau’s ftrength tran- 
{eends, 
And France to Philips, as to Churchill, bends. 
Oh! various bard, you all our powers control, 
You now difturb, and now divert the foul: 
Miiton and Butler in thy mofe combine; 
«Above the laft thy manly beauties thine ; 
For, as Pve feen, when rival wits contend, 
One gaily charge, one gravely wile defend; 
This on quick turns and points in vain relies, 
‘This with a look demure, and fteady eyes, ; 
With dry rebukes, or {neering praife, replies. 
So thy grave lines extort a jufter {mile, 
Keach Rutler’s fancy, but furpafs his ftyle ; 
He {peaks Scarron’s low phrafe in humble firains, 
In thee the folemn air of great Cervantes reigns. 
_What founding lines his abje@t themes exprels! 
‘What fhining words the pompous fhilling diets! 
There, there my celJ, immortal made, outvies 
‘The frailer piles which o'er its ruins rife. 
In her beft light the Comic Mufe appears, 
When fhe, with borrow’d pride, the butkin wears. 
So when nurfe Nokes, to ad young Ammen 
tries, 
‘With thambling legs, long chin, and foolith eyes, 
‘With dangting hands he ttrokes th’ imperial robe, 
And, with a cuckold’s air, commands the globe ; 
‘The pomp and found the whole buffoon difplay’d, 
And Ammon’s fon more mirth than Gomez made 
Forgive, dear fhade, the tcene my folly draws ; 
Thy ftrains divert the grief thy athes caufe : 
‘When Orpheus fings, the ghoits no more com- 
plain, 
But, in his lulling mutic, lofe their pain: 
So charm the fallies of thy Georgic Mufe, 
So calm our forrows, and our joys intuie : 
Here rural notes a gentle mirth infpire, 
Here lefty lines the kindling reader fire ; 
Like that fair tree you p aife, the peem charms, 
Cools like the fruit, or like the juice it warms. 
Bleft clime, which Vaga’s fruitful ftreams im- 
prove, 
Etrvria’s envy, and her Cofmo’s love ; 
Redftreak he quaffs beneath the Chiant vine, 
Gives Tufcan yearly for thy Scudmore’s wine, { 
And ev’n his Taflo would exchange for thine. 
Rife, rife, Rofcommon, fee the Blenheim Mule 
‘The dull conitraint of monkifh rhyme refute; 
See, o’er the Alps his towering pinios (car, 
Where never Englifh poet reach’d betore: 
“See mighty Cofmo’s counfellor and friend, 
By turns on Cotmo and the Bard attend; 
Rich in the coins and bufts of ancient Rome, 
In him he brings a nobler treafure home ; 
In them he views her gods, and domes defign’d; 
da him the foul of Rome, and Virgil’s mighty 
mind ; - 


Topim for eafe retires from toils of fate, 4 
Nof half fo proud to govern, as tranflate. : 
Our Spenfer, firft by Pifan poets taught, > 
To us their tales, their ftyice, and noumbetq 
brought. 
To follow ours, now Tufcan bards defcend, 
From Philips borrow, though to Spenfer lend, 
Like Philips too the yoke of rhyme diidain ; 
They firft on Englith bards impos’d the chain, 
Firft by an Englith bard from rhyme their free-' 
dom gain. 
‘Tyrannic rhyme, that cramps to equal chime - 
The gay, the foft, the florid, and fublime : 
Some fay this chain the doubtful fenfe decides, 
Confines the fancy, and the judgment guides: 
I’m fure in needlefs bonds it poets ties, 
Procruftes like, the ax or wheel applics, 
To lop the mangled fenfe, or ftretch it into fize: 
At beft a crutch, that lifts the weak along, 
Supports the feeble, but retards the ftrong ; , 
And the chance thoughts, when govern’d by thes 
clofe, * 
Oft rife to fuftain, er defcend to profe, =; 
Your judgment, Philips, rul’d with fteady fway, 
You us’d no curbing rhyme, the Mufe to fay, 
To ftop her fury, or diread her way. 7 
‘Thee on the wing thy uncheck'd vigor bore, 
To wanton freely, or fecurely foar. 
So the ftretch’d cord the fhackle-dancer tries, 
As prone to fall, as impotent to rife : 
When freed he moves, the fturdy cable bends, 
He mounts with pleafure, and fecure defcends;*_ 
Now dropping {eems to ftrike the diftant ground, 
Now high in air his quivering feet rebound. 
Rail on, ye triflers, who to Will’s repair 
For new limpoons, frefh cant, or modith air; 
Rail on at Milton’s fon, who wifely bold 
Rejects new phrafes, and refumes the old: “ 
thus Chaucer lives in younger Spenfer’s ftraingg, | 
In Maro’s page reviving Ennius reigns; ll 
‘The ancient words the Majefty complete, 
And make the poem venerably great: . 
So when the qucen in royal habit’s dreft, 7 
Old myftic emblenis grace th’ imperial velt, ¢ 
And in Eliza’s robes all Anna ftands confett. 
A haughty bard, to fame by volumes rais'd, 
At Dick’s, and Batfon’s, and through Smithfield, - 
prais’d, 
Cries an aloud. ‘Bold Oxford bard, forbear 
With rugged numbers tu torment my car; 
Yet not like thee the heavy critic foars, 
But paints in fuftian, or in turn deplores; 
With Bunyan’s ftyle profanes heroic fongs, 
To the tenth page lean homilies prolongs ; 
For far-fetch'd rhymes makes puzzled angel .- 
ftrain, 
And in low profe dull Lucifer complain : 
His enviors Mufe, by native dulnefs curft, 
Damns the beft poems, and contrives the worft. . 
Beyond his praife or blame thy works prevail 
Complete where Dryden and thy Milton fail; 
Great Milton’s wing on lower themes fabfides, 
And Dryden oft in rhyme his weaknefs hides; 
You ne’er with jingling words deceive the eaty 
and yet, on humble fubje@s, great appears 
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‘Thrice happy youth, whom noble Ifis crowns, 
‘Whom Blackmore cenfares, and Godolphin owns: 
So on the tuneful Margarita’s tongue 

‘The liftening nymphs and ravith’d heroes hung +. 
But cits and fops the heaven-bern mufic blame, 
And bawl, and hifs, and damn her into fame: 
Like her fweet voice, is thy hatmonious fong, 
As high, as fwect, aseafy, andasiftrong. 

Oh! had relenting Heaven prolong’d his days, 
‘The towering bard had fung in nobler lays, 
How the laft trumpet wakes the lazy dead, 

How faints aloft che crofs triamphant {pread, 

How opening Heavens their happy region’ 
“thew, {glow, 

And yawning gulphs with flaming vengeance 

And faints rejoice above, and finners how] be- 
low: 

* “Well might he fing the day he could not fear, 

And paint the glories he was fure to wear. 

Oh beft of friends, will ne’cr the filene urn 
'To our juft vows the haplefs.youth return ? 
Mutt he.no more divert the tedicus day ? 

Nor fparkling thoughts in antique words convey? 

No more to harmle(s irony defcend, 

‘To noify fools a grave attention lend, ‘ 

Nor merry tales'with learn’d quotations blend ? 

No more in falfe pathetic phrafe complain 

Ff Delia’s wit, her charms, and her difdain ? 

‘Who now fhall godlike Anna's fame diffufe? _ 

Mott the, when moft fhe merits, want a Mofe ? 

‘Who now our Twyfden’s glorious fate fhall tell ; 

‘How low’d he liv’d, and how deplor’d he fell ? 

Row, while the troubled elements around, 

Earth, water, air, the ftunning din refound, 

Through ftreams of {moke, and adverfe fire, he 
.. tides, - 

While every thot is levell’d at his fides ? 

How, while the fainting Burch remotely fire, 

And the fam’d Eugene’s iron troops retire, 

In the firft front, amid@ a flaughter’d pile, 

High on the mound he dy’d near great Argyll, 

| Whom fhall f find unbiafs'd in difpute, 

Fager to learn, unwilling to confute? 

To whom the labours of my foul difclofe, 

Reveal my pleafere, or difcharge my woes ? 

Oh! in that heavenly youth for ever ends 

"The beft of fons, of brothers, and of friends. 

He facred Friendthip’s ftricteft laws obey'd, 

Yet more by Confcience than by Friendhhip 
© fway'd; 

Againg himfelf his gratitude maintain’d, 

By favours paft, not future profpects gain’d ; 

Not nicely choofing, though by all defir’d, 

‘Fhough learn’d,- not vain, ang humble, ‘though | 

Rough ‘ds 
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Candid to all, but to himfelf fevere, 

In humour pliant, as in life auftere. 

A wife content his even foul fecur’d, 

By want not fhaken, nor by wealth allur’d: 

Te all fincere, though earneft to commend, 

Could praife a rival, or condemn a friend. ~ 

‘To him eld Greece and Rome were fully knowg, 

Their tongues, their f{pirits, and their ityles hin 
own; 

Pleas’d the Teaft fteps of famous men to view, 

Our authors’ works, and lives, and fouls, he knew 3 

Paid to the learn’d and great the fame efteem, 

‘The one his pattern, and the one his theme: « 

With cqual judgment his capacious mind 

Warm Pindar’s rage, and Euclid’s reafon join'd. - 

Judicicus phyfic’s noble art to gain 

All drugs and plants explor’d, alas, in vain! : 

‘The drogs and plants their droopiog mafter 
fail’d, 

Nor goodnefs now, nor learning aught avail’d; 

Yet to the bard his Churchiil’s foul they gave, 

And made him fcorn the life they could not 
fave: 

Bife could he bear unmov'd, the fatal gueft, 
‘The weight that all his fainting limbs oppre@, 
The coughs that ftruggled from his weary 

breaft ? 
Could he unmov’d approaching death fuftain ? 
Irs flow advances, and its racking pain? 
Could he ferene his weeping friends furvey, ~ 
in his laft hours his ealy wit difplay, t 
Like the rich fruit he fings, delicious in decay? 
Once on thy friends look down, lamented 
fhade, 
And view the hovours to thy afhes paid : 
Some thy lov’d duit in Parian ftones eufhrine, ? 
Others immortal epitaphs defign, 2 
With wit, and ftrength, that only yields to thine: 5 
Ev'n I, though flow to touch the painful firing, 
Awake from flumber, and attempt to fing. 
‘Thee, Phibps, thee defpairing Vaga mourns, 
And gentle His foft complaints returns; 
Dormer Jaments amidft the war’s alarms, 
And Cecil weeps in beauteous Tufton’s arms: 
Thee, on the Po, kind Somerfet deplores, 
And ev’n that charming {cene his grief reftores + 
He to thy lofa each mournful air applies, 
Mindful of thee on huge ‘l'aburnus lies, 
But moft at Virgil’s tomb his felling eas | 
rife. 

But you, his darling friends, lament no more, 

Difplay his fame, and not his fate deplore ; 
And let no tears from erring pity flow, 
For one that’s bleft above, immortulia’d helovr, 
ig i 


POEMS 62g, 


CHARLETTUS PERCIVALLO suo. 


Hora dom nondum fonuit fecunda, 
‘Nec puer nigtas tepefecit undas, 
Acer ad notos calamus labores 
- .  Sponte recurrit. 
Quid pritis noftris potififve chartis 
Illinam ? Cuinam vigil ante no@em 
Sole depulfam redeunte Scriptor 
Mitto falutem ? 
‘Tu meis chartis, bone Percivalle, 
Unicé dignus; tibi pedtus implet 
Non minor noftro novitatis ardor ; 
“lu quoque Scriptor. 
Detulit rumor (mihi multa defert 
Rumor) in fylvis modo te dediffe 
Furibus pradam, mediumque helli im- 
pune ftetiffe, 
Saucius num vivit adhuc Caballus 
Anne? Terneis potiora Gazis, 
An, tua vita Tibi chariora, 
: Scripta fuperfunt ? 
Cui legis noftras, relegifque chartas ? 
Cui meam Jaudas gencrofitatem ? 
Quem meis verbis, mea nefcientem, 
Mane fahutas. 
Scribe Securus, quid agit Senatus 
Quid Capur ftertit grave Lambethanum, 
Quid Comes, Guildford, quid habent novorum 
Dawksque Dyerque. 
Me meus, quondam tuus, ¢ popinis 
Senny jam vifit, lacriman{que narrat, 
Dum nrolit fucas, fubito peremptum 
Funere Rixon, 
Narrat (avertat Deus inquit omen) 
Hofpitem note periifle Mitre ; 
Narrat tmmerfam prope limen urbis 
Flumine cymbam. 
Narrat——at portis meus Hintot aftat, 
Nuncivs Pricket redit, avocat me 
Sherwin, ev eribendx alid requiruat 
‘ Miile tabellx. 


P. 


FERCIVALLUS CHARLETTO 6UQ, 


Quatrs ambabus capiendus ulnis 
Limen attingit tibi gratus hofpes 
Quam facras primum fubit aut relinquit 
Hidis arces, 
Qualis exultst tibi pars mamillz 
Lava, quim cantn propriore ftrident 
Miffiies, ct jam moneant adeffe 
Coruua, chartas, 
Tale per noftrum jecur et medullas 
Gandium fluxit, final ac reclufts 
Vinculis vidi bend literati 
Nomen amici. 
Obvios fures, uti fama verax 
Rertulit, fenfi pavidus tremenfque ; 
Sed fui, fumque, cxcipias timorem, 
Cxtera fofpes, 
Scire fi fylvam cupias periclil 
Confciam, et trifles nemoris tenebras, 
Confulas lenté tabulas parantem 
Te duce Colum, 3 
Flebilis legi miferanda doi 
Fata pictoris, fed et hdc iniqua 
Damna confolor, {upereft perempte 
Rixone Wildgoofe. 
Que tamen metram mulier labantem 
Falciec ? munus vetula parentis, 
Anna preftabit, nifi fors lerni 
Hofpita Cyyni. 
Lixtus accepi celeres vigere 
Pricketi plantas, imal ambulanti 
Plaudo Sherwino, pueroque Davo 
Mito falutem. 
Fenny, pot Hinten, comitum tuorum 
Primus, ante omnes mihi gratulandus, 
Qui tibi totus vacat, et vacabit, 
Nec vetat Uxor. 
Hee ego lufi properante Musa 
Sefria vatis numeros fecutus ; 
Si novi quid fit, meliis docebit 
Sermo pedeftris. 





“ Ceenitant mecum Comites Tern, 
“ Multa qui de te memorant cululles 
Inter, et pulli, vice literarum, 
“ Crus tibi mittunt,” 7 


POCOCKIUS. 


Dom cade tellus luzuriat Decum, 
Meum Pocecxt barbiton exigis, 
Manéfque Mufam faftuofam 
__ Sollicizane pretiofiores, 
Alter virentum prosurat agmina 
Sonora Thracum, donagque Phillidi 
Agat puelias, heu decoris 
Virginibus nimis invidenti. 
‘Te nuda Virtus, te Fidei pius 
Ardor ferendz, fan@aque Veritas 
Per faxa, per pomum; per hoftes 
Proecipitant Afie mifertum : 


Cohors catenis qua pia iriduiis 
Gemunt onufti, vel fade trans finum 
Ludtantur acta, pendulive 
Sanguineis trepidant in uncis. 
{ Sentis ut edunt fibila, ut ardui 
Micant dracones, tigris ut horridos 
Intorquet ungues, ejulatque 
In madido crocodilus antro 
Viles Jacunz: falphure livides 
Ardere luctus, gud ftetit impiz 
Mcles Gomerrhz mox procella 
Haufta rubra, pluviifque Bammis : 
Quod ifts tellus fi fimiles tibi 
j Si forte denos nutrierat Viros, 
sidbuc fetiffet, nee vibrato - 
Dexira Dei tonuiflec igne. 


610 THE WORKS OF SMITH. 





‘Quin nunc requiris tea virentia Did ever Greece or Rome fuch faurels wear, 
Nini ferocia, nunc Babel arduum, As crown'd the Jait aufpicious year ? 
Jmmane opus. crefcentibaique : When firft at Blenheim ANNE her enfigns 
Vertice fideribus propinquurn, - fpread, 
Nequicquam: Amici difparibus fonis And Marlborough, to. the field the thouting ~ 
Eludit aures nefcius artifex, “ ~  fquadrons led... ~ :* oat: 
Linguaique miratur recentes- In vain the hills and ftreams oppofe, ~ 
In patriis peregrinus oris, Tn vain the hollow ground in faithlefs /illocks tofe. 
Veftitur hinc tot fermo coloribus, ‘To the rough Danube’s winding fhore, 
Quort tu, Pocock, diffimilis tui His thatter’d foes the conquering hero bores 
Orator effers, quot viciffim n. 1 
_. ‘Fe memores celebrare gaudent. ~ They {ee with Raring haggard eyes 
Hi non tacebunt qno Syriam fenex The rapid torrent roll, the foaming billows rife; 
Percurrit aftu raytus, ut arcibus Amaz’'d, aghaft, they turn, but find, 
Non jam fuperbis, et verendis In Marlborough’s arms, a furer fate behind. 
Indoluit Solimz ruinis, : Now his red fword aloft impends, d 
Quis corda pulfans tune pavor hauferat : Now on their fhrinking head defcends: 
Dz lor quis arfit non fide gaudio, Wild and dif@racted with their fears, 
Cum bufta Chrifti provolutus They juftling plunge amidft the founding deeps; 
Ambiguis lacrymis rigaret ! The flood away the ftruggling fquadron fweeps, 
Sacratur arbos multa Pococxro, And men, and arms, and hortes, whirling bears. 
Locéique monftrans inquiet accola, + The frighted Danube'to the fea retreats, ares 
Hic quercus Hofeam fupinum, The Danube foon the flying ocean meets, 
Hac Britonen recreavit ornus. Flying the thunder of great ANNA’s Acets. 
Hic audierunt gens venerabilem nt 
Ebrxa Mofen, inde Pocockium | Rooke on the feas afferts her fway, : -: 
Non ore, non annis minorem, Flames o’er the trembling ocean play, 
Atque feam didicere linguam, =] And clouds of imoke involve the day. 
Ac ficut albena perpetud nive Affrighted Europe hears the cannons roar, 
Simul favillas, et cineres finu ° And Afric echoes from its diftant thore. 
>  Erudtat ardenti, et pruinis Thé French, unequal in the fight, 
Contiguas rotat /&tna flarhmas ; Tn force fuperior, take their fight. 
Sic te trementom, te nive candidum Factions in vain the hero’s worth decry, 
‘Mens intus urget, mens agit ignea. in vain the vanquith'd triumph, while they fly. 
Sequi reluctantem loglem wv. aie 
Per tonitru, areafque nubes | Now, Janus, with a future view, 
Annon pavefcis, dum tuba pallidum The glories of her reign furvey, 
Ciet Sionem, dum tremulum polo Which thall o’er France her arms difplay, 
Caligat aftrum, atque incubanti And kingdoms now her own fubdue. 
. .. Tersa nigrans tegitur fub umbr4? Lewis, for oppreffion born 5 
Quod agmen! heu qua turma fequacibug Lewis in his turn, hail mourn, 
" ‘Tremenda flammis! quis ftrepitantium . | | While his conquer’d happy fwains, . - .. 
* Fli@us rotarum eft! O Pococss Shall hug their eafy wifh’d-for chains. 
Egregie, O animofe Vatis , Others, enflav'd by victory, 
Interpres abftrufi, O fimili feré Their fubje@s, as theic foes, opprefs, 
Correpte flammé, te, quot imagine ANNA conquers but to free, 
Crucis norantur, t¢, fubadcto And governs but to biefa, : 


Chrifticole gravis Ottomdhnus” 
Gemens requirit, te Babylonii 
Narrant potta, te pharetris Arabs 

Plorat revulfis, et fragofos 











Jam gravior ferit horror agro, “OD E*, 
Qua Gefta nondum cognita Czfaris, le . 
Qa nec Matronis feripta, Pocoexius Oxmonn’s glory, Marlborough’s arms, 
. Plorator ingens, et dolenda — . All the mouths of Fame employ ; 
Neflorez brevitas fenc&ix, And th? applasding world around 
= a Echoes back the pleafing found; - 
[ee Their courage warms; 
ODE, Their condu& charm 
7 : Yet the univerfal joy- 
FOR THE YEAR 1705. Feels a fenfible alloy! 


. 1. * This Ode, and that which follows it, were publihea 
Janos, did ever to thy wondering cyes, | anonymoufy ‘at the time when they were written, ame 
ee % cyeh are now aleribed to Mr. Smith on the authority of a nate 

Sp bright aicene of triumph rife ? . iu manuicript by one of his contemporaricn, —- 


POEM s& 


Mighty George +, the Senate’s care, 
‘The people's tove, great Anna’s prayer! 
While the ftroke of fate we dread 
Impending o'er thy fucred head, 
‘The Britith youth for thee fubmit to fear, 
For her the dames in cloudy grief appear ! 


Let the noife of war and joy 

Rend again the trembling iky ; 

Great George revives to calm our fears, 

‘With profpea of more glorious years : 

Deriv’d from Anne’s aufpicious {miles, 
More cheerful airs refrefh the Britith Ifles, 


Sound the erumpet; beat the drum; 
Tremble France; we come, we come! 
Almighry force our courage warms; 
We {cel the full, the powerful charms 
Of Ormond’s glory, and of Marlborough’s arms ! 








ODE IN PRAISE OF MUSIGQ 
COMPOSED BY MR. CHARLZS KING, 
dn Five Parts, 


FOR THE DEGREE OF BATCHELOR OF MUSIC; 


Performed at the Theatre in Oxfurd, on Friday 
the 11th of Fuly 1707. 


Musrc, foft charm of Heaven and Earth, 
Whence did thou borrow thy aufpicious birth ? 
Or art thou of eternal date ? 
Sire to thyfelf, thyfelf as old as Fate, 
Ere the rude ponderous mafs 
Of earth and waters from their ehaos fprang 
‘The morning flars their anthems fang, 
And nought in Heaven was heard but melody and 
love. 


+ Gcorge Prince of Denmark, hufband to the Queen, 
2 


Myriads of fpirits, forms divine, 
‘The Seraphim, with the bright hoft x 
Of Angels, Thrones, and Heavenly Powgea, 
Worthip before th’ Eternal Shrine; 
Their happy privilege in hymns and anthesgs’ 
boatt, A 
In Jove and wonder pafs their blifsful hours, 


Nor let the lower world repine 
The maily orb in which we fluggards move 
As if fequefter’d from the arts divine s 
Here’s Mafic too, 
As ours a rival were to th’ world above. 


Chorus, Five Voices. 

Hark, how the feather’d choir their mattins chatity: 
And purling ftreams foft accents vent, 
And all both time and meafure know. 
Ere fince the Theban bard, to prove 

The wondrous magic of his art, 
Taught trees and forefts how to move, 
All Nature has a general concert held, 

Each creature ftrives to bear a part; [yield 
And all but Death and Hell to conquering Mudie 


But ftay, 1 hear methinks a motley crew, : 
A peevith, odd, eccentric race, 
The glory of the art debate ; 
Perhaps becaufe the facred emblem ’tis 
Of Truth, of Peace, and Order too; 
So dangerous ’tis to be perverfely wife. 
* But be they ever in the wrong, . 
Who fay the Prophet’s harp e’er {poil’d the Pogt’s. 
fong! a 


Grand Chorus, Five Parts. 
To Athcn’s now, my Mufe, retire, 
The refuge and the theatre of wit; 
And in that fafe and {weet retreat, 
Amongtt Apollo's fons inquire, 

And fee if any friend of thine be there: 
But fare fo near the Thefpian {pring 
‘The humbleft Bard may fit and fing: 

Here reit my Mufe, and dweil for ever here. 


THE 
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RICHARD DUKE. 


Containing his 


REVIEW, | PROLOGUES, 
TRANSLATIONS, i] SONGS, 
IMITATIONS, i EPISTLES, 


Ge Ge Se 


To which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 








Sometimes we Virgil’s facred leaves turn o’er, 

Still wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more. 

When Nifus and Euryalus we admire, 

Their gentle friendthip, and their martial fire, 

We praife their valour, ’caufe yet match’d by none, 

‘And love their friendfhip, fo much like our owm 

But when to give our minds 5 feaft indeed, 

Horace, bff known and lou'd by thee, we read, 

‘Who can our tranfports, or our longings tell 

To tafte of pleafures, prais’d by him fo well? 
OTWAY’s EPISTLE TO DUKE. 
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OF Ricuann Doxe very few particulars have defcended to pofterity. ‘The accounts of his family 
are ob{cure and imperfe&t. Jacob fays, his father was an cminent citizen of London, but does not. 
mention his profeflion. The year of his birth is not known. 

The earlieft circumftance that has been recorded concerning him, is the date of his admiffion to 
Weftminfter-fchool, which appears to have been in 1670. 

It is probable, he was admitted a fcholar upon the foundation, as he was eleCtcd to Trinity Col-, 
ledge, Cambridge, in 1675. 

What indications of genius he difplayed in his {chool exercifes, cannot now be certainly knowns 
but he appears, from his writings, to have been an accomplifhed claflical {cholar, and early addi@ed 
to the ftudy of poetry. : 

On his coming to Cambridge, he enlifted hin:felf among the wits of the univerfity, and was dif 
tinguifhed in the literary and focial circles, for the elegance of his tafte, and the fprightlinefs of his © 
eonverfation. 

He lived in habits of familiar intimacy with Otway, who appears, from his Epiftle to him, and 
the Anfwer to it, to have refided fome time at Cambridge, after he left Oxford, though it cannot 
be afcertained by the regifter of the univerfity that he ftudied there. 

In 1679, he addreffed a copy of Verfes to Dryden, on the appearance of his * Troilus and Cref= 
fida,” in which he calls him, “ our Mafter Poet, great King of Verfe,” and himfelf, “ an unknown, 
uuheard-of private name,” 


“ A young beginner in the trade of wit.” 


Tn 1680, came ont a tranflation of Ovid's Epiftles, by Dryden, and other popular names, to 
which he contributed the Epifties of Paris to Helen, and Acontius to Cydippe. 

‘The fame year, he wrote a Paforal on the Death of Mary Duchef: of Southampton ; a mode of 
writing which was then very fathionable among the wits on fuch occafions. 

The year following, he attended the publication of “ Abfalom and Achitophel,” with a poetical 
compliment to “ the unknown Author,” in whofe “ mighty and immortal lines” he recognifes 
“ the informing genius” and “ divine flame” of his mafter, Dryden. 

Soon after the appearance of “ Abfalom and Achitophel,” he wrote a political poem, intituied 
The Review, which, though unfinifhed, is the moft confiderable of his original performances, 

in an advertifement prefixed to it, the Editor fays, * he was perfuaded to undertake it by Mr. 
Sheridan ithe fecretary to the Duke of York ; but Mr. Duke, finding that gentleman defigned to make 
ufe of his pen to vent his {pleen again feveral perfons at Court that were of another party than 
that he was engaged in, broke off proceeding in it, and left it (imperfe&) as it is now printed.” 

In 1682, he took his degree of Mafter of Arts, having been before a fellow of his college, or 
appointed to a fellowship foon after his graduation. . 

‘The fame year, he wrote a poem on the Marriage of George Prince of Denmark to Lady Anne, 
which contains an elegant mixture of panegyric and poetry ; the conclufion is eminently happy. 

In 1684, he wrote a poem en the Deoth of King Charles IY. and the Inauguration of King Fame: ; 
in which his loyalty and wit are equally confpicuous, The chara@ter of Charles, though deficient 

Vou. VE Rr 





THE LIFE OF DUKE. 
Sn truth, is a mafterpicce of Ppanegyric ; 
this poetical, but not of his prophetical p: 
"He was engaged, among other wits, 
ag and tranflated the Fourth Satire. 


fe contributed, alfo, feveral tranflations from Theocritus, 

Mifeellany ; in which mott of his other 

‘When he left the univerfity, 
Bion of his Epiftte to Otcvay : 


and the compliment to Jamies exhibirs fufficient proofs of 
ower, . 


in the verfion of Juvenal, that goes under the name of Dry- 


Horace, and Virgil, to Dryden’ 
Poems were firft publithed. 


he entered into orders, as he humoroufly threatened, in the conciu- 


Elfe I fhall grow 
A greafy blockhead fellow in a gown, 
With my own hair, aband, and ten long nails, 
And wit, that at a qaibble never fails. 








Brom this time, be appears to have fubdued his inclination to levity and conviviality ; for he be- 
etme a celebrated preacher, and obtained fevera] ecclefiaftical preferments; being made a preben- 


‘dary of Gloucefter, a proctor in the convocation for that church, and a chaplain to Queen 
Anne. 


"In 1770, he was prefenred by the Bithop of Wi 
fordfhire, which he enjoyed but a few manths. 





nchefter to the valuable living of Witney, in Ox~ 
On February 3710-11, having returned from an 
‘entertainment, he was found dead the next morning, 

This is all that is known of Duke; aman who cnjoyed the friendthip and praifes of Dryden, 
‘Waller, Otway, Lee, Creech, and other contemporary wits; and who appears to have been a 
“polite and accomplifhed fcholar and a refpectable, though not a great poct. 

~ His Foems were collected and publifhed by Tonfon, in 8vo, 1717, with the poems of Rofcom- 
‘ahon and Buckingham, and have been reprinted in fubfequent colleétions. 
*, “On his poetry much commendation cannot be betowed. His Tranflations have nothing in thene 
qtemarkable. Like the verfions of his affociates, they are generally licentious, without compenfat- 
ig for their freedom by their beanties. His Political Verfes ave not unskilfully written, though 
“imuch debafed by fentiments of fervility and adulation. ‘The Review, though imperfe&t, has fome 
+ vigorous, and fome hapry lines. His Songs are not inferior to other compofitions of that kind. 


Sis Epifiles are eafy and familiar. In all his pieces are to be found fome elegancies of verfifiation, 
‘and fome felicities of digion. 
















His Sermons have been feveral times reprinted, and are ranked, by Dr. Felton, with the compofi- 
tions of Tillotfon and Sprat. 


“After commending the Bithop of Rochefter, he fays: 


“« Mr. Duke may be alfo mentioned, under the double capacity cf a poet anda divine. He isa 
bright example in the feveral parts of writing, whether we confider his Originals, his Tranflations, 
Paraphrafes, or Imitaticns, But here 1 can only mention him as a divine, but 


with this peculiar com- 
mendation, that in his Sermons, befides livelinefs 


of wit, purity and correétnefs of flyle, and juftnefs of 


argument, we fee many finé allufions to the ancients, Several beautiful paffages handfomely incorpo- 


“vated in the train of his own thoughts; and, to fay all in a word, cafic learning and a Chriflian 
Birt.” 


His moral and poetical character is briefly, but judicioufly and wittily given by Dr. Johnfon ; 
though it contains a fuppofition with regard to his later fentimeuts of fome of his compofitiens, for 


which there is no foundation, as none of his verfcs, even the moft light and airy, are offenfive to 
virtue or decency. . 


“ Fle appears, from his writings, to have becn not ill qualified for poetical compofitions, His 
pocms are not below mediacrity ; nor have { found much in them to be praifed. With the wit, he 
feems to have fharca the diilofutenefs of the times; for fome of his compofitions are fuch, as he 
moft have reviewed with deteftation in his latter days, 

Perhaps, like fome other foolith young men, he rather talked than Lived vicio 
where he that would be thovght awit was afraid to fay his pew 
bad in the firtt part of his life, 








yers; and whatever might have becn 


S 
war furcly condenined and reformed by his hettor judgment.” 








POEM S. 








a ene een 


THE REVIEW. 


* Longa eft injuria, longe 
« Ambages; fed fumma fequar faftigia rerum.” 
Vir. 


How have we wander'd a long difmal night, 
Led through blind paths by each deluding light ! 
Now plung’d in mire, now by fharp brambleatorn, 
‘With tempefts beat, and to the winds a fcorn! 
Loft, weary'd, fpent! but fee the eaftern ftar 
And glimmering light dawns kinilly from afar : 
Bright Goddefs, hail! while we by thee furvey 
‘The various errors of our painful way ; 

While, guided by foroe clew of heavenly thread, 
The labyrinth perplex’d we backward tread, 
Through rulers’ avarice, pride, ambition, hate, 
Perverfe cabals, and winding turns of ftate, 

The fenate’s rage, and all the crooked lines 

Of incoherent plots and wild defigns ; 

Till, getting out where firlt we enter'd in, 

A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring’s glad face appears, 
As the bleft fhore to Shipwreck’d mariners, 
Succefs to lovers, glory to the brave, 

Health to the fick, or freedom to the fave; 
Such was gecat Cafar’s day! the wondrous day, 
‘That long in Fate's dar¥ bofom hatching lay, 
Heaven to abfulve, and fatisfaction bring, 

For twenty ycars of mifery and fin! 

‘What fhouts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Swell’d every breaft, did every tongue employ, 
With rays direst, whiltt on his people shone 
The king triumphant from the martyr’s throne ! 
‘Was ever prince like him to mortals given? 

So much the joy of earth, and care of heaven ! 
‘Under the preflure of uncqual fate, 

OF fo ere@ a-mind, and foul fo great ! 

So full of meeknefs, and fo void of pride, 
‘When borne alofe by Fortune’s higheft tide ! 
Mercy, like heaven, ’s his chief prerogative, 
His joy to favo, and glory te forgive. 

All Rorms compos'd, and tempefts rage afleep, 
He, halcyon like, fat brooding o’er the deep. 
Fle faw the reyal bark fecurely ride, 

No danger threatenicig from the peaceful tide; 





And he who, when the winds and feas were high, 
Oppos'd his fill, and did their rage defy, t 
No diminution to his honour thought, 

T’ enjoy the pleafure of the calm he brought, 
(Should he alone be fo the people’s flave, 

As not to fhare the bleflings that he gave ?) 

But not till, full of providential care, 

He chofe a pilot in his place to fteer : 

One in his father’s cousicils and his own » 
Long cxercis’d, and grey in bufinefs grown 
Whole confirm’d judgment and fagacious wit 
Krew all t!2 fands on which rah monarchs 
Of rifing wind# could, ere they blew, itformy4 
And from which quarter to expect the ftorm.. 
Such was, or fuch he feem’d, whom Cafar chofey’ 
And did all empire’s cares in him repofe, “3s 
That, after all his toils and dangers paft, 7 
He might lic down and tafte fome eafe at laft, + 

Now ftands the ftacefman of the helm poffelty: 
On him alone three mighty nations reft;, 5 
Byriz * his name, bred at the wrangling bar, 
And fkili'd in arms of that litigious war ; 
But more to Wit’s peacefuller arts inclin’d, 
Learning’s Maecenas, and the Mufes’ friend; 
Him every Mufe in every age hast fang, 

His cafy flowing wit and charming tongue, . 
Had not the treacherous voice of power infpireé 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambition fir’ 
Difdaining lefs alliances to own, 

He now fets up for kinfman of the throne; 
And Anna, by the power her father gain'd, © >. 
Back'd with great Cxfar’s abfolute command, 
On falfe pretence of former contradts made, 

Is fare’d on brave + Britannicus’s bed. 

Thus rais’d, his infolence his wit out-vy'd, 
And meaneft avarice maintain’d his pride: 
When Czfar, to confirm his infant ftate, 
Drown'd in oblivion all old names of hate, 

By threatening many, but excepting none 
‘That paid the purchafe of oblivion. 
Byrfa his mafter’s free-given mercy fold, 
And royal grace retail’d for rebel gold : » 
That new ftate-maxim he invented firk, 
(To aged Time’s laft revolution curft) 


* Earl of Cia 





















+ Duke cf York. 
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. ‘That teaches monarchs co oblige their foes, 
And their heft friends to beggary expole ; 
For thefe, he faid, would ftill beg on and ferve ; 
*Tis the old badge of loyalty to Rarve : 
Bat harden’d rebels muft by bribes be won, 
-. find paid for all the mighty ills they've done: 
‘When wealth and honour from their treafons flow, 
“, How can they choofe but very loyal grow ? 
‘This falfe ungrateful maxim Byria taught, 
Malt fums of wealth from thriving rebels brought ; 
“Citles and power to thieves and traitors fold, 
» Swell’'d his ftretch’d coffers with o’erflowing gold. 
Hence all thefe tears—in thefe fir feeds was fown 
- His country’s following ruin, and his own. 
Of that accurft and facrilegious ciew, 
‘Which great by merit of rebellion grow, 
.. Had all unactive perifh'd and unknown, 
"The falfe * Antonius had fuffie’d alone, 
To all fucceeding ages to proclaim 
OF this ftate principle the guile and thame, 
Antonius early in rebellious race 
* Swiftly fet out, nor flackening in his pace, 
‘The fame ambition that his youthful heat 
Urg’d to all ills, the little daring brat 
With unabated ardour does engage, 
“The loathfome dregs of his decrepit age ; 
* Bold, full of native and acquir’d deceit, 
Of fprightly cunning and malicious wit; 
‘Reftlefa, projecting fill fome new defign, 
Still drawing round the government Li line, 
“Bold on the walls, or buly in the mine ; 
Lewd as the ftews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan precife ; 
Before their fight he draws the juggler’s cloud 
Of public intereft, and the people’s good, 
NT he working ferment of his active mind, 
Tn his weak body's cefk with pain confin'd, 
‘Would burft the rotten veflel where ‘tis pent, 
«| But that ‘tis tapt to give the treafon vent. 
Such were the mien that from the ftatefman’s 
hand 
“Not pardon only, but promotion gain’ 
¥ All offices of dignity or power 
| ‘Thefe fwarming locutts greedily devour ; 
¢,Preferr'd to all the fecrets of the fate, 
e"Dhefe fenfelefs finrers in the council Lute, 
in thefr unjuft deceitful balance laid, 















ihe great concerns of war and peace were weigh’d, | 


This wife + Lovifius knew, whote mighty mind 
‘Had univerfal empire long defign’d; 
And when he all things found were bought and 
fold, 
Thought nothing there impoMible to gold : 
With mighty fums, through fecrct channels 
brenght, 
On the corrupted courfellors he wrought: 
-Againft the neighbouring Belgians they declare 
A hazardous and an expenfive war. 
‘Their freth affronts and matchlefs infolence 
‘To Cxfar’s honour made 2 fair pretence ; 
Mere outiide this, but, ruling by his pay, 
Cunning Lovifius did this project lay, 
By mutual damages to weaken thofe 
‘Who only could his vait defigns oppofe. 
* Earl of Shattefbury. § Fre 
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But Cxfar, looking with a juf difdain 
Upon their hold pretences tothe main, 
Sent forth his royal brother from his fide, 
‘To lafh their infolence, and curb their pride: 
Britannicas, by whofe high virtues grac'd, 
‘The prefent age contends with all the paft ; 
Him Heaven a pattern did for heroes form, 
Slow to advife, but eager to perform, 
Tn council calm, fierce as a ftorm in fight, 
Danger his fport, and labour hia delight : 
To him the ficet and camp, the fea and field, 
Did equal harvefts of bright glory yicld. 
No Jef each civil virtue him commends, 
The bef of fubjects, brothers, matters, friends s : 
‘Yo merit jult, to needy virtue kind, 
‘Tene to his word, and conftunt to his friend 5 
What's well refolv’d, as bravely he pariues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to choofe. 
Ilonour was born, uot planted in his heart, 
aAAnd Virtue came by nature, not by art: 
Where glory calls, and Carfar gives command, 
He flies; bis poinced thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian feet erdeavour’d, but in vain, 
‘Lhe tempett of his fury to fuftain : 
Shatter’d aud torn, before his flags they fly ;. 
Like doves that the exalted eagle fpy, { 
Ready to itoop and feize them from on high: J 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Above the waves lifting his awful head, 
He finiles, and to his chariot gives the rein, 
In triumph rides o’er the afferted main, 
And now returns, the watery empire won, 
At Cyxfar’s feet to lay his trident down. 
But who the fhou’s and triumphs can relate 
OF the glad ifls that his return did wait? 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ftrand, 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the fand, 
A joy evo great to be by words expreft, 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every breaft: 
joy the many, but the wiier few 
¢ godlike prince with filent wonder view. 
The grateful fenate his high ads confefs 
Ina vaft gift, but than his merit lef. 
Bricannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britanpicns ! fhe knows no other name 5 
The peopie’s darling, and the court's delight, 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight! 
Shall he, thal] ever he, whe now commands 
So many thoufand hearts, and tongues, and hands; 
Shail ever he, by fome ftrange crime of fate, 
Fail vader the ignoble vulgai’s hate ? 
Who knows? the turns of Fortune who can tell ? 
Who fix her globe, or top the rolling wheel ? 
‘The crowd’s a fea, whofe wants run high or low, 
According as the winds, their leaders, blow. 
All calm and fmouth, till from fome corner flies 
An envious blaft, that mekes the billows rife = 
The blaft, that whence it comes, or where it gots, 
We know not; but where’er it jifts it blows. 
Was not of oid the Jewith rabble’s cry 
Hofanna fieft, and after cracify ? 

Now Byrfa with fall orb illuftrious fhone, 
With beams reflected from his glorious fons 
All power his own, but what was given to thafe 
Tha: counfeHlors by lem fran rebels refe ; 
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‘This you well know, and furely none fo well, 
‘Who both in Phyfic’s facred art excel, . 

‘And in Wit’s orb among the brighteft fhine, 
‘The love of Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine. 
_ “Thus {weetly fad of old, the Cyclops ftrove 
Ko foften his unealy hours of love. 
Shen, when hot youth urg’d him to fierce defirss, 
And Galatea’s eyes kindled the raging fire, 
His was no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of love; 
Nor flowers nor fruits fent to oblige the fair, 
Nor more'to pleafe curi’d his negteéted hair ; 
His was all rage, all madnefs; to his mind, 
No other cares their wonted entrance find, 
Oft from the field his flock return’d alone, 
Unheeded, unablerv’d: he on fome ftone, 
“Or craggy cliff, to the deaf winds and fea; 
‘@cculing Galatea’s cruelty; 
Till night, from the firft dawn of opening day, 
Confumes with inward heat, and melts away. 
Yet then a cure, the only cure, he found, 
And thus apply’d it to the bleeding wound : 
. From a ftecp rock, from whence he might far- 


vey 
"The flood (the bed where his lov’d fea-nymph lay), 
His drooping head with forrow bent he aung, 
. And thus his griefs calm’d with his mournful fong. 
« Fair Galatea, why is all my pain. 
© Rewarded thus ?—foft love with tharp difdain ? 
Fairer than falling fuow or rifing light, . 
Soft to the touch as charming to the fight; 
Sprightly as unyok'd heifers, on whofe head 
The tender crefcents but begin to fpread; 
Yet, crue}, you to harfhnefs more incline, 
‘Than unripe grapes pluck’d from the favage 
t “ vine. NT 
Soon as my heavy eye-lids feal’d with fleep, 
| @ Hither you come out from the foaming deep; 
But, when fleep leaves me, you together fly, 
* And vanith (wiftly fram my opening eye, 
Swift as young Jambs when the. fierce wolf, 
is . % they fpy. ~ ei 
I well remember the firft fatal day 
That made my heart your beauty’s eafy prey, 


mas 


Res 


Of all its brightnefs, all its pride, bereft, 


« top; . 
Of the high offict’prond, led you up, 
To-hyacinths and rofes did you bring, 
And-ihew’d you all the treafures of the fpring. 
Buc from that hour my foul has‘known no refk, 
Soft peace is banifh’d from my tortar’d breaft: 
Lrage, Lburn, Yet Will regardlefs you 
. © Not'the leaft fign of melting pity thew : 
No; by the gods that fhall revenge my pain t 
Nos you, the more I love, the more difdain. 
Ah" nymph, by every grace adorn’d, | know: 
Why you defpife and fly the Cyclops fo; : 
Becaule a fhaggy brow from fide to fide, 
Stretch’d in a line, dues my large forchead hides 
And under that one‘only eye does fhine, 
And my flat nofe to my big lips does jain. * ~ 
Such though Iam, yet know, a thoufand theep. 
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Twas when the flood you, with my mother, left, 


To gather flowers from thé fteep mountain’s |: 


s. The pride of the Sigjlian hills, | keep; On 
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With fweeteft milk they fill my flowing pails,’ 
And my vaft ftock of cheefes never fails; “ 
In furmmer’s heat, or winter's tharpelt cold,” 
‘My foaded theives groan with the weight they 
“hold.” 
« With fuch foft notes I the fhrill pipe infpire, 
«© ‘That every liftening Cyclops does admire; 
© While with it often I all night proclaim 
« Thy powerful charms, and my fwecetsful flame. 
“ For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, Liced; 
“_ And four hear-cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 
‘Ah! come to me, fair nymph! and you ‘hall 
“ find : 
Thefe arc the fmalleft gifts for thee defign’d. 
Ah! come, and leave the angry waves to soat, 
And break themfelves’ againit the founding 
“ fhore. [be 
How much more pleafant would thy flumbers 
In the retir’d and peaceful cave with me! 
‘There the ftraight cy prefs and green laurel join, 
And crecping ivy clafps the clufter’d vine 5 
There frefh, cool rills, from Etna’s pureft fnow, 
Diffolv'd into ambrofial liquor, flow. 
Who the wild waves and blackifh fea could 
“"" & choofe, {refute ? 
« And thefe fill thades and thefe fweet ftreame 
But if you fear that I, o’ergrown with hair, 
Without a fire defy the winter air, 
“ Know I have mighty ftorcs ofswood, and know 
« Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. 
«© My foul, my life itfelf fhould burn for thee, 
“ And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 
«© Why was not { with fins, like fifhes, made, 
“ That I, like them, might in. the deep have 
 play’d? ji 
Then would I dive beneath the yielding tide, 
And kifs your hand, if you your lips deny’d. +, 
‘Lo thee I’d lilies and red poppies bear, : 
And flowers that crown each feafon of the.yeats, 
But I'm refolv'd Vil learn to {wim and dive 
Of the next ftranger that does here arrive, 
‘That th’ undifcover’d pleafureg I may know 
Which you enjoy in the deep flood below. 
Come forth, O nymph! and coming forth for~ 
© get, . 4 
Like me that on this rock unmindful fit 
(Of all things elfe unmindful but of thee), 
© Home to return forget, and live with me. ., 
With me the fwcet and pleafing labour choofe, 
To feed the flock, and milk the burthen’d 
© ewes, ; {infule. 
To prefs the cheefe, and the,fharp raunct to. 
My mother does unkindly ufe her fon, 
By her negicét the Cyclops is undone; 
For me the never lahours to prevail, 
Nor whilpers in your ear my amorous tale. 
No; thongh fhe knows I languifh every day, 
And fees my body waite, and flrength decay, 
But I more ills than what I feel will feign, 
And of my head and of my feet complain 5 
That, in her breaft if any pity He, 
She may be fad, and griev’d, as well as I, E 
© © Cyclops, Cyclops, where’s thy reafon fled 
If your young lambs with new-pluck’d boug 
* youfed, ~ ~ 
: Re ity 
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Lia : 
=* And watch'd your flock, would you not icem 
Sat “ more wife; 

“* Milk what is next, purfue not that which flies. 
“ Perhaps you may, fince this proves fo unkind, 
“ Another fairer Galatea find. 

&°Me many virgins as I pafs invite 

“* To wafte with them in love's foft fports the 
e “ night; 

* And, if I bur incline my liflening ear, 

« New joys, new fimiles. in ali their looks appear. 
“ Thus we, it feems, can be belov'’d; and we, 
“At tgema, are fi mebody as well a: the 

‘Thue did the Cycl ps fan his raging fire, 

And fooch’d with gentle verfe his fierce defire; 
"bhus jats'o his hours with more delight and eafe, 
"Shan if the riches of the world were his. 
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a TO CALIA. 


Fry fwift, ye hours; ye fluggith minutes, fly; 
Bring back my Jove, or let her luver aie. 
Make hafte, O fun, and to my eyes once more, 
“My Catia brighter than thyfelf reGore, 
In fpite of thee, ris night when the’s away, 
Her eyes alone can the glad beams difplay, ¢ 
‘That make my tky lok ciear, and guide my day. 
© when will the lift up her facred light, 
And chace avay the flying fhades of night! 
With her how faft the flowing hours ren on! 
‘But oh! how long they flay when the is gone! 
Be Nowly time when clogy’d with grief does move ; 
So fwift when borne upon the wing: of love ! 
Hardly three days, they tell me, yet are paft ; 
Yet "tis an age fince 1 beheld her latt. 
@, my auspicious ftar, make hafte to rife, 
To charm our hearts, anc blefs our longing eyes! 
©, how I long on thy dear eyes to gaze, 
And chear my own with their reflected rays! 
How my imparient, thirfty foul does long 
“To hear the charming mufic of thy tongue! 
{Where painted wit with folid judgment grows, 
“And in one ealy ftream united flows. 
*Whene’er you fpeak, with what delight we hear, 
!Xou call up every foul to every ear! 
4. Nature’s tou prodigal to wemankind, 
‘¥v'o where fhe does negic& t’adurn the mind; 
“Beauty alone bears fuch refiftlels fway, 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obry. 
But, oh! when wit and fenfe with beauty’s join'd 
The woman's {weetnefs with the manly mind; 
“When nature with fo juft a hand does mix, 
“The moft cngaging charms of either fex ; 
“And out ol both that thus in one combine 
"Does fumething form not human but divine, 
: What's her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleft work of her alnighty power ! 
Nor ough: our geal thy anger to create, 
rBince love's thy debt, nor is our choice, but fate. 
Where nature Sids, worghip I'm fore'd to pay, 
Nor have the litc rty tq difobey ; 
And whenfoe’e: the dacs a poet make, 
fhe gives him verle but for thy beauty’s fake. 
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Had [a pen that could at once impart 

Soft Ovid’s nature and high Virgil's art, 

Then the immcrtal Sachariffa’s name 

Should be but fecond in the lift of fame; 

Each grove, each thade, fhould with thy praife be 
fill’d, f 

And the fam'd Penthurft to ovr Windfor yield. 








SPOKEN TO THE QUEEN, 
IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEW couRT. 


Taov equsl partner of the royal bed, 

‘That mak’ a crown fit fofe on Charles’s head; 

In whom, with greatsels virtue takes her fear, 

Mecknefs with power, and piety with flate ; 

Whote goodnels might ev'n fadtious cruwds re- 
claim, 

Win the fediticus, and the favage tame; 

Tyrants themfelves to gentleft mercy bring, 

And only ufelefs is on Such a king ! 

See, mighty princefs, fee how every breatt 

With joy aud wonder is at once poffeft : 

Such was the joy which the firft mortals knew, 

When gods defcended to the people's view, 

such devout wonder did it then afford, 

To fee thofe powers they had unfcen ador’d, 

But they were feigu’d; nor, if they had been true, 

Could thed more bleflings on the earth than you: 

Our ceurts, evlarg’d, their former bounds difdain, 

To make recepticn for fo great a train : 

Here may yeur facred breaft rejoice to fee 

Your own age ftrive with ancient piety; 

Soon now, fince ble by your auspicious eyes, 

‘To full pertection fhall our fabric rife. 

Lefs powerful charms than yours of old could call 

Khe willing ttones into the Theban wall, 

And ours, which now its rife to you thall owe, 

More fum'd than that by your great name fhall 
grow. 





——— 


FLORIANA, 
4 PASTORAL, 


Upon the Death of Her Grace Mary Duchefs of 
Southampton, 1780. 


DAMON. 
Text me, my Thyrfis, telt thy Damon, why 
Does my lov’d fwain in this fad pofture lie ? 
What mean thefe ftreams ftill falling from thine 
eyes, 
Faft as thote fighs from thy fwoln bofom rife? 
Has the fierce wolf broke through the fenced 
ground ? 
Have thy lambs ftray’d ? or has Dorinda frown’d? 
Taversts. The wolf? Ab let him come, for 
how he may: a 
Have thy jambs @ray’d? let them for ever ftray: 
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Yorinda frown’d? No, the is ever mild ; 

Nay, I remember bat juft now she fmil’d : 

Alas! fhe {mil’d; for to the lovely maid 

None had the fatal tidings yet convey’d. 

Tell me then, thepherd, tell me, canft thou find 

“= Jong as thou art true, and fhe is kind, 
. grief fo great, as may prevail.above 

£v'n Damon's friendfhip, or Dorinda’s love ? 
Dam. Sure there is none. ‘Tuya. But, Damon, 

there may be. 

‘What if the charming Floriana die? [true ? 
Dam. Far be the omen! Ture. But fuppofe it 
Dam. Then fhould I grieve, my Thyrfis, more 

than you. 

She is—Tuver. Alas! fhe was, but is no more: 

Now, Damon, now, let thy fwoln eyes run o’er: 

Here to this turf by thy fad Thyrfis grow, 

And, when my ftreams of grief too thallow flow, 

Let in thy tide oo raife the torrent high, 

"Till both a deluge make, and in it die. 

Dam. Then, that to this wifh’d height the 
flood might fwell, {will tel., 

Friend, 1 will tell thee-—-Tuvr. Friend, I thee 

How young, how good, how beautiful fhe fell. 

Oh! fhe was all for which fond mothers pray, 

Blefling their babes when firft they fee the day. 

Beauty and the werc one, for in her face 

Sat fweetnefs temper’d with majeftic grace ; 

Such powerful charmsas might the proudett awe, 

Yet fuch attractive goodnefs as might draw ‘ 

‘The humbleft, and to both give equal law. 

How was fhe wonder’d at by every fwain! 

"The pride, she light, the goddefs of the plain! 

Qn all the thin’d, and fpreading glories cait 

Diffufive of herfelf, where’er dhe patt, 

‘There breath’d an air fweet as the winds that 

biow 

From the blett fhores where fragrant fpices grow: 

Ev’n me fometimes fhe with a {mile wouid grace, 

Like the fun thining on the vileit place. 

Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight 

Of feafting on her eyes my longing fight : 

But to a being fo fublime, fo pure, 

Spar'd my devotion, of my love tecure. 

Dam. Her veauty fuch : but Nature did defign 

‘That only as an anfwerable fhrine 

‘To the divinity that's lodg’d within. 

Her foul fhin'd through, and made her form fo 

bright, 

‘As clouds are gilt by the fun’s piercing light. 

In her fmiocth forebead we might read expreft 

The even calinnets of her gentte breaft : 

And in her fparkling eyes as clear was writ 

The active vigour of her youthful wit. 

Each beauty of the body or the face 

‘Was but the thadow of {ome inward grace, 

Gay, (prightly, cheerful, free, apd uncoréin’d, 

_ As iunocence could make it, was her mind 5 

Yet prudent, though nor tedious nor fevere, 

Like thofe who, being dull, would grave appear 

Who out of guilt do cheerfulnefs defpife, 

And, being fullen, hope men think them wife. 

How would the liftening thepherds round her 

throng, 
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She all with her own fpirit and foul infpir’d, 
Her they all lov’d, and her they alt admir’d. 
Ev'n mighty Pan, whofe. powerful hand futtains 
The fovcreign crook that mildly awes the plains, 
Of ali his cares made her the tendereft part, 
And great Louifa lodg’d her in her heart. 
‘Tuyr. Who would not now a folemn mourning * 
keep, : 
‘When Pan himfelf and fair Louifa weep? - vi 
When thofe bleft eyes, by the kind gods defign'd 
‘To cherifh nature, and delight mankind, 
All drown’d in tears, melt into gentler fhowers 
‘Than April-deops upon the fpringing flowers? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis fhed, 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead ; 
About her, all her litle weeping Loves 
Urgirt her Ceftos, and unyok’d her doves. 
Dam. Come, pious nymphs, with fair Louifa 
come, 
And vifit gentle Floriana’s tomb ; 
And. as ye walk the melancholy round, : 
Where no unhail w’d feet profane the ground, .... 
With your chatte hands frefh flowers and odowss.; 
thed 
About her Jaft obfcure and filent bed ; 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
“ Sofi be her prlow, and her flumber fweet!" | 
Yuyr Sec where they come, a mournful lovely 
train 
As ever wept on fair Arcadia’s plain 
Louila, mournful tar above the reft, 
In all the charms of beauteous forrow dreft ; 
Jut are her tears, when the reflects how foon 
‘A beauty, fecond only to her own, 
Flourifh’d, look’d gay, was wither'd, and is 
gone. 2 
Dam. O, fhe is gone! gone like a new-bors 
flwer, 
That deck'd Jome virgin queen’s delicious bower 5 
‘Yorn from the ftaik by fume untimely blaft, 
And 'mong’ft the viielt weeds and rubbith caft 
Yet flowers return, and coming fprings difclofe 
The lily whiter, and more frefh the rofe; 
But no kind feafon back her charms can bring, 
And Floriana has no fecond fpring. 
fuvr. O, the is fet. fet iike the falling fang 
Darkuefs is round us, ana giad aay is gone! 
Alas. the tun that’s fet, again will rife, 
And giid with richer beams the morning fkies ; 
But beauty, though as bright as they it fhines, 
When its fhort glory to the Weft declines, 
0, there's no hope of che returning light ; 
But all is long oblivion, and eternal night ¢ 


Te THE.UNKNOWN AUTOR oF 
ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL *. 
I ruovent, forgive my fin, the boafted fire 


Of poets’ fouls did long ago expire 5 ' 
Of folly or of madnefs did accule [Mule ; 


} Phe wretch that thought himfelf poffett with 
‘Fo catch the words felt from her charming tongue: { 


_ * Devden publithed it without his name, 
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Laugh'd at the god within, that did infpire 

Wich more than human thoughts the tuneful choir; 

But fore ’tis niere than fancy, or the dream 

Of rhymers flumbering by the Mufes’ fiream. 

Some livelier fpark of heaven, and more refin’d 

From earthy drofs, fills the great Poet's mind: . 

Witnels thele mighty and immortal fines, 

Through each of which th'informing genius fhines: 

Scarce a diviner flame infpir’d the King, 

Of whom thy Mufe does fo fublimely fing : 

Not David's felf could in a nobler verfe 

His glorioufly offending Son rehearfe ; 

Though in his breaft the Prophet's fury met, 

‘The Father's fonduefs, and the Peet’s wit. 
Here ail confent in wonder and in praife, 

And to the unxNown Poer altars raife : 

Which thou muft needs accept with equal joy 

As when JEneas heard the wars of ‘Troy, -- 

‘Wrapt up himfelf in darknefs, and unfeen 

Extoll'd with wonder by the Tyrian queen, 

Sure thou already are fecure of fame, 

Nor want’ ft new glories to exalt thy name: 

What father elfe would have refus'd to own 

So great a Son as godlike Abfalom ? 





EPITHALAMIUM 
OPON THE MARRIAGE OF 


CAPTAIN WILLIAM BEDLOE, 
We ego qui quondam gratili modulatus avena, 
* Arma vizumque cano.”” | 


I, he, who fung of humble Oates before, 
Now fing a Captain and a Man of Wan, 


Gonness ‘of Rhyme, that didt infpire 
The Captain with poetic fire, : 
Adding.freth laurels to that brow 
Where thote of victory did graw, ; 
And ftatelier ornaments ovay flourifh now | 
Uf chou act well recovered fince 
“ The Excommunicated Prince * ;” 
For that important tragedy * 
‘Would have kill'd any Mufe but thee; 
Hither with fpeed, Oh | hither move ; 
Pull bufkins off, and, fince to love 
‘The ground is holy that you tread in, 
Dance bare-foot at the Captain's wedding, 
See where he comes, and by his fide 
His charming fair angelic bride: 
Such, or lefs lovely, was the dame 7 
So much rcvown'd, Fulvia by name,” * 
With who of old ‘Tolly did join 2 





‘Then when his art did undermine 
‘The horrid Popith plot of Catiline, 
Oh faireft nymph ot all Great Britain t 
(Though thee my eyes I never fet on) 


® ATragedy, by Captain Bedloe, 1681, 
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Biufh not on thy great lord to fmile, 
The fecond faviour of our ifle ; 

What nobler Captain could have led 
‘Thee to thy long’d-for marriage bed 3 
For know that thy all-daring Will is 
‘As tout a hero as Achilles ; 

And as great things for thee has done, 
As Palmerin or th’ Knight of th’ Sun, 
And is himfelf a whole romance alone, 
Let confcious Flanders fpeak, and be 
‘Fhe witnefs of his chivalry. 

Yet that's not all, his very word.- 
Has flain as many as his fword 
Though common bullies with their oaths 
Hurt Jittle till they come to blows, - - 
Yet alj his mouth-granadves kill, 

And fave the pains of drawing iteele 
This hero thy refifilefs. charms 

Have won to fly into thy arms; 

For think not any mean defign, 

Or the inglosious itch of coin, 

Could ever have his brea control'd, 
Or make him be a flave to yold; .; 
His love's as freely given to thee 

As to the king his luyalty. 

Then, oh, receive thy mighty prize 


. With open arms and withing eyes, 


Kifs that dear face, where may be feen 

His worth and parts that fkulk withing 

That face, that juftly ftyl’d may: be 

As truc.a dilcoverer as he. 

Think not he ever falfe will prove, 

His well known truth fecures his loves 

Lo-you a while divert his cares : 

From his important grand affairs" 

Let him have refpite now a while, 

From kindling the mad cubble’s zeal : 

Zeal, that is hot as fire, yet dark and blind,-c2> * 

Shows plainly where its birth-place we may 
find, . 

In hell, where though dire flames for ever glow, 

Yet ’tis the place of utter dark neds too, 

But to his bed be fure be true 

As he to all the world and you, 


4 He all your plots will eife betray - 


All ye She-Machiavels can lay, 

He all defigns, you know, has found, 

Though hatch’d in heli or under gronnd ; 

Oft to the world fuch fecrets thew 

As farce the plotters themfelves knew ; ; 

Yet, if by chance you hap to fin, lin, 

And Love, while Honour’s napping, fhould creep 

Yet be difcreet, and do not boa - : 

O’ th’ treafon by the common poft. 

So fhalt thou il! make him love on; _ 

All virtue’s in diferetion, - 26 3... 

So thou with him fal fhine, and be 

As great a patriot ashe; : 

And when, as now in Chriftmas, all. . 

For a new pack of cards do call, 

Another Popifh pack comes out 

To pleafe the cits, and charm the rout : a 

Though, mighty queen, fhalt a whole {uit com. 
mand, 


A-crown upon thy head, ami {ceptre in thy hand ! 
. 


POEMS. 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF 
GEORCE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 


AND THE 


LADY ANNE. 

“Twas Love condudted through the Britith maiu, 

On a more high defign the royal Dane, 

‘Than when of old with an invading hand 

His fierce forefathers came to fpoil the land : 

And Love has gain’d him by a nobler way, 

«A braver conqueft and a richer prey. 
For battles won, and countries fav'd renown'd, 

Shaded with laurels, and with honours crowu’d, 

From fields with daughter ftrew’d, the hero came, 

His arms neglected, co purfue his flame. 

Like Mars returning from the noble chace 

Of flying nations through the plains of Thrace, 

When, deck’d with trophies and adorn’d with 

fpoils, 

He meets the goddefs that rewards his toils! 

But, oh! what trantports did his heart invade 

‘When firft he faw the lovely, royal maid 

Fame, that fo high did her pertections raife, 

Seem’d now detraction, and no longer praile ! 

All that could nobleft minds to love engage, 

Or into foftnefs melt the foldicr’s rage, 

All that could fpread abroad refiltiefs fire, 

And eager withes raife, and fierce defire, 

All that was charming, all that was above 

Lv’n poets fancies, though refin’d by love, 

All native beauty dreft by every grace 

Of fweeteft youth fat fhining in her face ! 

Where, where is now the generous fury gone, 





‘That through thick troops urg’d the wing’d war. | 


rior on? 

‘Where now the fpirit that aw’d the lifted field 5 
Created to command, untaught to yield ? 

It yields, it yields, to Anna’s gentle fway, 

And thinks ic above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy feet, illuftrivue princefs, thrown 

All the rich fpoils the mighty hero won! 

Flis fame, his laurels, arc thy beauties due, 

And all bis conquefts are outdone by you : 

Ah: lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 

A tribute fit for tholz victorious eyes! 

Ab: generous maid, pals not relentlefs by, 

Nor let war's chief by crue! beauty die ! 
‘Though unexperienc’d youth fond fcraples move, 
And bluthes rife bur at the name of love; 
Though over all thy thoughts and every fenfe 
‘The guard is plac’d of virgin innocence ; 

Yet from thy father’s gencrous blood we knew 
Relped for valour in thy breatt does glow ; 
*Tis but agreeing to thy royal birth, 
+ ‘Te dmile on virtue and heroic worth, 

Love, in fuch noble feeds of honour fown, 

‘The chafteft virgin need not bluth to own. 
‘Whom would thy royal father fooner find, 

In thy Lv'd arms to his high lineage join'd, 
Than him, whom {uch exalted virtues crown, 
‘Phat he might think chem copy’d from his own ? 


eR 
Who to the fivid equal defires dict bring,” 
Love tu his brother, fervice to his king. 
Who Denmark’s crown, and the anointed heady. 
Refcued at once, and back in triumph led, .. 
Forcing jrispaffuge through theflaughter’dSwede.§, 
Such virtue him to thy great fire commends, | +: 
‘The bett of princes, fubjedts, brothers, friends 
‘The people's wonder, and the court's delight, . 
Lovely im peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 

| What can fuch charmstefit? ‘The royal mai 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid; 
Bat love, ftill growing as her fears decay, 3 
Confents at laft, and gives her heart away. .. - 

Now with loud triumphsarethenuptials crow 

And with glad fheuts the ftreets and palace fouad! 
Mluttrious pair: fee what a general jay 
Does the whole land’s united voice employ ! 
From you they omena take of happier years, 
Recall loft hopes, and banifh all cheir fears: 
Let boding planets thréaten from: above, 
And fuilen Saturn join with angry-Jove: .: ° 
Your more aufpicious flames, that here unite, + 
Vanquith the malice of their. mingled tight {1 
Heaven of its bounties now fhall lavith grow,’ 
And in full tides unenvy'd bleflings flow! 
The dhaken throne more furely Six'd fhall ftand, 
And curs’d rebellion fly the happy land ! 
At your bleft union civil difcords ceafe, 
Contulion turns to order, rage to peace | 
So, when at firf in Chaos and eld Night F 
Hotthings with cold,and moift with dry did fight, 
Love did the warring feeds ta union dritg, 0 
And over all things itreteh’d his peaceful wing, 
‘The jarcisg clements no longer ftrove, [Love': 
And 2 world ttarted forth, the beauteous work of 
























| "oN THe 
DEATH OF KING CHARLES 
AND THE 


INAUGURATION OF KING JAMES-T% 


Ir the indulgent Mufe (the only cure 

For all the ills afflifted minds endure, 

‘That feveetens forrow, and makes fadnefs pleafe, 

And heals the heart by telling its difeafe) 

Vouchfafe her aid, we alfo will prefume 

With humble verfe ¢” approach the facred tomb; 

¢ flowing ftreams of pious tears will thed, 5 

‘et incenie burn, frei flowers and odours. 
{pread, 

Cur laft fad offerings to the royal dead ! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did blefs © 
Our frength in war, and our delight in peace ! 
Was ever prince like him to mortals given! 

So much the joy of earth, and care of heaven? 
Under the preff..re of unequal fate, 

Oi fo erect a mind and foul fo great! 

So full of meeknefs and fo void of pride, - 
When borne aloft by Fortune's highett tide! 
His kaedly beams on the ungrateful foil 

Of this rebellious, ftubborn, murmuring ifle 
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Hiatch’d plenty; eafe and riches did beftow, ‘To him the fleet and camp, the fea and field, 
» And made the land with milk and honey flow! Do equal harvefts of bright glory yield! 
Leis bleft was Rome when mild Auguitus fway'd, | Who can forget, of royal blood how free, 
And the glad world for love, not fear, obey’d. He did affert the empire of the fea? 
‘Mercy, like heaven’s, bis chief prerogative ! ‘The Belgian fleet endeavour’d, but in vain, 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive! The tempet of his fury to faftain ; a 
‘Who lives, but felt his influence, and did hare Shatter’d and torn before his fag they dy i 






His boundlefs goodnefs and paternal care ? Like doves, that the exalted eagle fpy 
+ And, whilf with all th’ endearing arts he ftrove Ready to ftoop and feize them from on high. 
Es Oa every fubjeét’s heart to feal his love, He, Neptune-like (when from bis watery bed 
at breaft fo heard, what heart of human make, } Serene and calm he lifts his awful head, 

But, foftening, did the kind impreffion take ? And {miles, and to his chariot gives the rein), 

Belov'd and loving! with fuch virtues grac’d, In triumph rides o’er the afferted main! 

As might on common heads a crown have plac’d ! Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ftrand, 

- How skill’d in all the mytteries of fate! Loud as the fea, and numerous as the fand; 
How fitting to fuftain an empire’s weight ! So joy the many ; but the wifer few 

How quick to know ! how ready to advife ! ‘The godlike prince with filent wonder view : 
‘How timely to prevent! how more than fenates | A joy, too great to be by voice expreit, 

i wile ! Shines in each eye, and beats in every breaft : 
His words how charming, affable, and fweet ! They faw him deftin'd for fome greater day, 
‘How juft his cenfure! and how tharp his wit ! And in his looks the omens read of his imperial 
How did his charming converfation pleafe fway! 

‘The bleft attenders on his hours of cafe; Nor do his civil virtues lefs appear, 

‘When gracioufly he deign’d to condefcend, To perfe&t the illuftrious charaGer ; 

Pleas’d to exalt a fubject toa friend ! ‘Lo merit juft, to needy virtue kind, 

To the moft low how eafy of accefs! ‘True to his word, and faithful to his friend ! 
Willing to hear, and longing to redrcfs! What's well refolv'd, as firmly he purfues ; 
‘ie mercy knew no bounds of time or place, Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chooft 

reign was one continued ac of grace |, Honour was born, not planted in his heart ; 

Good Titus could, but Charles could never fay, And virtuc came by nature, not by art. 

Of all his royal life, “ he loft a day.” Albion! forget thy forrows, and adore 2 






, Excellent prince! O once our joy and care, ‘hat prince, who all the bleffings does reflore, 
‘That Charles, the faint, made thee enjoy before! 
*Tis done ; with turrets crown’d, I fee her rife, 
And tears are wip'd for ever from her eyes ! 


Now our eternal grief and deep defpair ! 
Q father! or if aught than father’s more, 
How thall thy children their fad lofs deplore ? 
. How grieve enough, when anxivus thoughts recall 
‘ "The mournful ftory of their fovercign’s fall? 
Oh! who that fcene of forrow can difplay ; 
‘When, waiting death, the fearlefs monarch lay ! 
Though great the pain and anguifh that he bore, 
His friends’ and fubje&s’ grief affi@ him more ! 
Yet even that, and comiug fate, he bears ; 
But finks and faints to fee a brother’s teats! 
The mighty grief, that {well’d his royal breaft, 
» Bearce reach’d by thought, can’t be by words ex- 
; reft | 
* Grief for himfelf! for grief for Charles is vain, 
~ Who now begins a new triumphant reign, 
* ‘Welcom’d by all kind fpirits and faints above, 
Who fee themfelves in him, and their own likenefs 
love! 

‘What godlike virtues muft that prince adorn, ° 
Who can fo pleafe, while fuch a prince we mourn! 
Who elfe, but that great He, who now commands 
Th’ united nation’s voice, and hearts, and hands, 
Could fo the love of a whole people gain, 

After fo excellent a monarch's reign ! 

Mean Virtues after ‘i'yrants may fucceed 

And pleafe; but after Charles a James we need ! 
This, this he, by whofe high actions grac'd 

The prefent age contends with all the paft : 
Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form, 

Slow to advife, but eager ta perform: 

Jn council calm, fierce us a form in fight ! 
Danger his fport, and labour his dclight, 








PROLOGUE 
To 
N. LEEs LUSIUS FUNIUS BRUTUS, 


Lona has the tribe of poets on the flage 
Groan'd under perfecuting critics’ rage, 

But with the found of railing and of rhyme, 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime, 

‘The little Singing infects fwarm the more, 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh! ye leading voters of the Pit, 

‘Phat infec others with your too much wit, 
‘That well-affe&ted members do feduce, 

And with your malice poifon half the houfe 
Kuow, your ill-manag'd arbitrary fway 

Shall be no more endur’d, but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler condu@ we will choofe, 

And more indulgent toa trembling Mufe; 
Women, for ends of government more fit, i : 





Women fhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, 

Give laws to Love, and influence to Wit. 

Find me one man of fenfe in all your roll, 
Wahcm fome one woman has not made a fool, 
Ev’n bufinefs, that intolerable load 

Uader which maa does groza, and yet is proud, 





POEMS 
Much better they eould manage would they pleafe; 


*Tis not their want of wit, but love of eafe, 
For, fpite of art, more wit in them appears, 


Though we boaft ours, and they diflemble theirs; 


‘Writ once was ours, and fhot up for a while, 
Set thallow in a hot and barren foil; 

But when tranfplanted to a richer ground, 
Has in their Eden its perfection found. 

And "tis but juft they thould our wit invade, 
‘Whilft we fet up their painting patching trade 
As for our courage, to our fhame "tis known, 
Aa they can raife it, they can pull it down. 

At their own weapons they our bullies awe, 
Faith ! let them make an anti-falick law; 
Prefcribe to all Mankind, as well as plays, 
And wear the breeches, as they wear the bays. 





TO THE PEOPLE oF ENGLAND, 
A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR, 


FROM HORAGE, EPoD, vir. 


On! whither do yo rath, and thus prepare 
‘To rouze again the fleeping war ? 

Has then fo little Englith blood been fpile 
On fea and tand with equal guilt? 

Not that again we might oar arms advance, 
To check the infolent pride of France ; 

Not that once more we might in fetters bring 
An bumble captive Gallic king ? 

But, to the with of the infulting Gaul, 
That we by our own hands fhould fall. 

Nor wolves nor lions bear fo fierce a mind ; 
They hurt not their own favage kind : 

Is it blind rage, or zeal, more blind and ftrong, 
Or guilt, yet ftronger, drives you on? 

Anfwer! but none can anfwer ; 
They fhand; guilt does o’er words prevail: 

"Tis fo! heaven’s jultice threatens us from 
And a king’s death from earth does cry; 


Ever fince the martyr’s innocent blood was fhed, 
Upon our fathers, and on ours, and on our chil- 


drens” head. 








TO MR. CREECH. 


ON HIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 


‘Wuar to begin would have been madnefs thought, 
Exceeds our praife when to perfe@ion broughe ; 


Who could believe Lucretius’ lofty fong 
Could have been reach'd by any modern ton 
Of all the {uitors to immortal fame, 

‘That by tranflatjons ftrove to raife a name, 
‘This was the teft, this the Ulyffes’ bow, 
‘Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Carus himfelf of the hard tafk complains, 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains; 
‘Much harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
Te hold in bonds, fo ealy yet fo rong, 

The Greek philofuphy and Latin fong. 


_ 


I 


mute and pale 


high; 


gue ? 


Say 

If then he boafts that round his facred head 
Freth garlands grow, and branching laurels fpread, 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
Ever gave, or any of their darlings wore ; [due, 
What jaurels fhould be thine, what crowns thy” 
What garlands, mighty Poet, fhould be grac’d by 

yeu! [does flow, 
Though decp, though wondrous deep, his fenfe 
Thy thining ftyle does all its riches thew ; 
So clear the ftream, that through it we defery 
All the bright gems that at the bottom lie 7 
Here you the troublers of your Peace remove, 
Ignoble fear, and more ignoble love ; : 
Here we are taught how firft our race began, 
And by what fteps our fathers climb'd to man; 
To man as now he is—with knowledge fill'd, 
Ly arts of peace and war, in manners fkill’d, ? . 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the field! 
Nature's firft ftate, which, well tranfpos’d and’ 


own’d 

(For owners in all ages have been found), 

Than what was fung a thoufand years before. 
Thou only for this noble tafk wert fic, 

To teach fat heavy clowns to know their trade, 

And not turn wits who were for porters made; 

Had Providence ¢’er meant that, in defpite 

‘Of art and nature, fuch dull clods thould write, 

As it fo many ages has for thee 

Preferv'd the mighty work that now we fee. 












Has made a * modern wit fo much renown’d, ° ) 
When thee we read, we find to be no more 

To thame thy age to a juft fenfe of wit, 

By thewing how the learned Romans writ, j 
But quit falfe claims to the poetic rage, 

For {quibs and crackers, and a Smithfield ftage, 
Bavius and Mievius had been fav'd by Fate 

For Settle and for Shadwell to tranflate, 


a 


VIRGIL’S FIFTH ECLOGUE, 





The Argument. 


Mopfus and Menalcas, two very expert thepherds, 
ata fong, begin one by confent to thememory of 
Daphnis,who is fuppofed by the beft critics tore- 
prefent Julius Cafar. Mopfus laments his death; 
Menalcas proclaims hia divinity. The whole 
Eclogue confifting of an Elegy, and an Apo- 
theofis, 


MENALCAS, 
Mopsus, fince chance does us together bring, 
And you fo well can pipe, and I can fing, 
Why fit we not beneath this fecret fhade, 
By elms and hazels mingling branches made? 

MOPsUs, 

Ycur age commands refpe@ ; and I ohey. 
Whether you in this lonely copfe will flay, 
Where weftern winds the bending branches fhake, 
And in their play the fhades uncertain make: 
Or whether to that filent cave you go, 
“The better choice! {ce how the wild vines grow 


j 


*® Wohbes. 


a8 
‘Luxuriant round, and fee how wide they fpread, 
«dnd in the cave their purple clufters fled ! 
MENALCAS. 
Amyntas only dares cuntend with you, 
pa MOPsus. 
‘Why not as well contend with Phoebus too ? 
a MENALCAS. 
Begin, begin; whether the mournful flame 
Of dying Phyllis, whether Aleon’s fame, * 
Or Cordrus’ brawls, thy willing Mufe provoke; 
Begin; young Tityrus will tend the flock. 
MOPSUsS, 
Yes, I'll begin, and the fad fong repeat, 
‘That on the beech’s bark I Jately writ, 
“And fet to fweeteft notes; yes, I'll begin, 
\ nd after that, bid you, Amyntas, fing. 
me MENALCAS. 
As much as the moft humble fhrub that grows, 
‘Yields to the beaute:us blufhes of the rofe, 
Or bending ofiers to the olive tree ; 
8o much, | judge, Amyntas yields to thee. 
< ‘ MOPSUS. 
» Shepherd, to this difcourfe here pur an end, 
_MThis is the cave; fit, and my verfe attend. 
fs MOPSU3. 
“When the fad fate of Daphnis reach'd their ears, 
“Phe pitying nymphs diffolv’d in pious tears. 
‘itnefs, ye hazels, for ye heard their crics; 
Witnéls, ye floods, fwoln with their weeping 
“eyes. 
The ‘ciooratal mother (of his body cal) 
‘The fad remains of her cold fon embrac'd, 
snd of th’ upequal tyranny they us’d, 
The cruel gods and cruel ftars accus’d. 
*Fhen did no fwain mind how his fl ck did thrive, 
Nor thirfty herds to the cold river drive ; 
The generous horfe turn’d from frefh ftreams 
his head, 
And on the fweeteft grafs refue’d to feed. 
Daphnis, thy death ev’n fierceft lions mourn’d, 
And hills and woods their cries and groans re- 
__turn’d. 
* Daphnis Armenian tigers’ fiercenefs broke, 
And brought them willing to the facred yoke : 
Daphnis to Bacchus’ worship did oruain 
The revels of his confecrated train ; 
“The recling priefts with vines and ivy crown'd, 
And their long fpears with clufter’d branches 
bound. 
As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn, 
As bulls the herd, as fields the ripen’d corn ; 
Such grace, fuch ornament, wert thou to ali 
‘Thar glory'd to be thine: fintce thy fad fall 
No more Apollo his glad prefence yields, 
And Pales’ {elf forfakes her hated fields. 
Oft where the fineft barley we did fov 
Barren wild oats and hurtful darnel grow; 
And where foft violets did the vales adorn, 
The thiftle rifes, and the prickly thorn. 
Come, fhepherds, ftrow with flowers the hal- 
. ‘Jow’d ground, 
The facred fountains with thick boughs 
round ; . 
Daphnis thefe rites requires: to Daphris praife, 
herds, a tomb with this infeription raife— 









for- 
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“ Here fam’d from earth to heaven I Daphnis lie 

“ Fair wasthe flock I fed, but much more fai 
“ was 1.” . 

MENALCAS. 

Such, divine Poet, to my ravifi'd cars yy 

Are the fweet numbers of thy mournful verfe, 

As to tir’d fwains fofe flumbers on the grafs; 

As fretheft {prings that through green ‘meadow 
pats, 

To one that parch'd with thirfl and fummer’s heat 

In thee thy mafter docs his equal meet : 

Whether your voice you try, or tune your reed, 

Blefl fwain, "tis you alone can him fucceed ! 

Yet, as Tcan. I in retura will fing: 

I too thy Daphnis to the flars will bring, 

I too thy Daphnis to the ftars, with you, 

Will raife ; for Dayhnis lov’d Menalcas tao. 

Morsus. 

Is there a thing that 1 could more defire ? 

For neither can there be a fubject higher, 

Nor, if the praife uf Stimichon be true, 

Can it be better fung than ‘tis by you, 

MENALCAS, 

Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious fhew, 

Through heaven’s bright pavement does trium, 
phaut go, {below 

And fees the moving clouds, ond the fix’d ftars 

Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the 
plains, 

Pan ard the Dryads, and the cheerful {wains : 

‘The wolf no ambufh fur the flock does lay, 

No cheating nets the harmlefs deer betray, 

Daphnis a general peace commands, and Nature 
does obey. 

Hark! the glad mountains raife to heaven thei 
voice * 

Hark ! the hard rocks in myftic tunes rejoice ! 

Hark! through the thickets wondrous fongs re- 
found, 

A God! A God! Menalcas, he is crown'd! 

O be propitious! O be good to thine ! 

See! here four hollow'd altars we defign, 

To Daphnis two, to Phabus two we raifi 

To pay the yearly tribute of our praife + 

Sacred to thee, they cach returning year 

Two bowls of milk and two of oil thall bear : 

Feafts I'l ordain, and to thy deathlefs praife 

Thy votaries’ exalted thoughts to raife, 

Rich Chian wines fhall in full gob‘ets flow, 

And give a tafte of Neétar here below. 

Dameatas thall with Lictian Aegon join, 

To celebrate with fongs the rites divine. 

Alphifibcus with a reeling gait 

Shall the wild Satyrs’ dancing imitate. 

When to the nymphs we vows and offerings pay, 

When we with folemn rites our fields furvey, 

Thefe honours ever fhall be thine : the boar 

Shall in the fields and hills delight no mose; 

No more in ftreams the fifh, in flowers the bee, ¢ 

Ere, Daphnis, we forget our fongs to thee : 

Offerings to thee the thepherds every ycar ~ 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear : 

To thee, as to thofe Gods, fhall vows be made, 

| And vengeance wait on-thofe by whem they at 

ret paid. 
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MOPSUS, 7 
‘What refent worth thy verfe ‘can Mopfus 

find ? $ 
Not the foft whifpers of the fouthern wing 
So much delight my ear, or charm my mind; 
Not founding fhores beat by the murmuring tide, 
Nor rivers that through tony vallies glide. 

: MENALCAB. é 
Firft you this pipe fhall take; and "tis the fame 
‘That play'd poor Corydon’s * unhappy flame ; 
The fame that taught me Melibeeus’ t theep, 
+ MORSUS. 

"You then fhall for my fake this fhecphook keep, 
Adorn’d with brafs, which I have oft deny’d 
To young Antigenes in his beauty’s pride : 
And who could think he then in vain could fue ? 
Yet him 1 would deny, and freely give it you. , 





TO MR. WALLER, 


Upon the Copy of Verfes made by himfelf on the lc 
ie Ff - aes in bis Book §. F of 


Advis'd ‘twas time the rhyming trade to quit, 

‘Time to grow wife, and be no more a wit-— 

"The noble fire, that animates thy age, 

Once more inflam’d me with poetic rage. 

Kings, heroeq, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the 
young, 

Have been the theme of thy immortal fong : 

A nobler argument at lat thy Mule, 

Two things divine, Thee and Herfelf, does choofe. 

Age, whofe dull weight makes vulgar fpirits bend, 

Gives wings to thisfe, and bids it upward tend : 

No more confin’d, above the flarry ikies, 

Out from the body’s broken cage it flies. 

But, oh! vouchfafe, not wholly to retire, 

To join with and complete th’ etherial choir! 

Still here remain; fill on the threfhold ftand ; 

Still at this diftance view the promis’d land; 

Though thou may’ft feem, fo heavenly is thy fenfe, 

Not going thither, but new come from thence, 


Wren thame, for all my foolith youth had mig 


— 


A SONG. 


1 
Arrek tle fierceft parlgs of hot defire, 
Between Panthea’s rifing breafts 
His bending breaft Philander refts; 
Though vanquith’d, yet unknowing to retire : 
Clofe hugs the charmer, and atham’d to yield, 
‘Though he has loft the day, yet keeps the field. 
1 


in 
‘When, with a figh, the fair Panthea'faid, 
What pity "tis, ye gods, that-all 
The nobleft warriors feoneft fall ! 
Then with a kifs fhe gently rear’d his head, 
Arm’d him again to fight, for nobly the 
More lov’d the combat than the viory. 
* Vieg. Ec. it. ‘s 
$ See Walies’s Poems,” 


t Ec. iti, < 


' 
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: oe 
But, more enrag’d for being beat before, ~ 
‘With al his ftlrength he does prepare 
More fiercely to renew the war; 
Nor ceas’d he till the noble prize he bore: 
Ev’n her fuch wondrous courage did furprife ; 
She hugs the dart that wounded her, and dies. 








A SONG. 
fa 

Turoucn mournful fhades, and folitary groves, 
Fann'd with the fighs of unfuccefsful loves, 

Wild with defpair, Yeung Thyrfis ftraya, 
Thinks over all Amyra’s heavenly charms, 
Thinks he now fees her in another's arms; 

Then at fome willow’s root himfelf he lays, 
The lovelie, moft unhappy fwain; 
And thus to the wild woods he does complain : 

mL * 

How art thou chang’d, O Thyrfis, fince the time 
When thou could’ love and hope without a crimes 

When Nature’s pride and Earth’s delight, 
As through her fhady evening grave fhe pait, 
And a new day did ail around her caft, 

Could fee, nor be offended at the fight, 
The melting, fighing, withing fwain, 
That now mutt never hope to wih again! 

MT. : 

Riches and titles! why fhould they prevail, 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail? 

Lovely Amyra, fhouidft thou prize 
The empty noife that a fine title makes; 
Gr the vile trath that with the vulgar takes, 

Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and dies? 
Unkind ! but pity the poor fwain of 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o’er the flain. 


——_——_., 





A SONG. 


i 
Sre what 2 congueft love has made ! 
Beneath the myrtle’s amorous fhade 
The charming fair Corinna lies 
All mehing in defire, 
Quenching in tears thofe flowing eyes 
"Fhat fet the world on fire! 
It. 
What cannot tears and beauty do? 
‘The youth by chance ftood by, and knew 
For whom thofe cryftal ftreams did flow ; 
And though he ne’er before 
To her eyes brighteft rays did bow, 
Weeps top, and does adore, 
mm 
So when the heavens ferene and clear, 
Gilded with gandy light appear, ' 
Each craggy rock, and every ftone, 
Their native rigour keep; 
But when in rain the clouds fall dowa,, 
The hardeft marble weep. '" ** + 
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TO MR. HENRY DICKINSON, 
ON HIS TRANSLATION OF 
Simon's Critical Hiftory of the Old Teflament. 


Wuar fenfelefs loads have over-charg'd the prefs, 
Of Frtnch impertinence. in Englith drefs! 
How many dull ttanflators every day 
Bring new fupplies of novel, farce, or play ' 
Like damn’d French penfioners, with foreign aid 
‘Their vative land with nonfenfe to invade, 
"Till we’re o’er-ran more with the wit of France, 
Her nanfeous wit, than with her Proteftants. 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligeth more 
‘Than all their trath hath plagu'd the town before : 
"With various learning, knowledge, ftrength of 
thought, 
Order and art, and folid judgment fraught ; 
No lefs a piece than this could make amends 
For all the trumpery France amongft us fends. 
Nor let ill-grounded {uperftitious fear 
Fright any but the fools frum reading here, 
The facred oracles may well endure 
Th seneeel fears of their own truth fecure ; 
Though at this piece fome noify zealots dawl, 
hed to their aid a numerous faétion call 
» ‘With ftretch’d-out arms, as if the ark could fall; 
Yet wifer heads will think fo firm it ftands, 
‘That, were it thook, ‘twould need no mortal hands. 


SSS ees 


TO MR. DRYDEN, 
ON ms 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 1679. 


Ano will our Mafter Poet then admit 

A young beginner in the trade of wit, 

To bring a plain and ruftic Mufe, to wait 

On his in all her glorious pomp and fate ? 

Can an unknown, unheard-of, private name, 

Add any luftre to fo bright a fame ? 

No! fooner planets to the fun may give 

‘That light which they themfelves from him derive. 
Nor could my fickly fancy entertain 

A thought fo foolith, or a pride fo vain. [go, 
But, as when kings through crowds in triumphs 
The meaneft wretch that gazes at the fhow, 
‘Though to that pomp his voice can add no more, 
‘Than when we drops into the ocean pour, 

Has leave his tongue in praifes to employ 

{Th’ accepted language of officious joy) : 

So 1 in loud applaufes may reveal 

‘To you, great King of Verfe, my loyzl zeal, 
“May tell with what majeftic grace and mien 
Your Mufe difplays herfelf in every fcene 5 

In what rich robes the has fair Creflid dreft, 

And with what gentle fires inflani’d her breaft. 
How when thofe fading eyes her aid implor’d, 
She all their fparkling luftre has reftor'd, 

Added more charms, frefh beauties on them fed, 
And to new youth recail’d the lovely maix. 


THE WORKS OF DUKE. 


How nobly the the royal brothers draws; 

How great their quarrel, aud how great thelr, 
caufe ! 

How juftly rais’d! and by what juft degrees, 

In a {weet calm does the rough tempeft ceafe ! 

Envy net now “ the God-like Roman’s rage;”” 

Heétor and Troilus, darlings of our age, ‘ 

Shali hand in hand with Brutus tread the ftage. 

Shakefpeare, “tis true, this tale of Troy firt: 

told, 

But, as with Ennius Virgil did of old, 

You found it dirt, but you have made it gold. 

A dark and undigefted heap it lay, 

Like Chaos ere the dawn of infant day, t 

But you did firft the cheerful light difplay. 

Confus’d ir was as Epicurus’ world 

Of Atoms, by blind Chance together hurl'd, 

But you have made fuch order through it fhine 

As loudly fpeaka the workmanship divine, 

Boaft thes. O J'roy! and triumph in thy flames, 
That make thee fung by three fuch mighty names, 
Had flium ftood, Homer had ne’er been read, 
Nor the fweet Mantuan fwan his wings difplay’d, 
Nor thou, the third, but equal in renown, 

Thy matchlefs fkill in this great fubje@ fhown, 
Not Priam’s felf, vor all the ‘frojan ftate, 

Was worth the faving at fo dear a rate. 

But they now flourith, by you mighty three, 

In verfe more lafting than their walls could be: 
Which never, never fhall like them decay, 
Being built by hands divine as welt as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being fung by you, 
Old Troy shall grow lefs famous than the New, 








PARIS TO HELEN. 
TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 


The Argument, 


Paris, having failed to Sparta for the obtaining of 
Helen, whom Venus had promifed him as the 
reward of his adjudging the Prize of Beauty to 
her, was nobly there entertained by Menelaus, 
Helen’s hufband ; but he, being called away ta 
Crete, to take poffeffion of what was left him 
by his grand-father Atreus, commends his gueft 
to the care of his wife. In his abfence Paris 
courts her, and writts to her the following 
epiftle. 


Att health, fair nymph, thy Paris fends to thee, 
‘Though you, and only you, can give it me, 
Shali { chen {peak? or is it acedlefs grown 

To tell a paffion that itfelf has fhawn ? 

Does not my love itfelf too open lay, 

And all I think in all I do betray ? 

If not, oh! may it {till in fecret lie, 

Till Time with our kind withes thall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come fincere, 

Nor lufe their price by the allay of fear ! 

In vain I ftrive; who can that fire conceal, 
Which does ittelf by its own light reveal ? 

But, if you reeds would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my actions have declar’d fo long, 


PO 


T love { you've there the ward that does impart 
The tructt meffuge from my bleeding heast: 
Forgive me, Madam, that LI thus confels 
"To you, my fair phyfician, my difeafe, 

And with fych looks this fuppliant paper grace 
‘As beit become the beauties of that face. 
May that fmosth brow no angry. wrinkle-weat, 
Bot be. your looks ay kind,as they are fair, 
Some pleafure.’tis to think thele lines thall fod 
An entertainment at your handsfo kind. 
For this creates a hope, that 1 too may, 
Reaeiv’d by you, a3 happy be as they. |...) 
‘Ab! may that hope be true! nor { complain 
"Phat Venus promis’d you to me in vain: . 

For know, left you through ignorance offend ; 
"The gods, “tia heaven that me does hither, fend. 
None of the meaneit of the powers divine, 
Tha: fick infpir'd, {till favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I feck, [ mult confefs, 

But neither is my duc.or merit lefs : ‘ 
‘Venus has promis’ fhe would you aflign, 

Fair. as herfelf, to be for ever mine... 

Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, , 

Nor fear'd the dangers of the faithlefs fea. 

She, with a kind and an aufpicious gale, rig 

Drove the good thip, and firetch’d out every fail: 
For the, who fprang out of the teeming deep, 

* Stil o'er the main does her wide empire keep. 
Scill may fhe keep it ! aud as fhe with eafe 
Allays the wrath of the moft angry feas, 

So may fhe give my ftormy mind fome reft, 
And calm the raging tempeft of my.breaft, 
And bring home all my fighs and all my vows _ 
"Po their with'd harbour and defir’d repofe ! 
Hither my flames [ brought, not found them 

s hereg oa e te ete iz 

{ tiny whole courfe by héir kind light did fheer: - 
For I by no miftake or ftorm_ was toft. 

Againft my will upon this happy caaft. 

Nor as a metchant did 1 plow the main. 

To venture life, like fordid fools, for gain. . 

No; may the gods preferve my prefent ftore; 
And only give me you to make it more! . 
Nor to admire the place came I fo far; 
LT have towns richer than your cities are. 
°Tis you I feek, to me from Venus dues... 
You were my with, before your charms IT knew. 
Brighic images of you my mund did draw, 

Long ere ny eyes the lovely object faw. | 

Nor wonder that, with the hwite winged dart, 
At fuch a diftance you could wound my heare = 
So Fate ordain’; and left you fight with Fates 
Hear and belive the truth I fhall relate. 

. Now in my mother’s womb fhut up I lays 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 

+, When the in a myfterions dream was told, 
Her reeming womb a burning torch did hold ; 

_ Frighted the rifes, and her vition the 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets hes: 
They (ing that 1 all Troy sould for on fire: 
Buc fure Fate meant the flames of my defire. 
For fear of this, arsong the fwains expos'd, 
My native greatnefs every thing difclos’d. 
Beauty, an! rength, and courage, join’d in ones 

| Through all difguile,dpoke mea mouarch'sion.. 

Vou, Vie 


, 
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A place there is in tda’s thickeft grove; , 
With oaks and firetrees. thaded all above, 
‘The grats here grows untouch'd by bleetitig flocks 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 

From hence Troy’s towers, magnificence, and pride, 
Leaning againft an aged oak, I fpy’d- 7 
When ftraight methought I heard the trembling 
- 7, ground... Re ee 

With the ftrange noife.of trampling feet refound. 
In the fame inftant Jove’s great meflenger, 

Qn all his wings borne through the yielding air; 


Sat 

















Lighting before my wondering eyes did ftand, 

His golden rod fhone in his facred hand: 

With him three charming goddeffes there came, 

Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian danie, 

With an unufual fear f ftaod amazd, P 

Till thus the god my finking courage rais’d § 

“ Fear not; thou art Jove’s fubftitue below, 

The prize of heavenly beauty to beftow; 

“ Contending goddeffes appeal to you,” . 

«, Decide their ftrife.” He fpake, ahd up he flew. 

Then, bolder,grown, I throw my fears away, 

And every one with. curious eyés furvey: 

Each of them merited the victory, :. \ 

And f theit doubtful judge was griev’d ta fee, 4 

‘That.one muft have it, when.deferv’d by three. $, 

But yet that one. there was wich moft prevail’d, , 

And with more powerful charms my,heat affail’d ¢ 

Ah! would you know who thus my breaft could 

move?.. . - 3° . 

Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love? 

| With mighty bribes they all fur congucft tlrive, 

Jano will empires, Pallas valour give, . . 

Whilt | ftand doubting which E thould prefer, 

Empire's fof eafe, or glorious toils of war: 

But Venus gently fmil'd, and thts fhe fpake: | 

«“ Fhey're dangerous gifts: O do not, do not take! 
Vil make chee Love’s.immortal pleafdres know; 
And joys that in full tidesfor ever flow. ~ 
For, if you judge the condueft to be mine, 

“ Pair Leda’s fairer daughter {Kall be thine,”* 

She fpake ; and I gave her the conqyelt dae, 

Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. ae 
Meanwhile (my angry ftarsmore gentle grown) f= 

\_am acknowledg’d royal Priam’s fon. 

Al che glad court; all Troy does celebrate, 

With a new.feftival, my change of fate. 

And as { now languith and die for thee, 

‘So did the beauties, of all Troy for me, ; 

You o’er a heart with fovereign power do feign? 

For which a thoufand virgins figh'’d in vain; 

Nor did queens only fly to my emibrace, _ 

But nymphs of form divine, and beavenly tace. 

Tall their loves with cold difdain repreft, 


i | Since hopes of you firft fir'd my tonging breaft. 


Your charming form all day my fancy. drew, - 
| And when night came, my dteams were all of yous 
What pleafures then muft you yourfelf imparts : 
Whofe ihadows only fo fnrpris’d my heart | 
And oh! how did 1 burn approaching nigher, 
That was fo feorch’d by fo remote a fire! ‘ 
For now no Jonges could. my hopes refrain — 
From Seeking their wift’d obje& through the maiay 
E feel the ftately pine, and every tree 
| ‘Phat bef sas fit to cug the yielding feay- 
é eT gf 


+s 
Fetch’d from. Gargarian hills, tall firs I cleave, 
‘And [da naked to the winds I leave, 

Buff oaks I bend, and folid planks { form, 
‘And every thip with well-knit ribs | 2 

Fp the tall matt I fails and Rreamers join, 

_ And the gaz poops wih painted pods do thine. 

‘Bot ‘on my fhip does only Venus fland 
‘With little Cupid fmiling in her hand, 

Guide of the way the did herfelf command. 
‘My fleet thus rigg’d, and al] my thoughts on thee, 
3 loug to plow the vaft Algéan fea ; 
y anxious parents my defires withftand, 
And both with pious tears my flay command, 
Caffandra too, with loole difhevel’d hair, 
Juk as our batty thips to fail prepare, 
Full of prophetic fury cries aloud, 

. © whither fteers my brother through the food? 

‘Little, ah! little doft thou know or heed 
% "To what a raging fire thefe waters lead !” 
True were her fears, and in my breatt { feel 

“The fcorching flames her fury did foretel. 

Yee out 1 fail, and, favour’d by the wind, 

On your bieft hore ‘my, with'd-for haven find ; 
Your hufband then, fo heaven, kind heaven or- 
, .  dains, 
tn his own houfe his rival entertains, 
sShews me whate’er in Sparta does delight 

Phe carious traveller's inquiring fight : 
t 1, who only tong'd to gaze on you, 

“Could talte no pleafure in the idle thew. £ 
‘But at thy fight, oh! where was then my heart | 

“Our from my breatt it gave a fudden flart, ‘ 
Sprung forth and met half way the faral dart. 

“Bach or lefs charming was-the Queen of Love, 
When with her rival goddeffes the ftrove. 

But, faireft, hadi thou come among the three, 
Bv'n fhe the prize nmuft have refign’d to thee. 
our heauty is the only theme of fame, 

“And all the world funds with fair Helen's name : 
{Nor lives there the whom pride itfelf cun raile 
"Fo claim with you an equal hare of praife. 

“Do 1 fpeak falfe? Rather Report does fo, 
Detraing from you in a praife too low. 

More here | find than that could ever teil, 


Bq much your beauty docs your fame excel, | 








Well then might ‘Thefeus, he who all things j 
knew, 

*Think none was worthy of his theft but you; 

I this bold theft admire; but wonder more 

‘He ever would fo dear a prize reflore 

‘Ah! would thefe hands have ever let you go? 
‘Or could I live, and be civorc’d from you? 

No; fooner € with life itfelf could part, 

*THan eer fee you torn from my blecding heart. 

But tould Ido as he, and give you back, 

Yet fure fome tafte of love 1 firft would take, 

Won! Get, in all your blooming excellence 

And virgin fweets, feaft my luxurious fente ; 

‘Or if you woald not let that treafure go. 

Kiffes at-leaft you fhould, you would bettow, 

‘And let me fmell the flower as it did grow. 

Come then into my longing arms, and try 
«My latting. fix'd, eternal conftarcy, 

Which never till my funeral pile fhall wafte ; 

‘My prefent fire fhall mingte with my la. 


THE WORKS OF DUKE. 


+ Sceptres and crowns for you I did difdain, 





which great Jano tempted me in vain. 
Aad when bright Dallas did her bribes prepare, 
One fofc embrace from you I did prefer 
To courage, ftrength, and all the pomp of war. 
Nor fhall | ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgment’s fettled, and approves it Mill, 
De you but grant my hopes may prove as true, 
As they were plac’d above all things but you, 
1 am, as welt as you, of heavenly race, 
Nor will my birth your mighty line difgraces 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head, 
And them 4 race of godlike kings fuccecd. 
‘All Afia's fceptres to my father bow, 
‘And half the {pacious Euft his power allow. 
There you fhall fee the houfes root'd with gold, , 
And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 
Troy you fhall fee, and walls divine admire, 
Builr to the concert of Apoilo’s lyre. 
What need I the vaft flood of people tell, 
“rhat over its wide banks does almoft fwell ? 
You hall gay troops of Phrygian matrons mecty 
And Urojan wives thiring in every ftreet. 
How often then will you yourfelf confefs 
Yhe emptinefs and poverty of Greece! 
How often will you fay, one palace there 
Contains more wea'th than do whole citics here! 
T fpeak not this, your Sparta to difgiace, 
For wherefoc’er your life began its race 

Mutt be to me the happicit, deareft place. 

¥ ta's poor; aud you, that fhould be dreft 
ne riches of the fhining Eaft, 
Should underftand how ill that fordid place 
Suits with the beanty of your charming face 5 
‘That face with coftly drefs aud rich attire 
Should fhine, and make the gazing world ad- 

mure. 

When you the habit of my Trojans fee, 
What, think you, muft that of their ladies be? 
Oh: then be kind, fuir Spartan, nur difdain 
A ‘Trojan in your bed to entertutn, 
He was a Troyan, and of our great line, 

That to the gods docs mix immortal wine; 
‘Vithonus teo, whom to her rofy bed 
‘The goddefs of the Morning blufhing led; 
So was Anchifes of our Trojan race, 
Yee Venus’ {cif to his defir'd embrace, 
With all her train of little Loves, did fly, 
And in his arms lcarn’d for a while to lie. 
Nor do I think that Menc!aus can, 
Com:par’d with me, appear the greater man. 
Pm {ure my father never made the fun 
With frighted ficeds from his dire banquet runt 
No grancfather of mine is ftain’d with blood, 
Or with his crime names the Myrtoan flood, 
None of our race does in the Stygian lake 
Snatch at thufe apples he wants power to take. 
But ftay ; fit:ce you with fach a hutband join, 
Your father Jove is fore’d to grace his line. 

He (gods !) a wretch unworthy of thofe charms 
Does ali the night lie melting in your arms, 
Does every minute to new joys improve, 

And riots in the lufcious fweets of love. 
I but at table onc fhort view can gain, 
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And that too, only to excreafe my painy 
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ifts white as {now, or the fal eg of Jove, 
Vhen to your mother the Swan.made love : 
Whilft, with the fight fu I gazing ftand, 
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If you your young Hermione but kifs, 
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He who foleyou, ficle Ariadne too, 
Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfue. 
Fear in thefe cafes than the danger’s more, 
.And, when the threatening tempeft once is o’er, ‘ 
Our fhame's then greater than our fear before. 
But fay from Greece a threaten’d war purfue, 
Know { have ftrength and wounding weapons 
too. 
tn men and horfe more numerous than Greece 
Our empire is, nor in its compas lefs. 
Nor does your hufband Paris aught excel 
In generous courage, or in martial fill. 
Ev'n but a boy, from my fain foes I gain’d 
My ftolen herd, and a new name attain'd ; 
£v'n then, o’ercome by me, I could produce 
Deiphobus and great Hionens. 
‘Nor hand to hand more to he fear'd am I, 
"Than when from far my certain arrows Ry. 
You for his youth can no fuch a@ions feign,- 
| Nor can he @er my envy'd skill attain. 
Bat could he, Hector’s your fecurity, 
And he alone an army is to me. 
You know me not, nor the hid prowefs find 
Of him that heaven has for your bed defign’d. 
Bither no war from Greece thall follow thee, 
Or, if.it does, fliall be repell’d by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a wife, 
"That prize would give the coward’s courage life. 
‘All after-ages fhall your fame admire, 
If you alove fet the whole world on fire. 
To fea, to fea, while all the gods arc kind, 
And all I promife you in Troy dhall find. 


[ae 


THE EPISTLE 
. or 


ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 


TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 


The Argument. 


Acontius, ih the temple of Diana at Delos (fa- 
mous for the refort of the moft beautiful virgins 
of ail Greece), fell in love with Cydippe, a lady 
of quality much above his cwn: not daring 
therefore to court her openly, he found this de- 
vice to obtain her; he writes, upon the faireft 
apple that could be procured, a couple of vertes 
to this effect : 


“ I fwear, by chafte Diana, ¥ will be 
In facred wedlock ever join’d to thee:” 


and throws it at the feet of the young Indy: 
the, fofpedting not the deceit, takes it op, and 
feads it, and thefein promifes herfelf in mar- 
riage to Acontius; there being a Jaw there in 
force; ‘that: whatever any perfon fhould {wear 
in the temple of Diana of Delos, thould ftand 
good, and be inviolably obferved: but ber fa~ 
ther, not knowing what hed paft, and having 
not long after promifed her to another, juft as 
the foleninities of marriage were to be performe 
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ed, ‘fhé was taken with a fudden and violent fe= 
ver, which Acontius endeavours té perfuade 
her Was fent from Diana, as a punifhmept of 
the breach of the vow made in her prefence. 
And this, with the rett of the arguments which 
on fuch occafion would occur te a lover, is the 
fabject of the following epiltle. 


Reap boldly this; here you thal] fwear no more, 
For that’s enough which you have fworn before. 
Read it; fo may that violent difeafe, te 
Which thy dear’body, but my foul doth feize, 
Forget its tooslong pradtis’d cruelty, : 
And health to you seflore, and you to me. 
Why do you bleft? for bluhh you do, I fear, 
As when you firft did in the temple fwear 3 
‘Truth to your plighted faith is all T claim, 
And truth can never be the canfe of fhame + 
Shame lives with guilt; but you your virtue prove 
In favouring mine, for mine’s a hufband’s love.: 
Ah! to yourfelf chofe binding words repeat 
‘That once your withing eyes ¢v'n long’d to 

. Meet, : {feee. 
When th’ apple brought them dancing to your 
‘There you will find the fulemn vow you made, - 
Which if your health or mine can aught perfuade, 
You to perform fhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increafe with my defire, 
And Hope blows that already raging fire; 
For hope you gave, nor can you this deny, 
For the great Goddefs of the fane was by; 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow’d fhrine 
A fudden kind aufpicious light did thine; 
Her ftatue feem’d to nod its awful head, 
And give ite glad confent to what you faid : 
Now, if you pleafe, accufe my profperous cheat, 
Yet {till confefs "twas Love that taught me it: 
In that deceit what did I elfe defign, 
But with your own confent to make you mine? 
What you my crime, I call my innocence, 
Since loving you has been my fole offence. 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has practice wught, 
The nets with which young virging’ hearts ate 

caught. 
You my accufer taught me to deceive, 
And Love, with you, did his affiftance gives 
For Love ftood by, and fmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did hin:felf indite: 
Again, you fee, I write by his command, 
He guides my pen, and rules my willing hand; 
Again fuch kind, fuch loving words 1 fend, 
As makes me fear that | again offend: * 
Yet, if my love’s my crime, I muft confefs, 
Great is my guilt, but never thall be !efs. 
Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 
In finding out new paths to reach thy love! 
& thoufand ways to that fteep mountain lead; 
‘Though hard to find, and difficult to tread. 
All thefe will I find out, and break through a!l, 
For which, my flames compar'd, the danget’s 
fmait. . 

The gods alone know what the end will be 5 
Yet, if we mortals any thivg forefec, 
One way ox other you mud yicld to me. 
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: Ifall my arts fhould fail, to arms I'li fly, 
. And fnatch by force what you my prayers deny: : 


T All thofe heroes’ mighty aéts applaud, ; 

Who firft have led me this iilufirious read... . 

1 too—but hold, death the reward will be; 

Death be it then! a Bel% : 

For to Jofe you is more than death to me. + 
Were you lefs fair, I'd ufe the vulgar way 5 

Of tedious courtthip, and of dull delay. , 





- But thy bright form kindles more eager fires, 


ay 


And fomething wondrous as itlelf inipites: 

Thofe eyes that all the heavenly lights outfhine, . 

(Which, oh! may’ thou behold and love ia 
mine!) 

Thole {nowy arms, which on my neck fhould fall 

If you the vows you made regard at all; 

That modeft {weetnefs and becoming grace, ” 


+ That paints with living red your bluihing face; - 


” With falling tears your fiery rage I'll cool, , 


-, By my fubmiffion that my love did raife,, Voit 


‘Thofe feet, with which they only can compare, 
‘That through the filver flood bright ‘Thetis bear; 
Do all confpire my madnels to excite, 
‘With all the ref that is deny’d to fight; . , 
Which could U praife, alike I then were bleft, 
And all the ftorms of my vex’d foul at reft; . ... 
No wonder then, if, with fuch beauty fir'd, 

1 of your Jove the facred. pledge defir'd. 
Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 
Your very. frowns all others’ files excel; fe 
But give me leave that anger to appeafe, 








Your pardon proftrate at your feet Wl craves 
The humble pofture of your.guilty fave. 





And lay the rifing tempet of your foul, : 
Why in my abfence are you thus fevere? a 
‘Summon'd at your tribunal to appear. |, 

For all my crimes, I'd gladly futfer there; : 

With pride whatever you inflict receive,  [give. 
And fove the wounds thofe hands vouchfaie to 
Your fetters too. but they, alas! are vain, i 
For Love has bound me, and 1 hug my chai 
Your hardeft laws with patience I'll obey, 
Till you yourfelf at Jaft relent, and fay, 
‘When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 
“ He that can love fo well, is worthy jne!” 
Bat, if ali this fhould unfuccefsful “prove, .. 
Diana claims for me your promis’d love. . 3. 
O may my fears be falfe! yet the deiigh: 
In jutt revenge of her abuled rites, ... 
I dread to hide, what yet to {peak I dread, 
Lett you thould think that for myfelf t plead, - 























* Yet out it mu :—’ Tis this, "tis furely this, 


‘That is the fuel to your hot difeafe: 
When waiting Hymen at your porch attends, 
Her fatal meffenger the goddefs fends; 
And when you would to his kind call confent, 
‘This fever docs your perjury prevent.. 
Forbear, forbear, thus to provoke her tage, 
Which you fo eafily may yet affuage: > 
Forbear to make that Jovely charming face 
The prey to every. envious difeafe : 
Preferve thafe looks to he enjoy’d by me, 
‘Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee x 
Tet that freth colour to your cheeks rcturn, 


one glowing flame did all beholdazs buen: , 
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But let on him, th’ unhappy caufe of all |. 

The ills that from Diana’s anger fall, © 

No greater torments light than thofe T feel, 

When you, my deareft, tendereft part, are ill: 
For, oh! with what dire tortures am I rack’d, 
Whom different gricfs fucceflively dittraat | 
Semetimes my grief from this does higher grow, . 
To think that I have caus'd fo much to you, | 
Then, great Diana's witnefa, how I pray | 
That all our crimes on me alone fhe’d lay! 
Sometimes to your lov’d doors difguis’d I come, 
Acnd all around thera up and down I roam 3 

Till 1 your wontan coming from you {py, 

With looks deje@ed, and a weeping eye. 

With filent fteps, like fome fad ghioft, I fteal _ 
Clofe up to her, “and urge her to reveal a: 
More than new queftions fuffer her to tell: ‘ ). 
How you had flept, what diet you had us’'d? 

And oft the vain phyfician’s art accus'd. 

He every hour (oh, were I bleft as he!) 

Does all the turns of your diftemper fee, : 
Why fit not I by your bed-fide all day, 4 
My mournful head in your warm bofom lay, 

‘Pdi with my tears the inward fires decay ? 

Why prefs not I your melting hand in mine, 

And from your pulfe of my,own health divine! © 
But, oh! thefe withes all are vain; and he i 
Whom mott I fear, may now fit clofe by thee, 
Forgetful as thou art of heaven and me. 

He that lov’d hand doth prefs, and oft doth feign 
Some new excufe to feel thy beating vein, 

Then his bold hand up to your arm doth flide, 
And in your panting brealt itfelf does hide ;. 
Kiffes fumetimes he fuatches too from thee, , 

For his officious care tou great a fee. 

Robber, who gave thee leave to tafte that lip, 
And the ripe harvelt of my kiffes reap? 

For they are mine, fo is that hufom too, 

Which falfs as ‘tis, thall never harbour you: 
Take, take away thofe thy adulterous hands, 
For know, another lord that. breaft commands. 
’ Tis true, her father promis’d her to thee, 
‘But heaven and the firft gave herfelf to mez 
And you in juftice therefore fhould decline 
Your claim to that which is already mine. 


| This is the man, Cydippe, that excites 


Diana’s rage, to vindicate her rites, 

Command him then not to approach thy door; 
This done, the danger of your death is o'er. 

For fear-not, beautcous maid, but keep thy vow, 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 


} And the who took it, will thy health reftore, 


And be propitious as the was before. 

- Tis not the fteam of a flain heifer’s blood 
“ "That can allay the anger of a Gods 

“« °Tis truth, and juftice to your vows, appeafe, 


4 ‘| Their angry deities; and without thele 
| No faughter’d beaft their fury can divert, 


“ For that’s a facritice without a heart.” 


Some, bitter potions patiently endure, [cure : 


4} And kifs the wounding lance that works their 


You have no need thefe cruei cures to feel, . 

Shun being pe:jur’d only, and be well. ‘ 

Why let you ftill your pions parents weep. 

Whom yup in. ignorance ¢ of your promife, keep % fay 
SLi 
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Oh! to your mother all onr ftory tell; 
Alnd the whole progrefs of our love reveal: © 
‘Tell her bow firit, at great Diana’s fhrine, : 
Lfit'd my eyes, my wondering eyes; on thine = 
How like the -ftatues there { ftood amaz’d,’ *: 
“Whilft.on thy face intemperately:I gaz’d.” 

She will herfelf, when you my tale repeat, 
Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. 

Marry, {he'll fay, whom: heaven commends to 
a itHee,: oe 
Hey, who has pleas'd Diana, pleafes me. 

But fhould the afk from what defgent-[ came, ; 









The rank adulterer preys on all the town, 

All but the- widows’ naufeous charms go down. 

What matter then fiow ftarely is the arch - . 

Where: bis: tir’d mutes flow with: their burden, 

“oe omarch? 2 8 tp he 

What mattér then How thick and long the fhade 

‘Phrough which he‘is by fweating flaves cunvey’d? 

How many‘acres near the tity’ walls aD led 

Or vew-built palaces, his‘own he calls? 

No jl] man’s happy ; Feaft of all ithe 

Whofe ftudy ’tis te corrupt chaftity ; 

Th’ ticeftuous brate, who the veik'd veftal maid 

But lately to his impious bed betray’d, ° -* : 

Who for-his crime, if Jaws their courfe might hava, 

Ought to defcend alive:into the grave #, <* 7 
Ent now-of flighter:faults; and yet the fame 

By‘ others done, the cenfor’s juftice claim, 

For-what good meh ignoble count and bafe, 

Te virtue here, and-does Crifpinus grace: 

In this he’s fafe, whate’er we write of him, 

The perfin is more odious than the crime. ! 

And fo all fatire’s loft. - The lavith flave 

Six thoufand-pieces | for a barbel gave : 

A fetterce foreach pound it weigh’d, as they ~~ 

Gaye out, that hear great ‘things, but: greater 

: Vert te aE ee 


Feeble and fick, yet frong in tuft alone, e 


‘My coumry; and my, parents, and my name 5: 
"Tell ber, hac norie of thefe defervé. my fhame. 
Had you nor fwern, you fuch a‘one might choofe ; 
Bur, were he worfe, now {wom, you can’t refufe.- 
"Fhis in. my dreams Diana bad me write,’ i +: 
‘And when | wak'd, fent Cupid to-indite. 

Obey them both, for ope has. wounded me,‘ 
Which wound if you with eyes of pity fee, i 
She too wiil foou relent that wounded thee. 3 
‘Then to our joys with eager hafte we'll move, ~ 
‘As fall of beauty you, as Tof love g.°) i. 77 

"Yo the great tenple we'll in triumph go, 

AAnd with our offerings at the altar bow., 

<A golden image there Vl confecrate, 

Gf the fale Apple’s innocent deceit ; 

And write below the happy. verfe chat came 

"The meienger of my fucceisful flame, : : 

+ Let all the world this from Acontius know, 
 Cydippe has been faithful 19 her vow?” 

More could write! but, fice, thy illnefs reigns, 
And racks thy tender limbs with fharpeft, pains,’ 
My pen falls down for fear, left this might be, ~ 
Although for me too little, yet too much for thee" 

1 Z 





ce. Say. : 
Hf, by thie bribe well plac'd, he would enfnare 
Some faplefs ufurer that wants dn heir, +: 
Or,if this prefent the fly courtier meant 
Should to.feme punk of quality be fent, 
‘That in hér eafy chair in fate does ride, - 
The glaffes all irawn up on every fide, 
I'd praife his cunning ; but expeét not this, 
For his-own gut he bought the ftately fith. 
Now even Apicius ff frugal feems, and poor, * 
Outvy’d in luxury unknown before. 

Gave you, Crifpinus, you this mighty fun; - 2 


[ee 


You that, for: want of other;rags, did come 

In your pwp country paper: wrapp’d, to Rome? 
Do fcales and fins bear price to this excefs? 
You might haye bought the fifherman for Sefs. 
For Jefs fome provinces whole acres fell; 2 


JUVENAL, SAT. IV. 

: "The Argument. * 
"Lhe Poet in this fatire tirft brings in Crifpinus, 
: whom he had.a lath. at in his. firtt fatire, and 
whom he promifes here not to be forgetful of 
for the future.. ,He-expofes his monftrous pro- 
digality and lusury, ip giving the price of an 
eftate for a barbel ; and trem thence takes cg- 
cafion to introduce the principal Subject and trug 
defign of this fatire; which 38 grgucded upon a 
: yidiculous ftory of a turbot prefentéd to. Domi; 
tian, of fo vatt a bignefs, that all the Emperer’s 
feullery bad nota dith-large enough to hold it: 
Upgn which the fenate in all hafte is fammoned, 
to confult in this exigency, what is fitteft to be 
done. , The Poet gives us.a particular of thé 
fenators’ names, their diftint characters, and 
Speeches, and advice 3 and, after much and wife 
confultation, an expedient being found out and 
agreed upon, he difmiffes ‘the fenate, and con- 
cludes the fatire. — nS ar 





Nay, in Apulia, if you bargain well,, 
A manor would coft. lefs than fuch.a meal, ) 
. What think we then of this luxurious Jord q 2° 
‘What banguets loaded that igperial board 2, 
When, in one difh, that, taken from the ref, 
His conttant table would have hardly mifs'd, 
So many fefterces were fwallow’d. down,.- 
To thuff one fcarlet-coated court buffuon, ee 
‘Whom Rome of all her knights now chiefeft greets, 
From crying ftinking fith about her fireets, 
.; Begin, Calliope, but. not to fing : ay. 
Plain, honeft truth we for our fubjedt bring. 
Help then, ye young Pierian mantis, co tell 
A downright narrative of what befelh 
Afford me willing!y, your facred aids, 
Me that have .call'd you young, me that have 
“Ty 1 ByPd you minids, tose shes 
% Crifpinus had-foduced.a veftal virgin; and, by the 
faw of Numa, thoulé have been burkd alive. 
+ Roman Settsreii. = 


{| Famous tor ghittony, even toa proverb, 
& Where-land was remarkably cheap, 


4 Uonutian, .~ 














Oxce morc Crifpinus call’d upon the Rage 
{Nor fhall once more fuffice) provokes my. rage > 

A nuonfter, to whom every vice lays claim, . | 
‘Wishout one virtue to xedecm hiadame. . ~ 


PO 


When he, with whom the Flavianrace decay’d*, } 
The groaning world with iron fceptre fway'd, 
When a bald Nero¢ reign’d, ‘and fervile Rome 

obey’d, 

Where Venus’ thrine does fair Ancona grace, 
A turbot taken, of prodigious fpace, 

Fill'd the extended net, not lefs than thofe 
‘That dull Miotis does with ice enclofe ; 

‘TiN, conquer'd by the fun’s prevailing ray, 

It epens to the Pontic Sea their way ; 

And throws them out unwieldy with their growth, 
Fat with long eafe, and a whole winter’s doth : 
"The wife commander of the boat and lines, 
For our high prictt § the ftately prey defigns ; 
For who that Jordly fith durft fellor buy, 

So many [pies and court-informers nigh : 

No fhore but of this vermin {warms does hear, 
Searchers of mud and fea-weed | that would fwear 
The fith had long in Cxfar’s ponds been ted, 
And from ita lord undutifully fled ; 

So, juftly ought to be again reftor'd : 

Nay, if you ciedit ‘age Palphurius’ § word, 

Or dare rely on Armillatus’ § fkill, 

Whatever fith the vulgar fry excel 
- Belong to Cafar, wherefoe’er they fwim, 

By their own worth confiicated to him. 

The boatman then fhali a wife prefent make, 
And give the fith before the feizers take. 

Now fickly Autumn to dry4rofts gave way, 
Cold Winter rag’d, and freth preferv'd the prey ; 
Yet with fuch hatte the bufy fithes flew, 

As if a hot fouth-wind corruption blew + 

And now he reach’d the lake, where what remains 
Of Alba ftill her ancient rites retains, 

Still worthips Vefta, though an humbler way, 
Nor lets the hallow’d Trojan fire decay. [refort, 

‘The wandering crowd, that to ftrange fights 
And chok’d a while his paffage to the court, 

At length gives way; ope ilies the palace-yate, 
‘The turbot enters in, without the Fathers** wait; 
‘The beagman ftraight docs to Atrides prefs, 

And thus profents his fifh, and his addrefs 

Accept, dread Sir, thie tribute from che main, 

Too great for private kitchens to contain. 

‘To your glad genius facrifice this day, 

Let common meats refpeétfully give way. 

Hafte to uuload your ftomachs, to receive 

‘Vhis turbot, that for you did only live. 

So Jang preferv'd to be imperial food, 

Glad of the net, and to be taken proud. {weil, 

How fulfome this! how grols! yet this takes 
And the vain Prince with empty price docs fell. 
Nothing fo monitrous can be faid or feign’d, 

But with belief and joy is entertain’d, 
‘When to his face the worthleis wretch is prais'd, 
Whom vile court-Hatsery to a god has rais'd. 

But oh, hard fate! the palace ftores nu difh 
Afford, capacious of the mighty fish, 

‘fo fage debate are fummon’d all the peers, 
His truly apd much-hated counfellors, 










* Domitian was the lat and worft of tha: family. 
t Domitian. from his ¢ruelty, was catled a fecond Ne- 
£0; aad, ftum his baldnefs, Calvus. 
f] Arle often aifumed by the 
Roth of cundular dexree, yet F 
we Lbe So 
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; lh: whofe pale looks that ghaitly terror fat, 
‘That haunts the dangerous friendfhips of the great. 
The loud Liburnian *, that the fenate call’d, 
“ Run, run ; he’s fet, he’s fet !"? no fooner hawl, 
Bur, with his robe {narche up in hafte, does come: 
Pegafus ¢, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were prafeéts then? ‘The beft he way 
And faithfulie expounder of the laws. : 
Yet in ill times thought ai] things manag’d beh 
When Jufiice exercis’d her fword the Ieaft. 
Old Crifpus § next, pleaiant though old, dj 
pears, 
His wit nor humour yielding to his years. .. 
His temper mild, good-nature join'’d with fenfes 
And manners churming as his eloquence. 
Who fitter for a ufeful friend than he, 
Vo the great Ruler of the earth and fea, : 
I, as his thoughts were jult, his tongue were free® 
If it were fafe to vent his generous mind 
To Rome’s dire plague, and terror of mankind 
If cruel Power could Softening counfel bear. 
But what’s fo teuder as a tyrant’s ear 3” ais 
With whom whoever, though a favourite, {pafag 
At every fentence fet his life at flake, 
Though the difcourfe were of no weightier thigg) 
‘Than fultry fumimers, or unhealthful (prings? 
‘This well he knew, and therefore never try"d, 
With bis weak arms to ftem the ftronger tide. 
Nor did all Rome, grown fpiritlels, fupply 
Aman that for bold trath durit bravely die. 
So, fafe by wife complying filence, he 
Ev'n in that court did fourfcore fymmers fees 
Next him Acilius, though his age the fame, 
With cager hafte to the grand council came ¢ 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 
‘Vhat did too neur his growing virtues wait, 
Urg'd by the tyrant’s envy, fear, or hate, 
(But ’tis long fince old age began to be 
in voble bioud no lefs than prodigy, 
When ’tis I'd rather be of giants’ bisth {, 
A piginy brother to thofe dons ef earth.) 
Unhappy youth | whom from his dettin’d end, 
No weil diffembled madnels could defend ; 
When naked in the Alban theatre, 
Ip Libyan bears he fixt his hunting fpear. 
Who {ees not now through the Lord’s thin diffs 
guile, aes 
‘That long feem’d fool to prove at lat more wile} 
Thar ftale court trick is now too open Jaid s+ 
Whe now admires the part old Brutus play’d €2 
Th. fe honcft times might {walt sw this pretence, 
When the King’s beard was deeper than his fenfe, 
Next Rubrius came, though not of noble race, 
With equal marks of terror in his face. 
Pale with the gnawing guilt and inward thame 
OF an old crime that is not fit to name, 
Worle. yet in fcandal taking more delight, 
Ulan the vile pathick * that darft fatire writé 
Moaranus’ beliy next, advancing low 
| Before the tweating fenutor, did go. 


























# “Che Roman cricrs were wfuaily of thiscountrys 
f Alearned lawyer, and praeieet of Rome. : 
§ Who mace the jell on Donszian’s killing Bies. 

I) 0. an obleure and uninawt 5 

@ in counterieiting 

% Nero, who charpgd his ow 
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Crifpinus after, bot much fweeter comes, 
“Scentéd with coftly ails and eaftern'gums, 
Mord than would ferve two funerals for per- 
‘ fumes. : 
Then ‘Pompey, none more fkill’d in the 
oo) game” 
ABE cutting throats with a foft whifper, came. 
"Neit-Fofcus *, he who many a peaceful day 
gr Dacien vultures was referv'd a prey, 
WM, having’ fudy’d war ‘enough at home, 
“He led abroad th’ unhappy arms of Rome. 
+. Canning Vejento next, and by his fide 
Bloody Catuillus leaning on his'guide, 
Decrepit,. yet a furivus lover he, : 
1d deeply fmit-with chatms he could not fee. 
moniter, that ev'n this Worft age outvies, 
< Confpicuous, and above the common fize.- 
‘A blind bafe flatterer,: from fome bridge or gate }, 
aie’d to a murdering minifter of fate. 
eferving fill to beg upon the road, 
And-blefy cach pafling waggon and its load. 
* None more adnuir’d the fith; he in its preife 
With zeal his voice..with zeal his hands did raife; 


court 


- But to the left all his fine things did fay, 
“MPI on his right the unfeen turbot Jay. 
Bo Be the fam’d Cilician fencer prais’d, 
wAnd:at cath hit with wonder feem’d amaz‘d: 
Go tid the feenes and flage machines admire, 
“And bogs that flew through canvas cloods in wire. 
\ AiNor came Vejento fhort; but, a6 infpir'd 
Byithee, Bellona, by thy fury fir'd, 
Turns prophets. See the mighty omen, fee, 
Hevcries of fome illu@rious vidtory ! 
Some'captive king thee his new lord thal] own ; 
Or from: his Britith chariot headlong thrown: ; 
Whe proud Arviragus come tumbling down ! 
‘The tionfler’s foreign. “Mark the pointed {pears 
‘That from thy hand on his pierc’d back he wears ! 
Who nobler‘could, or-plainer things prefage ? > 
Yet-one'thing “feap’d him, the prophetic rage { 
Shew'd not:the turbot’s.country, nor its age. 
¥ ‘At‘length by Cafar the:grand queftion’s put : 
My. lords, your judgment ; fhall the fith be cut? 
Far be it, far from us, Montanus cries; 
Let's not difhonour thus the noble. prize! 
“A pot.of fine earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Borne fkilful quick Prometheus muft provide. 
Clay and the-iorming wheel prepare with {pecd. 
Bur, Cafar, be it from henccforth-decrced, 
‘That potters on the royal. pregrefs wane, 
"I? afift in thefe emergencies of fate. - 
it "This counfel pleas'd ; nor-could it fail to take, 
‘So fit, fo worthy of the man that fpake. 
‘he old court riots he remmember’d well ; 
Coald tales of Nero’s midnight suppers tell, 
Whéa Falern wines the labouring lungs did fire, 
And toi new-daintics kindjed falle defire. 
in arts af eating, none more early train’d, 
+ SNove.in my time had equa! skill attain’d.- 
He, whether Circe’s rock his oyfters bore, 
Or Lucrite Jake, or the Rutupian fhore, 
Knew at firft tafte, nay at firlt Sght.could tell 
#corab or lvbfter’s country by its fhell, 


« # Cornelius Pafeus, who was fainin Daciae 
7 Vhe commm.gn ilands tor beggars, 
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They rife; and ftraight all, with refpetful awe, 
At the word given, oLfequicufly withdraw, ss 
Whom, foll of eager hatte, furprife, and fear, 
Our mighty prince had fummun’d to appear ; 
As if fome news he'd cf the Catti telly: - 
Or that the fierce sicumbtians did rebel : 
As if expreffes from aif parts had come 
With freth alarths threatening the fate of Rome, 
* What folly this! But oh: that all the rett 
Of his dire reign had thus been fpent i. jeft ¢ 
And all that time fuch trifles had employ'd’ © 
In which fo many nobles he detirey’d; 
He fafe, they urreveng'd, to the dilgrace 
Of the furviving, tame, Patrician race ! 
But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew, 
Him, whom fo many lords had flain, they flew. 








FE 
DAMON AND ALEXIS, 


DAMON, 
Ter me, Alexis, whence thele forrows grow? 
From what hid {pring do thefe (alt terrents flow ? 
Why hangs the head of my affidted fwain 3. 
Like bending lilies overcharg'd with rain? 
; ALExts, * ut 
Ah, Damon, ifewhat you already fee, 
Can move. thyigentle breaft to: pity me; 
How would thy fighs with mine in concert join, 
How weuld thy tears fell up che tide of mine? 
Conldft theu but fee (but, ch, no light is there, ” 
Bat blackeft ck uds.of darknefs and. defpair !) 
Could’ thou but fee the torments that within 
Lie deeply lodg’d, aud view the horrid fcene, 
View all the wounds, and every fatai dart 
That fticks and rankles in my bleeding heart ! 
No more, ye {wains. Love’s harmlefs anger fear, 
For he has empty'd-all his quiver here. . 
Nor-thou, kisd Damon, ufk me why I grieve, 
But rather-wonder, wonder that-t live, : 
DAMON.. fees 
Unhappy youth! too well, alas! I know 
The pangs defpairing lovera-undergo.!: 


[Jmperfo.] 


CELIA AND DORINDA,. 


When firft the young Alexis faw 
Cyelia‘to all the plain -give law, 
‘The havghty Callia, in whofe face 
Love dwelt with Fear, and Pride with Grace; 
When every fwain he faw Submit 
‘To her commanding. eyes and wit, 
How could th’ am:bitious youth afpire 
‘To perifh by a nobler fire? ‘ 
With ail the power of -verfe he ftrove 
‘Vhe lovely thepherdefs to. move + 
Verfe, in which the Gods delight, 
‘That makes nymphsdove, and heroes fight; 
Verfe, that nce rul’d all the plain, 
Verfe, the withes of a fwain. 


x + 


POEMS « 


How oft has Thyrfis’ pipe prevail’d, 
‘Where Egon’s flocks and herds have Sail’d? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 

Ever to Damon’s wealth inclin’d ; 

Whilft Lycidas’s gentle breaft, 

‘With Love, and with a Mufe poffeft, 
Breath'd forth in verfe his foft defire, 
Kindling in thee his gentle fire?” 


LUmperfett 





CAELIA'S SOLILOQUY. 


Mistress of all my fenfes can invite, 

Free as the air, and unconfin’d as light ; 

Queen of a thonfand flaves that fawn and bow, 

‘And, with fubniiffive fear, my power allow, 

Should [ exchange this noble ftate of life, 

To gain the vile detefted name of Wife ; 

Should ¥ my native liberty betray, 

Call him my lord, who at my footftool lay ? 

No: thanks, kind Heaven, that haft my foul em- 
~ ploy'd, pe 

With my great fex’s ufeful virtue, Pride. 

"That generous pride, that noble juft difdain, 

"That {corns the Mave that would prefume to reign, 

Let the raw amorous fcribbler of the times 

Call me his Caliz in infipid. rhymes; 

Thate and fcorn you ail, proud that I am 

‘y’ revenge my‘fex’s injuries on man. ; 

Compar'd to all the plagues in matriage dwell, 

At were preferment to lead apes in hell, : 








TO 
SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 
Upon the late Vote of the Eoufe of Commons. 


Have we for this ferv’d fall nine hard campaigns? 

1g this the recompence for all ovr pains? 

Have we to the remoteft parts been fent, 

Bravely’expos'd our lives, our fortunes fpent, 

"To ‘be uridone at laft by Parliament ? 

Mutt colonels and corporals now be equal made, 

And flaming {word ‘wrn'd prunidg knife and 
fpade? 

T-----b, S—, F- , and thoufands more, 

Mutt now return to what they were beftre. 

No more in glittering coaches shall they ride, 

No more the feather’s thew the coxcombs’ pride. 

For thee, poor ! my Mofe does kindly weep, 

'To fee difbanded colonels grown fo cheap. 

So yeunger brothers with fat jointores fed, 

Go defpicable, once their widows dead. 

No fhip, by tempeft from her anchor torn, 

Is half fo loft a thing, and fo foriorn.: 

On every ftall, i every broker's fhop, 

Hang up the plumes of the difmantled fop 5 

‘Trophies like thefe we read not of in ftory, 

By other ways the Romans got their glory. 

But in this, as in all things, there’s a deom, 

Some die ¥ 4h’ field, and others Marv: at home, 








TOA is 
ROMAN CATHOLIC UPON MARRIAGE, 


Cewsort and pennances, excommnnication, 

‘Are bug-bedr' words to fright a bigot nation 

But ’tis the Church's more fubftantial curfe, 

To damn us all for better and for worfe. 

Falfely your Church feven facramente does 
Penance and Matrimony sre the fame.” * 








A FRAGMENT. 





——Anp yet he fears to ufe them, and be free 
Yet fome have ventur’d, and why thould not aly 
Let villains, perjur’d, envious, and malicious, 
Tho wretched mifer and the midnight murderer g 
Betrayers of their country, or their friend, 
(And every guilty breaft) fear endlefs torment, 
Blue lakes of brimi{tone, unextinguith’d fires,...° 
Scorpions and whips, and al] that guilt defervess.2, 
Let thefé, and only thefe, thus plague themfelves,; 
For though they fear what neither thall hor can beg: 
*Tis punifhment enough it makes them live, by 
Live, to endure the dreadful apprehenfion L 
Of death, to thens fodreadful ; but.why dreadful, 
At leaft vo virtuous minds?—-—-To be at reft, 
‘Yo fleep, and never hear of trouble more, ~ . 
Say, is this dreadful? Heast, wouldit thou bg; 
at quiet? =| sen, Wehiees 
Doft thou thus beat for reft, and long for ¢afe,” 
And net command thy friendly hand to help thee? 
What hand can be.fo cafy as thy own, : 
To apply the medicine that cures all difeafes! 
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AN EPISTLE* TO MR. OTWAY, 


Dear Tom, how melancholy 1 am grown 
Since thon haft Jeft this learned dirty town fy” § 
To thee by this dull letter be it known.” 

Whilft all my comfort, under all this care, 

Are duns, and puns, and Jogic, and fmall beer. 
Thou feeft I'm dull as Shadwell’s men of wit, 
Or the top fcene that Setcle ever writ: 

The fprightly Court that wander up and down 
From. gudgeons to a race, from town to tewn, 
All, all are fled; but them I well can fpare, 

For U'm fo dull [ have no bufinefs there, 

T have forgot whatever there I knew, 

Why men one ftocking tye with ribbon blue: 
Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing, 

That at their breafts hang dangling by a tring; 
(Yet ftay, I think that 1 to mind recal, & 
For once § a fquirt was rais'd by Windfor wall), 
§ know no officer of court; nay more, 

No dog of court, their favourite before. 

Should Veny fawn, I fhould not underftand her, 
Nor who committed inceft for Legander, : 


* In anfwer toone in Otway’s Poems, 
$Mr. Duke was then at Cambridge, 
y Sis Samuucl Moreland. , 


6&6 
Unpolith'd thus, an errant fcholar grown, 
‘What fhouid I do but fit and coo alone, ¢ 
‘And thee, my abfent mate, for ever moan. 
‘Thus tis fometimes, and forrow plays its part, 
‘Till other thoughts of thee revive my heart. 
For, whilft with wit, with women, and with 
wine, 
Thy glad heart beats, and noble face docs thine, 
__ Thy joys we at this diftance feel and know 5 
* ‘Thou kindly witheft it with us were fo. 
Yhen thee we name; this heard, cries James, 
For him, 
Jieap np, thou {parkling wine, and kifs the brim: 
Croffes attend the man who dares to flinch, 
Great as that man deferves who drinks not Finch. 
But thefe are empry joys, without you two, 
We drink your names, alas. but where are you? 
My dear, whom I more cherifh in my breaft 
: "Than by thy own foft Mufe can be expreft ; 
‘True to thy word, afford one vifit more, 
Elfe I thall grow, from him thou lov’dft before, 
A greafy blockhead feilow in a gown, 
*(Such as is, Sir, a coufin of your own;) 
‘With my own hair, a band, and ten long nails, 
. And wit that ava quibble never fails. 








AD THOMAM OTWAY. 


Musanrvum noftramque decus, chariffime Thoma, 
*  O anima melior pars, Otowe, mex ; 

Accippe qua facri triftes ad littora Cami 
Avulfi veftro flevimus 2 gremio. 

Quot mihi tunc gemitus ex imo peore dudi, 
‘Perque meas lacryma quot cecidere genas, 

Et falices teftes, et plurima teftis arundo, 
Et Cantus pigro triftior amne fluens. 

Andiit ipfe ctenim Deus, et miferata dolores 
Lubrica pavlifper conttitit unda meos. 

‘Tune ego; vos nymph viridi circumlita mufco 
Atria que colitis, tuque, verende Deus, 

Andite O qualem abféntem ploramus amicum, 
Audite ut lacrymis an@ior emnis cat. 

Peétoris is candore nives, conftantibus arQi 
§tcllam animis, cerya fata vel ipfe fide ; 
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Ie et Amore columbas, ille et Marte leoneg 
Vincit, Pierias ingenioque Deas, 
Sive vocat jocus, et charites, et libera vini 
Gaudia, cumqne fu’ matre foriandus Amor. 
He poteft etiam numeros zquare canendo 
Sive tuos, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos. 
Sive admirantis moderatur frana theatri, 
Itque cothurnato Mufa fuperba pede, 
Fulmina vel Sephoclis Lycophrontzafve tenebras, 
Carminis aut faftus, Atchyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis et majeftate decora, 
Tam bene naturam pingere di éta manus, 
Hee ego, cum {peG@ans labentia Alumina, verfus 
Venere in mentem, magne pocta tui. 


“ Who for Preferments,”” &c, [See Otway’s 
Poems.} 

« Premia quis meritis ingra:a expectet ab Aula, 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat fimul Aulicus efcam 
Gobio? quis pifcis faptentior illa vadofa 
Fulminis angutti coloret loca, pifciculor um. 
Efurientem inter, trepidantemque inter acervum, 
si dum quifque wicat medicatam ut glutiat offam, 
‘Lrudunt, impellunt, truduntur, et impelluntur; 
Nec potius, larum gremiv qua lumen aperto 
Invitat, tetis pinnarum remigat alir, {tus 
Et requiem, et mufcos virides, pulchramque vocas 
Ad libertatem prono delabitur alveo ?”” 





Quos tibi pro tali perfolvam carmine grates, 
O animi interpres, magne Poeta, mei: 

Nes neque folicite Natura cffiuxit ad urbis 
Officia, aut fraudes, Aula delofa, tuas > 

Nos procul a ceeno, et ftrepitu, fumoque remotos, 
Cum Venere et Mufis myrtea fcena tegat? 

Nos paribus cantare animis permittat Apollo 
Flammas meque tuas, teque, Otowe, meas. 

Ergone me penitus veftris herere medullis, 
Ergone fincerus me tibi junxit Amor? 

Tu queque, tu noftris hubitas, mea vita, medullisy 
‘Teque meo zternus pectore figit Amor. 


In another place. 
Qualia tu feribic, vel qualia Carolus ille 
Nofter, amor, Phocbi, Pieridumque decus, 
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x Sg 
1 fing the various chances of the world, : 
‘Yhrough which men are by fate or fortune hurl’d. 

Tis by no {cheme, or method that I go; 

But paint in verfe my notions as they flow. 

With heat the wanton images purfue, 

Fond of the old, yet Mill creating new ; 

Fancy mylelf in fome fecure retreat, 

Refolve to be content, and to be great. 

oe vexses found in Dr. King’s pocketebock at biz death. 
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“THE LIFE OF KING. 














Wrriam Kino was born in London in the year 1663. His father, Ezekiel King, was of the 
rank of gentleman, and allied to the family of Clarendon. 

He was educated at Weftmintter {chool, upon the foundation, under the care of Dr. Bufby; from 
whence, at the age of eighteen, he was elected to Chrift Charch College, Oxford, in 2681. 

It appears, from his Adver/uria, that he profecuted his ftudies with fo much intenfenefs and adie 
vity, shat, before he was eight years in the univerfity, he had read over, and made reflections on, 
twenty-two thoufand books and manufcripts; but this accoupt may be reafonably doubted. 

In 1588, he took the degree of Mafter of Arts, in the moft expenfive manner, as a grand come 
pounder; whence it has been fuppofed, that he inherited a confiderable fortune. 

The fame year, he publithed a Confutation of Varillas’s Account of Wickliffe; and, engaging in 
the ftudy of the civil law, beeame Doctor in 1692, and, by the favour of Archbifhop Tillotfon, was 
admitted of Doctors Commons, where he pradtifed with very great reputation. 

He had already made fome tranflations from the French, and written a great oumber of hu 
morous and farirical pieces, which it would be tedious to enumerate. 

In 1694, he undertovk to cenfute Lord Molefworth’s “ Account of Denmark; becanfe he 

did not like his Lordfhip’s principles of government; and his “ Animadverfions” were fo much ap. 
‘proved by Prince George, confurt to the Princefs Anne, that he was foon after appointed Secretary 
to her Royal Highnefs. 

In 1697, he engaged in the controverfy between Boyle and Bentley, concerning the Epiftles of 
Phalaris; the iffue of which has hewn the impotence of wit in oppofition to learning, on a quef= 
tion that learning only could decide. : 

In 1699, he publithed A Fourney fo London, in the manner of Dr. Lifter’s.“ Journey to Paris:"” 
‘And in r7co, two dialogues, entitled The Tranfaétioncer ; the defign of which was to ridicule Sir 

~ Hans Sloane’s writings in the “ Tranfadtions of the Royal Society,” of which he was then fecretary. 

The expence of his pleafures had now leffened his revenues, without ftimulating his induftry; 
‘for he hated bufinefs, efpecialiy that of an advocate, becaufe he could not bear the fatigue of 
wrangling, and becaufe ir interrupced his dreams of voluptuoufnefs, and forced him to roufe from 
that indulgence in which he delighted. 

Notwithftanding his habitual indolence, his reputation as a civilian was yet méintained, by the 
difcernment and ability which he difcovered in his judgments in the courts of delegates, and raifed 
very high by the addrefs and knowledge which he difplayed in the Houfe of Lords in 1701, 
when he defended the Earl of Anglefea againit his lady, afterwards Duchefs of Buckinghamthire, 
who fued for a divorce, on a charge of cruelty, ad obtained it. 

The reputation of his abilities procured him the patronage of the Earl of Pembroke, Lord 

“ High Admiral of England, by whofe intereft, and that of his relation, the Earl of Rochefter, Lord 
“Lieutenant of Ireland, he was, in 1702, made judge of the admiralty in Ireland, commiffioner of 
the prizes, keeper of the records in Bermizgham's Tower, and vicar-general to Dr. Marth, the 
primate, 

He had pow an opportunity of accumulating wealth beyond the vfual fortune of a poet; but he 
neglected his jntereft, and dcferted his duty, for the company of Judge Upton, a man as idie and 
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thoughtlefs as himfelf, who had 2 pleafant houfe, called Mountown, near Dublin, at which he Spent 
mott of his time, in convivial indulgence and poetical amufement. 

Here he made a red cow, called Muily, which gave him milk, the fubje@ of a pattoral poems, 
which, at that time, was fuppofed to be a political allegory, though it originally meant no more 
than it expreffed. 

In 1708, when the Ear] of Wharton was appointed to the government of Iretda, and Addifon 
his fecretary, made keeper of the records, he retarned to England, with no other treafure than his 
wit, and a few merry poems and humorous effays, 

He was now again to fubfift on his fellowfhip in Chrift Church College, which had been, his 
chief refource againft poverty when he was a regular advocate in the courts of the civil and ca- 
non law; and his indolence left him nothing to defire beyond the eafe and tranquillity it fecured to 
him. 

Soon after his return from Ireland, he wrote the Art of Love, a poem, in imitation of Ovid's 
De Arte Amandi, which was well received; and, in 1709, publithed the Art of Cookery, itr imitas 
tion of Horace’s De Arte Poetica, with fome letters to Dr. Lifter, on his publithing the works of 
Apicius Coelius, concerning the foups and fauces of the ancients, which completely eftablifhed his 


" seputation for wit and learning. 


1n 1720, he appeared as a zealous Tory and High-churchman, on the fide of Dr. Sacheverel, 
concurred in the projection and condud of “ the Examiner,” animadverted on Dr. Kennet’s fer- 
mon on the death of the Duke of Devonfhire, and fhared in the oppofition that was given to all the 
operations of the Whigs. 

In 171%, he publithed the Hifory of the Heatben Gods, a book compofed for fchools, particularly v 
that of Weftminfter, the general ule of which was afterwards {upplied by “ The Pantheon,” writ- 
ten by Tooke of the Charterhoufe, a man of inferior abilities, 

‘The fame year, he publithed an hittorical effay, intituled Rufinus, a harth fatire on the Duke of 
Marlborough and the Whigs, and a poem imitated from Claudian, with the fame title, diated by 
party rage rather chan truth, and intended to reconcile the nation to the meafures of the new mi- 
niftry. 

‘Thefé fervices were not long unrewarded ; for, the fame year, without the trouble of attendance, 
or the mortification of a requeft, Swift, Prior, Friend, and other men of the fame party, brought - 
him the key of the Gazettect’s office, from Mc. Secretary St. John, together with another key, for 
the ufe of the paper office. Competence, if not plenty, was now again in his power, and again’ 
thrown away; for an ad of infolvency having made his employment at that time particularly 
troublefome, he {impatiently refigned it, and returned to his former indigence. a 

About midfummer 1712, he retired to a friend’s houfe at Lambeth, where he amufed himfelf in 
mortifying Dr. Tenuifon, the Archbifhop, by regaling the populace with ale, on the furrenider of 
Dunkirk to Hill. 

In the autumn, his health declined, and growing weaker by degrees, hc was removed by the 
kindnefs of Lord Clarendon, toa lodging he had provided for him in the Strand, oppefite So- 
merfet-houfe, where he dicd on Chriftmas-day, in the 49th year of his age. 

‘Though his life had not been without irregulirity, bis death was exemplary. He yielded up his 
breath with the patience of a philofupher, and the piety of a Chriftian. 

His noble relation tock care of his funeral, and had him decently interted in the North Cloiftere 
of Weftminfter Abbcy, but creé&ted no monument or grave-ftone, to mark the place of his 
duft. 

His charaGter united fome ftriking contrarietics. He was a man of eminent learning and fingular 
piety ; but more zealous for the caufe than che appearance of religion. His chief pleafure confit 
ed in trifles, and he was never happier than when he thought he was hid fronx the world. Few 
people pleafed him in converlation ; and it was a proof of his liking them, if his behaviour was 
tolerably agreeable. His difecurfe was ‘heerfal, aud his wit pleafant and entertaining. His philo- 
fephy and good fenfe prevailed over his natural temper, which was fullen, morofe, and peevilh 5 
but he was of a timorous difpofition, and the leat flight or neg!¢@ would throw him into a mclame 
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tholy ftate of defpondency. He would fay a great many ill-natured things, but never do one. 
He was made up of tendernefs and pity, and tears would fall from him on the fialleft oc- 
cafion, , 

His pocms have been often printed, and are seacnily 11v Lo ftof his tales, and other le- 
vities aud pieces of humour, came abroad in manulcript, ag various times, as they happened to be 
finifhed, and were collected and publithed, with othe pieces, it in his “ Mifcellanies,” without a 
date, and afterwards reprinted in Lintot’s “ Mifcellaneous Poems and Tranflations,” a vols, 
172%. 

His Remains were publithed from the original manufcripts in the poffeffion of his fifter, by 
Jofeph Brown, M. D., 1732, and reprinced, under the title of “ Pofthamous Works,” in 1734 
and 1739. 

A complete collection of his * Original Works, in Profe and Verfe,’” was publifhed, in 3 vols., 
Bvo., 1776, by John Nichols, the learned printer of “ the Gentleman’s Magazine” aman who 
merits the praife of the compiler of thefe little narratives, for his zeal in reftoring the nobleft mo- 
numents of the dead; and who deferves the gratitude of every man of letters, for his laborious 
and ufeful refearches in topographical hiftory, and his numerous and valuable additions to che poe 
tical and literary biography of his country. 

His Poems, diftin@ly confidered, do not feem unworthy of his reputation’; neither do they ap- 
Pear to entitle him to rank among our beft poets. He feems to have cultivated the grotefque and 
familiar flyle, without aiming at ferieufnefs or fublimity. His Jesitations and Tales, therefore, do 
not difplay that boldnefs of invention and vivacity of fancy which charaétcrife the higher poetry, 
but are chiefly diftinguithed by their fprightlinefs, familiarity, and cafe. His Art of Cookery is an 
ingenious and fkilful imitation of Horace, and juftly reckoned an admirable fatirico-dida@ic poem, 
His Art of /ove is remarkable, notwithftanding its title, for purity of fentiment, and chafte de- 
{cription. It is divided into fourteen books, moft of which end with fome remarkable fable, or 
interefting novel. His Tales have obtained general approbation. They are facetious and familiar. 
‘The language is eafy, bus feldom grofs, and the verfification fmoothy without appearance of ftudy. 
Vt is not known, whether he was the original author of any of them. Some of them are undoubt~ 
edly older than his time: But the art of telling them is his own, and that is the chief merit of 


‘fuch trifling compofitions, His Political Verfer, diftated by party rage, and defigned to afperfe the 


friends of the Revolution and the Proteftant fucceffion, may be permitted to perith, without any di- 
minution of his fame. 

* Hie poems,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ were rather the atiufements of idlenefs, than efforts of 
ftudy. He endeavoured rather to divert than aftonith; his thought feldom afpired to fublimity ; if 
his verfe was eafy, and his images familiar, he attained what he defired. His.purpofe is to be mer- 


“rys but, perhaps, to enjoy his mirth, it may be femetimes neceflary to think well of his opi- 
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THE PUBLISHER TO HE ‘READER: 





1; is now-a-days the hard fate of fach ac pretend | the laying a firefs upon improper words will make 
to be author., that they are not permittees. e+ be | the molt corres picce sida tous. Faife concord, 
tnafters of their own works. fory if inch payers | tv: ick snd grammar, vonfente, impropricty, and 
{however imperfe&) as may be callest a copy of | corfufion, may go down with fome perfons; but 
them, either by @ fervavt or an; other mesus,| it fleuld not be in the power of a bo.-kicller ta 
ome to the hands of a ha killer, he newer cone { lampoon an aurhor, and tell him, “ You did 
fiders whether it he £ 6 the pe eter’ won to! wrice all this: I have gor it; and you shall 
come imo the weskly wheels fe to famd to the feandal, andi will have the bener 
his femimenrs, whether to his Alyle or ¢ rrenefe, | Bt.” Vee this is the present cafe, notwithe 
or whether he las for fune tine foc kd over it; | ft diag there are above threefcore farits of this 
for doth be care what name or character he puts | nature; veri-s tranfpy fed, fume added, others ale 
£0 it, fo he imagines he may get hy at, tered, of rather that thoukd hae been altered, 
Te was the faze of the f fewing Pucin to Le f- 4 and, pcar Gorty pmitted., The author docs nog vas 
‘wfed, and printed with ac much impor e@so» and | Ine Hirifelt upon the whole: but, if he thews his 
* pe many niitakes ae v bookfulet that han © nanon | etesm fur Horace. and can by any means pro- 
fenfe could imagine tho: 4 pafs pen the tore woke pet£.ns to read fo ufeful a tratifes if he 
vefpeciaily co au age fo poine and critics asthe | thews his averfion to the introduction of Joxury, 
















feor, iia sig Ps ae ] hich may tcod to the corruption of manners, 

+ Thole fellowing I otters and Poem were at she | aud declares his love to the old Britith hof: ieality, 
Prefs fume time bergre che other paper prete niin z | cierity, and valeur, when the arms of the family, 
to the fame title was crep: out: and hey had! che old pikes, muskets, and halbeste, hung up in 
elfe, as the learned fay, g «anced under the prefa? the hall over the lung table, and the marrowe 
gill fygh gime. a¢ the thecis had one by one beew . bones lay onthe floor, and “ Chevy Chace” and 

WKed ahd” correRed, ‘not enly by the author,’ « ‘The old Courtier of the Queen's” were placed 
t his friends; whete judgn-eet as he is fentbie - over the carved mantie-picce, and the beef and 
be wants, fo is Le preud to ews thas they fons - brown bread were carried every day to the poors 
times condefeend to afford bim. 7 "the defires tittle fareher, than that the reader wou! 

+ For many faultr, shat a. f:% fem fmail, yet - fue the Cature ‘tive all fuch bookiellers as are be- 

+ @teate eopapdieuble errérs 5 cr of the! fore ipoken of no menace of encosragemenr. 

. ‘wesle caus opoa the basthnuls cf's fyilabie; and! 7 ne Fe oat ; 
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“Difpatch it, therefore, to us with all fpeed; for 
T expe wonders from. it. Let meé tell you: £ 
hope, in the fick piace, it will, in fome mesfurey 
4 remove the harbarity of our prefent edacarion : 
“| for what Hopes can there be of any progrts ia 
learning. whil our gentlemen fuffer thrir fons, 
at Weflmintter, Katon, and Winchetter, 1 eat ne 
thing but fale with their mutts, and vinegar with 
their roaf beef, upon holidays? what exte.fivenefs 
can there be in their fouls; efpecially when, upon’ 
their going thence to the univerficy, their know~ 
ledge in culindry matters is feldam cnlarged, and 
their diet continues very much the fame; and as 
to fauees, they are in profound ignorance ? 

It were to be withed, therefore, that every fa- 
mily had-a French tutor; for, befides his being 
groom, gardener, batler, and valet, you would. 
Jed that he’ is etidued with a greater accomiplith~ 
ment; for, according to our ancient author, Quot - 
Galli, totidem cog, * As many Frenchmen as you 
« have, fo many cooks you may depend upen 3”? + 
which is’ very ufefal, where there is a mumerons 
iffie. And I doubt nog, but, with fuch tutors, 
aud gnod houfukeepers to provide cake and frvieta: 
meats, together -with the tender care ‘of an.iv-, 
dulgent mother, to fee that the chiidren sar and ; 
deink every thing that they call for; I doub: nut, 
I-fay, but’ we may’ have a warlike and frugal: 
yentry, a temperate and auftcre clergy 5 and fuch 
perfons of qualicy, in a') ftatipns, as may bef un- 
detgo the fatigues’ of our Aeet and armies, nhs 

Pardon :me, Sir, if break off abruptly: for I 
am going to Monficur D’avavx, a perfon famous 
for eafing the tooth-ach by avuiion. - He has pro- 
mifed to- thew m¢ how to friké a-lancet into the 
jugular of aarp, fo as the blood may iffue thence 
with the greateit effufion ; and then will inftansis 
perform the operation of flewing ic in its own 


LETTER IL 


‘To Mr, ———." 
“ DRAR STR, 
Tue happinefs of hearing now and then from 
you extremely delights me; for, 1 mutt confefs, 
Gnoft of my othef friends are fo much raken up 
swith polixics or fpeculations, that either their 
hopes or fears give them little leifure to perufe 
fuch parts of learning’as lay remote, and are fit 
only for the clofets of the curious, How bleft are 
you at London, where you have new baoks of all 
forts! whilft we at a greater diftance, being de- 
fiitute of {uch improvements, muft content our- 
felves with the old ftors, and thumb the claflics 
as if we were never to get higher than ogr. Tully 
og our Virgil. fr ws i 2? : 
“You tantalize me only, when you tell me of 
“the edition of a book by the ingenious Dr. Lifter, 
% which you fay is a treatife De Conlimentis ef Op- 
foniis Vetcrum, “ Of the Sauces and Soups of the 
“ Ancient,” as J take it. Give me leave to ufe 
an expreffion, which, though vulgar, yet upon 
this cccafion is juft and proper: You have made 
my mouth water, but have not fent me where~ 
withal to fatify my appetite. . > 
LT have iaifed a thousand notions to myfelf, only 
from the title, Where could fuch a treafure lay 
hid? What manulcripts have been collared 2? Un- 
der what emperor was it written? Might it not 
have been in the reign of Heliogabalus, who, 
though vicious, and in fome things fantaftical, yet 
+ was not incurious in the grand affais of eating? 
" Confidet, dear Sir, in what uncertainties we 
mui remain at’ prefent.° You know my. heigh- 
»bour Mr. Greatrix is a learned antiqnary." I 
fhewed him your letter; which threw him into 
{uch a dubioufnefs, and indeed petplexity of mind, | blood, in the prefence of myfelf and feveral more 
that the next day he durft not put any cat-bup in’ viriuofi. But, let him ufe what cluret he sill in 
his fyb-fance, nor have his beloved pepper, oil, and | the performance, I will fecure enough to drins 
+ demon, with his paréridge, left, before he had feen | your health and the reft of your friends, 
Dr. Lifter’s book, he might tranfgrefs in ufing 
feanerhing not common to the ancieRtt, 











I remain, Sir, Sy 
Tt 
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HR 
T stiatx make bold to claim your promife, in 
your laft obliging fetter, to obtaid the happinefs 
of my correfpondence with ‘Dr. Lifter; and to 
sthat end have fent you the enclofed, to be com- 
municated to him, if you think convenient. :- + * 








LETTER Il. 
one 


To Dr. LISTER, prefent. 


SIR, 
Yam a plain man, and therefore never ufe com- 
pliments; but I tuft tell'yon. that'l have a great 
ambition to’ hold a correfpondence with you, 
efpecially that I may beg you to communicate 
your remarks from the ancients: concerning den- 
tifealps, wulgarly ‘called tooth-picks, “I take the ufe 
of them to have been of great antiquity, and the 
eriginal to ‘come from the inftiné of Nature, 
which is the beft miftrels upon all occafions. The 
Egyptians were a people excellent for their philo- 
fophical, and mathematical obfervations: they 
fearched into all the: {prings of action; and, 
though I maft covdemn their fuperftition, 1 cane 
not but applaud their invertion. :. This people 
had a vaft diftri& that worfhipped the crocodile, 
which is an animal, whofe jaws, being very ob- 
Tong, give him the opportunity of having a great 


many teeth; and his habitation and bulinefs lying | 
moft in the water, he, like ouf modern Dutch , 


swhiffters* in Southwark, had a very good fto- 
mach, and was extremely voracious. It is cer- 
tain, that‘ he had the water of Nile always ready, 


and confequently the opportunity of wathing his | 


mouth after meals; yet he had farther occafion 
for other inftruments to cleanfe his teeth, which 
are ferrate, or like'a faw. ‘To this end, Nature 
das provided an animal called the ichneunzon, which 
performs this office, and is fo maintained by the 


product of its own labour. The Egyptians, fecing | 


fuch an ufeful fagacity-in the crecodile, which they 
fo much reverenced, focn-begen to imitate it, 
great. examples eafily drawing the multitude ; fo 
that it became their conftant cuftom to pick their 
teeth, and wath their mouths, after eating. - 1 
canuot fied in Martham’s “ Dynafties,” nor in 
the “ Fragments of Mancthon,” what year of the 
moon ‘for | hold the Egyptian years to have been 
dunar, that is, but of a month’s continuance) fo 
venerable an ofage firft began; for it is the fault 
of great philologers, to.omit fach things as ere 
moft material. Whether Sefoftris, in his large 
conguefte, might extend the ufe of them, is as un 
estain; for the gtorious actions of thofe ages’lay 


ons ‘hofe tenter-grounds are now almoft ail built upon. 
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very much in the dark, ft is very. probable, thee 
‘the public ufe of them came in about the fam: 
time thae the Egyptians made ufe of juries. 
‘find, in the preface to the “ ‘Third Part of Mux 
“ dern Reports,” that “ the Chaldees had‘ a 
“© great eficem for thé number rwrive, becarfe 
“ there were fo many figns of the Zodiack: from 
“them this number came to the Egyptians, and 
“* fo to Greece, where Mars himfelf was tried for 
“a murder; and was acquitted.” Now it does 
hot appear upon record, nor any flone that J have 
feen, whether the jury clubbed, or whether Mara 
treated thent, at dinner, though it is moft likely 
that he did; for he wasa Garrelfome fort of a 
perfon, and probably, though acquitted, might be 
as guilty as Count Koningfmark. Now the cuf- 
tom of juries dining at an eating-houfe, and hav= 
ing glafles of water brought them with toothpicks 
‘tinged with vermilion fwinming at the top, being 
ftill continued, why may we not imagine, that 
the tooth-picks were as ancient as the dinner, the 
dinner as the juries, and the juries at leaft as the 
grand-children of Mitzraim? Homer nsakes his 
heroes feed fi: grofsly, that they feem to have had 
more occafion for flewers than goof-quills. He is 
very tedious in defcribing a fmith’s forge and an 
anvil; whereas, he might have been more polite, 
in fetting out the sootb-pick-cafe or painted fuvffbox 
of Achilles, if that-age had not been fo barbarous 
as to want them. And here T cannot but confi: 
der, that Athens, in ‘the time of Pericles, when 
it flourifhed moft in fumptuous buildings, and 
Rome in ‘its height of empire, from Augeftus down 
to Adrian, had noching «hat equalled the Royat 
or New xchange, or Pope’s-head Alley, for cue 
tiofities and toy-fiops; neither had their fenate any 
thing to alleviate their debates concerning the af 
fairs of the univerfe, like rofling fometimes at 
Colonel Parfon’s. Although the Egyptians often 
extended their conquefts into Africa and Ethiopia, 
and though the Cafre Blacks have very fine teeth; 
yet I cannot find that they made ufe of any fuch 
inftrumént: nor docs Ludolphus, though very 
! exadt as to the Abyflinian empire,, yive any ace 
; count cf a matter fo important; for which he is 
- to blame, as | fhall thew in my Treatife of “ Forks 
» and Napkins,” of which I fhall fend you an EE 
fay with all expedition. 1 fhall in that Treatife 
fully illuftrate or confute this paffage of Dr. Hey- 
i lin, in the third book of his “ Cofmography,” 
where he fays of the Chinefe, “ ‘That they cat 
“ their meat with two ticks of ivory, ebony, or 
'® the dike; not touching it with their hands at 
{% all, and therefore no great foulers of linen, 
- © The ufe of fitver forks with us, by fome of our 
““ fpruce gallants taken up of:late, came from 
“ hence into Italy, and from thence into Eng- 
'« Jand.” I cannot agrce with this learncd Dogtor 
' in many of thefe particulars. For, firft, the ufe of 
j thefe ficks is not fo much to fave linen, as out of 
pure neceflity, which arifes from the length of 
their nails, which perfons of great quality in thofe 
countries wear at a prodigious length, to prevent 
all pofftbility of working, or being ferviceable to 


| thenfelves or others; and therefore, if they 
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Rpuld, they could not eafily feed themfelves with 
tgote claws: and Ihave very gond authority, 
tgat in the Eaft, and efpecially in Japan, the 
princes have the meat put into their mouths by 
tijir attendants, Befides, thefe ficks are of no 
ufe\but for their fort of meat, which, being pileu, 
is aN boiled to rags, But what would thefe flicks 
figaify to carve a turkey-cock, or a chine of beef? 
therefore our forks are of quite different thape : 
the fteet ones are bibental and the filver generally 
xefembling tridents; which makes me think them 
_ to he_as ancient as the Saturnian race, where the 
former is appropriated to Pluto, and the latter to 
Neptune. , It is certain, that Pedro Della Valle, 
that famous Italian traveller, catried his énife and 
fork into the Eaft-indies ; and he gives a large ace. 
“count, how, at the court of an Indian prince, he 
, was admired for his neatnefs in that particular, 
and his care in wiping tbat and his énife before he 
returned them to their refpedctive repofitories. - I 
could with Dr, Wotton, in the next edition of his 
“ Modern Learning,” would shew. us how much 
we are improved fince Dr. Heylin’s time, and telt 
us the original of ivery énives, with which young 
heirs are tuffered to mangle their own pudding ; 


as likewife of fiver and gold dnives, brought in 


with the defert for carving of jellies and orangee 
butter; and the indifpenfable neveffity of a fiver 
Anife at the fide-board, to mingle /al/ads with, as 
is with great learning made out in a Treatife calle 
ed Acetaria, concerning * Drefling of Sailads,” 
Anoble work! But | tranigrefs— : 

And yet, pardon me, good Doctor, I had al- 
thoft forgot a thing that | would not have done 
for the world, it is fo remarkab'e, I think I may 
be pofitive, from this verfe of Juvenal, where he 
{peaks of the Egyptians, 


“ Porrum et cepe nefas violare, et frangere morfu,” 


that it waa * facrilege to chop a Ieck, or bite an 
a» onion.” Nay, [ believe that it amounts toa 
demonftration, that Pharaoh Necho could have no 
true fenten porridge, nor any carrier's fance to his 
mutton; the true receipt of makiug which fauce 
1 have from an ancient MS, remaining at the 
Bull inn in Bifhopfgate-flreet, which runs thus: 
** Take feven fpoonfuls of fpring-water ; flice 
* two onions of moderate fize into a large faucer, 
“ and put in as much falt as you can hold at thrice 
“ betwixt your fore-finger and thumb, if large, 
“ and ferve it up.” Probatum ef. 


s . Hoxson, Carrier to the Univerfity 
of Cambridge,’ ‘ 


The effigies of that worthy perfon remain fill 
at that inn; and I'dare fay, not only Hobfon, but 
old Birch, and many others of that mufical and 

* delightful profeffion, would rather have been le 
bourers at the pyramids with that rerale, then to 
have reigned at Memphis, and have been debat- 
wed of it. I break off eb:upily. Believe me an. 
admirer of your worth, and a follower of your 

‘ methods towards the increafe of learning, and 
store efpecially your, &c.” . 
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- SIR, . 
I am now very ferioufly employed in a work 
that, 1 hope, may be uletul to the public, which 
is a Poem of the “ Art of Cookery,” in imiratiott 
of Horace’s Art of Poetry,” infcribed to Dr. 
Lifter, as hoping it may be in time cead asa pre- 
liminary to his works, But { have not vanity 
enough to think it will live fo long, { have, in 
the mean time, fent you an imitation of Horace’s 
invitation of ‘Yorqnatus to fupper, which is the 
Fifth Epittie of his Firt Book. Perhaps you will 
fird {fo many fautts in this, that you may favg,.me 
the trouble of my other propolis]; but, however, 
take it as it is: 


If Bellvill can his generous fou! confine ¢ 
To a {mall room, few dithes, and fome wine, 
I fhall expe& my happinefs at nine. 9, oS 
Two bortles of fmocth Palm, or Anjou white, 
Shall give a welcome, and prepare delight; 

Then for the Bourdeaux you may freely afk;, 
But the Chatnpaigne is to each man his flafk. 
[tell you with what force I keep the field; 
And, if you can exceed it, fpeak ; Pil yield, 
The fuow-white damafk enfigns are difpla’ 
And glittering falvers on the fide-board laid. - 
Thus we'll difperfe all bufy thoughts and cares, : : 
‘The gencral’s counfels, and the ttatefman’s fears 
Nor fhall fleep reign in that precedent night, 
Whofe joyfut hours lead on the glorious light, 
Sacred to Britith worth in Blenheim’s fight. 
The bleffings of good-fortune fecm refus'd, : 
Unlefs fometimes with generous freedom us'd, 
*Tis madnefs, not fragality, prepares 
A vat excefs of wealth for fquandering heirs, 
Muft I of neither wine nor mirth partake,’ 
Left the cenforious world fhould call me rake ¥ 
Who, unacquainted with the generous wine, « 
F’er {poke bold truths, or fram’d a great delign ? 
That makes us fancy every face has charms; 
That gives us courage, and then fins us arms; 
Sees care difburthen'd, and each tongue employ’d 
‘The poor grown rich, and every with enjoy'd, 
. This PU perform, and promife you flail tee 
A cleanlinefs from affectation free: 
No nvife, no hurry, when the meat’s fet on, 
Or, when the dith is chang’d, the fervants gone s’ 
For all things ready, nothing more to fetch ; 
Whate’er you want is in the mafter’s reach, 
Then for the company, I'l fee it chofe ; 
Their emblematic fignal is the Rofe, 
If you of Freeman’s raillery approve, 
Of Cetton’s laugh, and Winner's tales of love,” 
And Bellair’s charming voice may be allow'd 5 
What can you hope for better from a crowd ? 
Buel fhall not prefcribe. Confult your eafe ; 
Write back your men, and number, as you pleafeg 
‘Try your back-ftairs, and let the lobby wait: 
A itratagem in war is no deceit. % 












Tam, Sir, yours, &es 


Te ij 
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1 ene fend you whar i promifed, * A Difcourfe 
of Cockery;? after the method which Horace 
has taken in his * Art of Poetry.” which 1 have 
all along kept iv my view; for Horace certainly 
is an author to be imitated in the delivery of pre- 
septs Jor any art or feience, He is indecd fevere 
Pon our fort of learning in fome of his Setires ; 
but even there he inftru€s, as in the Fourth Sa- 
tre df the Second Book, ver. 13. 


4§. Longa quibus'facies ovis erit, illa memento, 

Ur fucct melioris, et ut magis alba rotundis, 

“ Ponere: namque marem cohibent callofa vi- 
tellum.”” 


» Choofe eggs oblorig; remember they'll b 
ae. found 
* Of fivecter tae, and whiter than the round: 
“ The firmnefs of that fheli includes the male.” 


Zam much of: his opinion, and could only with 
that the world was thoroughly informed of two 
other truths concerning eggs. One is, how incom- 
parably better raafed eggs are than boiled; the 
ether, never to eat any butter with eggs in the 
fol, You cannot imagine how much more you 
willbave cf their flavour, and how much eafier 
they will fit upon your flomach. The worthy 
perfon who recommended it tq me made many 
profelytes; and I have the vanity to think, that l 
have not been altogether unfuccefeful. 

Yhave in this Poem ufed a plain, edfy, familiar 
ftyic, as moft fir for precept; neither have } been 
tov exatt.an imitator of Horace, as he himfelf di- 
res, 1 have not confulted any of his tranflators; 
neither Mr, Oldham, whofe copioifocf runs into 
Paraphrafe; nor Ben Jonfon, who is admirable 

for his ctofe following of the original ; nor yet the 
* Lord Refcominan, fo excellent for the beauty of 
Tis language, and his penetration into the very 
édefign and fovl of that. Author, 1 confidered that 
‘went upon a new undertaking ; and though 1 do 
not value myfelf upon it fo niuch as Luerctius did, 
yet IT dare fay it is more innocent and inoffexfive. 
* Sometimes, when Horace’s.rules come too thick 
and fentertious; Ihave fo far taken liberty as to 
pals over fome of them ; for | cenfider the nature 
and temper of Cooks, who: are not of the nioft 
parient difpofition, as their under-fervants too often 
expericnce, 1 with [ might prevail with them, to 
moderate their pafliyns, which will be the greater 
conquelt, feeing a continual heat is added to their 
Native pre. - . * 

Amidft the variety. of. dire@ions that Horace 
gives us in his * Art of Poetry,” which is one of 
the moft accitrate pieces that he or any other Au- 
thor has written,.there is a fecret connexion in 
reality, though he doth not exprefs it too plainly ; 
and therefore this Imitation of it has many breaks 


ja it, EK doch ag.dball: condefcend to read this 
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Poem would at the fame time confule Horactts 
original Latin, or fome of the aforementionéd 
Tranflators, they would find at leaft this beneth, 
that they wonld recclle& thofe excellent inftrv’e- 
tions which he delivers to us in fuch cleganc ne 
guage. 4 # 

¥ could with the Mafter and Wardens of the 
Cooks’ Company would crder this Poent to be 
read with due confideration; for it is not lightly 
to be run ower, feeing it contains many ufeful in~ 
ftructions for human life. It is true, that fome of 
thefe rules may feem more principally to refpect 
the Steward, Clerk of the Kitchen, Caterer, or 
perhaps the Butler. But the Cook being the 
principal perfon, without whom all the reft will be 
Tittle regarded, they are direéted to him; and the 
work being defigned for the univerfal good, it 
will accomplith fore part of itsintent, if thofe fort 
of people will improve by it. 

It way happen, in this as in al! works of art, 
that there may be fome ‘terms not obvious tb 
common readers; but they are not many. The 
reader may not have a juft idea of a/zvoled mutton, 
which is a theep reafted in its wool, to fave the 
labour of flaying.  Bucon and filbert-tarts are fome= 
thing unnfual; but. fiance fprout-tarts and piftachiow 
tarts are much the fame thing, and to be fee in 
Dr. Salmon’s * Family Dictionary,” thofe perlons 
who have a defire for them may cafily find the 
way to make them. As for grout, it is an old Dae 
nifh diff’; and it is claimed as an honour to the 
ancient family of Leigh, to carry a difh of it up to 
the coronation, A dzvarf-pye was prepared for - 
King James the Firft, when Jeffery his dwarf rofe 
out of one armed with a fword and buckler; and 
is fo recorded in hiftory, that there are few but . 
know ir, Though marinated ff, bippocraes, and 
ainbigues, are known to all that deal in cookery 5 
yet terrence are not fo ufual, being a filver veffel 
filled with the mof coltly dainties, after the man- 
ner of ah optic. A furpiifeis likewife a difh not fo 
very common; which, promifing little from its -« 
firft appearance, when open, abounds with all forts 
of variety; which TE caunot better refymble than 
tu the fifth a@& of one of our modern comedies, 
Left Menteth, Vinegar, Teliefin, and Boffz, thould 
be taken for difhes of rarities; it may be known, 
that Montcth was a gentleman with a feslloped 
coat, that Vinegar keeps the ring at Lincoln’sinne 
fields, Talieffin was one of the moft ancient bards 
amengft the Britons, aid Boffa one of the mot 
certain inttructors in cviticifm that this latter age 
has prodiiced, oe . 

LT hope it will not be taken ill by the wits, that 
Teall my cooks by the title of ingenious; for I 
cannot imagine why cooks may not be as well 
read as any other perfons. I am fure their op- 
preatices, of Tate years, have had very great op= - 
portunities of improvement ; and men of the firlt 
picteaces to literature have been very liberal, and 
ent in their contributigns very largely. They 
have been very ferviceable both to fit and oven ¢ 
and for thefe twelve months pait, whilf! Dr. Wot 
ton with his * Modern Learning’? was defending 


pyeereft fom feorching, his dyar frletid Dr. Bent 
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Hy, with his * Phalaris,”” has “been finging of ca- 
as, Not that-this was occafioned by auy fuper- 
fyuity or tedioufyels of their writings. of. mutual 
Ceramendations; but it was found out by- fume. 
worthy patriots, to make the faoursof the tao 
docturs, as far as polfible, to become ufeful to the 
eblic. * nos on 
> Indeed, cookery has an influence upon men’s 
aGtions even in.the bighett fations of human life. 
The great philotopher Py:hugoras, in his * Golden 
 Verles,” fliews bimfell’ to be extremely gice- in 
eating, when he makes it one of his .chief prin- 
¢iples of morality tovabftain. from beans. ‘The 
noblett, foundatimng of honour, juftice, and inte 
grity, were found to lie hid in turnips; as dppears 
in that great di@ator, Cincinnatus, who went from 
the phiugh to the command of the Roman army; 
and, having brought-home.victory, retired to his 
eotiage | for, when the Samnite embalfaders.came 
thither to him with a large-bribe, and found hiny 
drefling turnips for bi» repatt, they immediately 
returned with this fencence, * That. it was impol- 
 fible to prevail upon him that could be contcated 
© with {uch a fupper.” In thort, there are ud hos 
porary appellations bue what may: be made ufe of 
te Cooks; for I find throughcut the whole race.of 
Charlemaigae, that the great cook-of the palace 
T one of the prime minifters wf tate, and con 
ductor of armies: fa trae is that maxira of Paulus 
JE wilius, alter his glorione expedition into Greece, 
when he was to entertain the Roman people,“ that 
% there was'equal fill required qo bring an army 
% jnto the field, and to fet forth a magnificent ene 
# tertainmenc; fince the ane was as fur 2s poffivle 
# to. annoy-your enemy, andthe othes to. pleature 
your frisnd.” . In fhort, as for all perfons that 
have not a due regard for the learned, induifisious, 
moral, upright, and warlike profeflion of cockeryy 
may they live as the gngient inhabitants of Puerie 
Ventura, one of the Canary Ilands, where, hey: 
being fo barbarous as to make the molt zouteaptibve 
perlon,to. be theit Lutsber, they had likawife 
acai ferved, up raw, becaulé they he. no fire to 
_@rels it; and & take. this to bea condition bad 
enough of allconfeieneas 6 6s os ohobsat 
¢ As this finall eday finds acceptance,-T faall he 
gnecataied to puriue a:great defign 1 have in 
and, of publifhing a Bibliotheca Culinaria, ot 
the “ C.ok’s Compiete Ligrary,” which thali begin 
with.a tranlation, or at Jéatt an epitome, of Athe- 
puis, who teats of allthings belonging to a Gee, 
cian foaft. He fhail be publithed, with all bi 
qemments, ufefal gloffer, and indexer, of a vakt copi- 
oufnels, with cuts of the dufingJadles, dripping- 
pans, and dra ting bores, &e. lately deg up at Rone, 
out of an, old fulserrancan feutiery. Laefignto have 
all authors ih all languages upon that fublet; 
therefore pray condale what uriet i 
you have. remember Erpenius, in his notes upr 
@n J.orman’s Fables Gvhom IE take to be the fame 
yerlou with Adop), gives us an admirable receipt 
for waking the four onilk, that is, the duany clasber, 
et the Arabians... L ihould be glad to know 
Mahomet ufed to have his fuulier of autior 
Thave heard he was a gre.t. lover of that joint; 
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| and have ftrayedfrom my fubje, whi 
| have been, to-beg you to read the following Lines, 
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and that a maid of an inn poifoned him with one? 
faying, “It he is a prophet, he will difcover it; if 
“he is an impofter, uo matter what becomes of 
“ him.”. [thal have occafion for the affiftance of 
all-my friends in this gréat work, 1 fome pofts 
ago defired a friend to inquire what manufcripts 
Sal. Harding, a famous cook, may have Jéeft behind. 
him at Oxford. He fays, he finds among his x= 
ecurors feveral admirable bills of fure for Ariftle 
fuppers,and entertainments of. counpry ftranyers, 
with certain prices, according to their feveral fea. 
fons.» He fays, fome pages have large black crofles 
drewa overthea; but for the greaier part the 
boc ks.are fair and legible. 5 2 0. aig 
sir, | would beg you to fearch Cooks’ hall, what 
manuferipts they may jhave. in their arckives,, Sve 
what in Guildhal§.: what account of exfurd in the 
{word. bearer’s office; how many tun he, a. com- 
ryer, or acammon hent, may eatin their 
life-time. But J-tranfgrefs the. bounds of a letter, 


ch, fhould, 











when you are inclined, to be mouft favourable to, 
your. (riend ; for elfe they will never be able ta 
endyre yoyr,juft cenfura. 1 rely upon your guod+ 
nature; adddamo ie 
Your molt obliged, &c. 








LETTER VL 
To Mr. ———~ 


> DEAR SIR,_ 

E wave refleéted upon the difcourfe t had with 
you the other day, ad; upon ferious coniideration, 
find that she true‘underftanding of the whole Art 
ot Cookery” will be ufeful to ali perfons that pres 
tens] tothe bellzs detines, and efvecially to ports. 

+ Udo not find it-procéeds from any enmity of the 
cocks, -bat it is rather the faye of their miaiters, 
that poets are- not fo well acquainted’ with good 
ivg, as otherwife they might be, if cite: 
vited. .However,evenin Mr. D'Urfey’s pretence, 
this 1 wanid-be bound to fay, * Phat a good di 
‘ ner is brother t0.a good poem?” only itis (om 
thing siore fabitantial ;.and, between two and 
three a lock, more agreeable, - ts , 
iT fiave Known a fupper thake the molt divert- 
ing part of .a-‘C:midy. -Mr. Betterfon, in © The 
“Libertine *" has fet very geavely wie the lez 
of a chickeh; but ! have teen J>conto wer} merry; 
and cat verg hearily of -peate and butreted eg: 
under thetabi¢. Phe Holtjin “ ‘Phe Vidlais+,* 
whis-carries tables, fouls, formure,and provitions, 
all abot Him; gives great contért to zHe fpeae 
tors, when, fromthe crown of his ié produced 
his-cold capon: fo Armariltis (or rather Barshes 
» Ltake it) in * ‘fhe Rehearial” with her 
ther ipear, and her Pye ia her helmet; and 
he Cocke th: b th fack-p.fler} 
in “ "Lhe Mau’s the Matter $7" have, in my opis 
Shadwell sea 1676. | 
Porter, atid 1663. 

mM Oavenat, acid 10696 


Te i. 




































64 5 > 
nion, made the moft diverting part of the action. 
Thefe embellifhments we have received from our 
imitation of the ancient Poets. Horace, in his 
Satires, makes Mcccenas very merry with the re- 
collection of the unufuaf entertainments and dithes 
given him by Nafidienus; and with his railiery 
upon garlic in his ‘third Epode. The Supper of 
Petronius, with all its machines and contrivances, 
gives us the moft lively defcription of Nero’s 
luxury. Juvenal fpends a whole Satire about 
the price and dreffing of a fingle fith, with the 
judgment of the Roman Senate concerning it. 
Thus, whether ferions or jocofe, good cating is 
made the fubject and ingredient of poetical enter- 
tainments, 

{think all poets agree that Epifodes are to he 
interwoven in their Poems with the greateft nicety 
of art; and fo it is the fame thing at a good table : 
and yet I have feen a very good Epifode (give me 
deave to call it fo) made by fending out the leg of 
‘a goofe, or the gizzard of a turkey, to be broiled : 
though 1 know that Critics with a gond ftomach 
have been offended that the unity of action fhould 
be fo far broken, And yet, as in our Plays, fo at 
our common tables, many Epilodes are allowed, 
as flicing of cucumbers, drefling of fallad, fea 
foning the infide of a furloin of beef, breaking 
Jobfters’ claws, flewing wild ducks, toaftigg of 
cheefe, legs of larks, and feveral others. 

~ A poct, who, by proper exprefiions and pleafiag 


“images, is to lead us into the knowledge of necef- 


fary truth, may delude his audience extremely, and 
indecd barbaroufly, unlets he bas fomc knowledge 
of this © Art of Cookery,” and the. progrefa of 
it, Would it not found ridiculous to hear Alex~ 
ander the Great command his cannon to be mount- 
ed, and to throw red-hot bullets'‘out of his mortars 
pisces? or to have Scatira talk of tapefiry-bangings, 
which, all the learned know, were meny years 
alter her death fir hung upin the hall of King 
Attalus? Should Sir John Falftaif complain of 
having dirtied his faz Jlockings, or Anne of Buleyn, 
call fer her coach; would an avdicnce endure it, 
when all the world knows that Queen Elizabeth 
was the firft that had her coach or wore /ilé flock 
ings ? Neither can a poet put hops in an Englith- 
nian’s drink before serefy came in: nor cun he 
vrve him with a dith of carp before the time: he 
might as well give King Jamcs the Firft a difh of 
afparages upon his firft coming to London, which 
were not brought into England till many years 
after; or make Owen Tutor prefent Queen Can 
harine with a figar-loaf, whereas he aimight as 
ealily have given her a diamond as large, teeing 
the tceing of ccher at Wood-ftreet Corner, and the 
rofining of fegar, was but an invention of two 
hundred years fianding, und before that time our 
auceftors fweetened and garnifhed all with honey, 
of which there are fome remains in Windfor bowls, 
4aren bracks, and large famnels, fent for prefents 
from Litchfield. 

But now, on the contrary, it would thew his 
Yeading, if the poct put a denturdey upon a table 
in a tragedy; and thercfore 1 would advife it in 
Hamlet, inftead of their painted trifles; and I be- 

poe pare 
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lieve it would give more fatisfa@ion to the aGor4 
For Diodorus Siculus reports, how the filters of 
Meleager, cr Diomedes, mourning for their bra: 
ther, were turned into heneturdeys ; from whenez 
proceeds their fiatelinefs of gate, refervednefs ! 
converfation, and melancholy in the tone of thir. 
voice, zed all their ations. But this would be‘che 
moft improper meat in the world for a comedy 3 
for melancholy and diftrefs require a different fort 
of diez, as well as language: and {have heard of 
a fair lady, that was pleated to fay, “ that, if the 
“ were upon a firange road, and driven to great 
“ neceffity, the believed the might fer once be 
“able to fup upon a fack-pofet and a fat cam 
pon : eo 
Tam fure pcets, as well as cooks, are for hava 
ing all words tlicely chofen, and properly adapted 5 
and therefore, 1 believe, they would thew the fame 
regret that I do, to hear perfons of fome rank and, 
quality fay, “ Pray cut up that goofe. Help me 
ta fome of that chicken, hen, or capon, or half 
“ that plover ;” not confidering how indifcreetly 
they talk, before men of art, whofe proper terms 
are,“ Break thet, goofe "—* fruf that chicken,” 
— fpoil that ben ;"—" fauce that capon j—" mince 
“ that plover,” If they are fo much out in 
common things, how much more will they be: 
with bitterns, berons, cranes, and peacocks ? But it is 
vain for us to complain of the faults and errors of, 
the world, unlefs we Jend our helping hand to re- 
trieve them, soe 

Yo conclude, our greateft author of dramatic 
poetry, Mr. Dryden, has made ufe of the myfte- 
rics of this art in the prulogues to two of, his 
plays, one a tragedy, the other a comedy; in 
which he has fhewn his greateft art, and proved: 
moft fuccefsful. I had not feen the play for fome 
years, before I hic upon alimoft the fame ‘words 
that he has in the following prologue to * All for 
“ Loves? : ; 





“ Fops may have leave to level all they can, 

“ As pigmies would be ylad to wop a man, 

Hail-wits are fleas, fu little, and fo light, 

“ We fcarce could know they live, but that they, 

"© bite, 

But, as the rich, when tir'd with daily feafts, . 

For change, become their next poor tenant's. 
“ ucts, ~ . & 

“. Drink hearty draughts of ale from plain brown bowls, 

And fuatcl the borncly rafber from the coals ; . 

So you, retiring from much better cheer, 

“ For once may venture to do penance here; 

And fince that plenteous Autumn now is pat, 

Whofe grapes and peaches have indulg’d your. 
“ tafte, aa , 

‘Take in good part from our poor pect’s board 

Such fhrivel’d fruit as Winter can afford.” 


« 


How /ops and fas fhould 'come together, 1. 
cannot catily account for; but I doubt not but his 
ale, rafber, grapes, peaches, and foriveled apples, 
might “ pit, box, and gallery,” it well enough. 
His prologue to “Sir Martin Mar-ali” is fuch 
an exquifite poem, taken from the fame art, thet. 


a 


> Yeould with it tranflated “into Latin, to be pre- 


“jets; but fam afraid my firkt courte is fo tedious, 


fix:d to Dr. Lifter’s work. The whole is as fol- 


* lowes + 


PROLOGUE. 


« fools, which each man meets in his difh 
“ cach day, 

Are yet the great rega’:a of a play; 

Tn which to poets you but juft appear, 

‘Vo prize that higheft which cctt them fo dear. 

Fops in the town more eafily will pafs, 

One ftory makes a ftatutable afs ; 

Bat {uch in plays muft be much thicker fown, 

Like yolks of eggs, a dezen beat to one. 

Obferving poets all their walks mvade, 

As men watch woodcocks gliding through a 

+ glade; 

And when they have enough for comedy, 

They ‘{tow their feveral bodies in a pyc. 

‘The poet's but a cook to fafhion it, 

For, gallants, you yourfelves have found the wit. 

« 'To bid you welcome, would your bounty wrong: 

None, welcome thofe who bring their chrer * 

> along,” . . 





The image (which is the great perfection of a 
poet) is fo extremely lively, and well painted, 
that methinks { fee the whole audience with a difh 
of buttered eggs in one hand, and a woodcock- 
pye inthe other, Fhope { may be excufed, after 
fo great an example; for I declare 1 have no dee 
fign bat to encourage learning, and am very fat 
from any defigns againft it. And therefore hope 
the worthy gentleman, who faid that the “ Journey 
“ to London” ought to be burnt by the common 


hangman, as a book, that, if received, would dif- | 


courage ingenuity, would be pleafed not to make 
his boifire at the upper end of Ludgate-ftreer, for 
fear of endangering the buokfellers’ fhops and the 
Cathedral. 

Thave abundance more to fay upon thefe fub- 


that you will excnfe me both the fecond courie and 
the defert, and call for pipes and a candle. But 
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confider, the papers come from an old friend; and 
fpare them out of compatlion to, 
cet, SIR, &c, 


LETTER Vil. 
To Mr. 





Sir, 


forced to, and therefore have not troubled you 


‘Tam no great lover of writing more than I am i 
! 


with my letters to congratulate your good fortune ; 


in London, or to bemoan our unhappinefs in the 
Jofs of you here, ‘Vhe occafion of this is, to de- 
fire your affiftance in a matter that f am fallen ine 
to by the advice of fome friends; but, unlefs they 
help me, it wiil be impoffible fr me to get out of 
it, ihave had the misfertune to—write; but, 


® Some critics read it chair, 
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whut is worfe, Ihave never confidered whether. 
any one would read. Nay, ! have been fo very 
bad as to defign to reprint; but then a wicked 
thought cane acrofs me, with “ Who will buy ?” 
For, if Itell you the title, you will be of my 
mind, that the very name will deflroy it: “ The 
“ Art of Cookery, in imitation of Horace’s Art. 
“ of Poetry; with fome familiar Letters to Dr, 
«© Lifter and others, occafioned principally by the 
« Title of a Book, publithed by the Doctor, cone 
cerniug the Soups and Sauces of the Ancients.’ 
To this a beau will cry, “ Phough! what have ¥ 
“ to do with kitchen Ruff??? To which | anfwer, 
Buy it, and give it to your fervants.” 
hope to live to fee the day when every miltrefs of 
afamily, and every fteward fhall call up theic 
children and fervants, with, * Come, Mifs Betty, 
“how much have you got of your Arr of Cout= 
* ery 7" Where did you leave off, Mifs Mabel.” 
— Mifs Kitty, are you no farcher than King 
“| Henry and the Miller ?”—#* Yes, Madam, Iam. 
come to 


« 





——His name fhall be enroll’d 
“In Efcourt’s book, whole gridiron’s fram’d of 
= gold.” 


Pray, mother, is that our Mafter Efcourt.?"?—see 
“ Well, child, if you mind this, you shall not be | 
“ put to your Afembly Catechifor next Saturday.” 
What a glorious fight it will be, aud-how become , 
ing a great family, to fee the butter out-fearning 
the fleward, and the-painful feullery-maid exert~ 
ing her memory far beyond the mumping houfe~ 
keeper! Iam told, that, if a book is any thing 
ufeful, the printers have a way of pirating on onc 
another, and printing other perfons’ copies; which 
is very barbarous, And then fhall I be forced to 
come out with * ‘The true Art of Cookery ig 
“only to be had at Mr, Pindar’s; a: patten-ma. 
“ ker’s, under St. Dunftan’s Church, with the Au. 
“ thor’s {eal at the title-page, being three fauce- 
“ pans, ina bend proper, ona cook's apron, at- 
“gent, Beware of counterfeit.” And be forced 
to put out advertiiements, with “ Strops for ra- 
“ gors, and the beft spectacles are to be had oniy 
“atthe Archimedes, &c.”” 

I defign propafals, which FT muft get delivered 
te the Cooks’ Company, fur the making an order 
that every apprentice fhall have the “ Art of 
* Cookury” when he is bound, which he fhall fay 
hy heart before he is made free; and then he fhall 
have Dr. Lifter’s book of “ Soups aud Sauces’ 
delivered to him for his fucure pra@ice. Bur 
you know better what Tam to do than [. For 
the kindncis you may fhew ime, I fhall always 
endeavour to make what returns lay in my power. 

: Tam yours, &c. 





«LETTER VUL 
To Mr. —— 


‘Dear Sir, 
Icannor but recommend to your perafal 2 late 
exqnifite comedy, called “ The Lawyer's For- 


For bh - 
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“ tune} or, Love In 4 Hollow ‘free ;” which ) pared himfelf more exadly; 


for (according to the 


piece has its peculiar embellithmects, and is a | rule, “ A widow has cold..pye,") though Va 


poem carefully framed according to the niceit ruks 
of the “ Art of Cookery; for the play opens 
wiih afcene of go.d honfewifery, where Favon-. 
rite, the houfeckeeper, makes this complaint to 
Lady Bonona: i : 


& Pav, The {aft mutton killed was Jean, Ma- 


“ dam, Should not fome fat fheep be bought 
* int 
«“ Bon. What fay. you, Let-acre, toit? = - + = 


“ Let. This is the worl time of the year for 
* theep. The freth,grais makes them fall away, 
‘sand they begin to tafte of the wool; they mutt 
« be {pared a while, and Favourite mutt caft to 
« {pend fome falt meat and fifh, 1 hope we fhall 
have fume fat calves fhortly.”” 


‘What can be more agreeable than this to’ the 
% Art of Cookery,” where our author fays, - 


« But though my edge be not too nicely fet, 
& Yet Lanothers appetite may whet 
@ May teach him when to buy, when feafon 
© paft, . 
“ what's ale, wha'’s choice, what's plen'iful, 
, « what's wate, {tatie. 
& And lead him,through the Various maze of 


In the fecond a&, Valentine, Mts. Bonona’s. 
fon, the confummate character of the play, hav- 
ing in.the firft ad loft his hawk, and confequently 

_ his way, benighted, and loff, and facing @ light in a 
diflant borfey cores 10° the thrifty widow Euriafa’s 
(which is exadly according to the rule, * A prince, 
4 Who in a foreft rides aftray :"°) where be finde 
the ol gentlewoman varding, the fair Florids, ber 
daughter, working on a parchment, wwhilf the maid is 
(pinning. Peg reaches a cbiair ; fack is called fors 
"and, in the mean time, the good old gentlerbonan come 
bipins fo of rogues, thas joe cun fearce keep a guofe or 
a turkey ia fafety, for them. 
avith a little white bottle, abaut a pint, and an old fam 
foianed glafe, fille, and shoes bie mother 5 foe drinks 
‘fo Valentine, be io Florida, fie to bim again, be to 
Furicfa, who fets it down on the sable, After a 

faall tire, the old daddy cries, “ Well, ic 18 my bed- 

* time; but my daughter will fhew you the way 

& to you's: for | know you would willingly be 

“ in ite? ‘This was extremely kind! Now, upon 

her retirement, (fee the great judgment of the 
poet!) fhe being au old gentlewoman that went 
tobed, he fuits the following regale according to 
the age of the perfon, Had boys been put tu bed, 
ithad been proper to have “ laid the gowe to the 

“ fre: but here it is otherwife, for, alter fome 

jolermekie difcourfe, he is invised to a repait; 
when he modefly excufes himfelf with, “ Truly, 

Madam, [have 110 ftomach to apy meat, but 

« to comply with you. You have, Madam, en- 

« terained me with all that is deGrable ulready.”” 

‘The lady tells bim, “ cold fupper is better than 

* none 3” fo be fits gt tbe table, offers to eat, but. 

gannd, am fare, Hoidce could aot have pre- 





















Then Florida enters, | 





lentine, being love-fick, could not eat, yet it was 
his fault, and not che poet's. But, when Valgn- 
tine is to return the civility, and to invie Mayam 
Fariofa, and Madam Florida, with other good 
company, ‘to. his. mother, the holpitable Lady 
Bonora’s (who, by the bye, had called for two 
bottles of wine for Latitat her attorney), then’ 
affluence and daintes areto appear (according to 
this. verfe “© Mangoes, Petargo, Champignons, 
“ Caveare”}; and. Mrs. Favourite, the houfe- 
keeper, makes, thefe moft important inquiries = 


“% Fav. Miftrefs, thalt 1 put. any mushrooms, 
mangoes, or bamboons, into the fallad ? 

“ Bon. Yes, I pry’thee, the beft thou hatt.. < 
. © Fay, Shall L ufe keichup or anchovies in the 
© gravy Po i woot 

* Bon. What you will.” 


aah es and 
But, however magnificent the dinner might be, 
yet Mrs. Bonona, asthe manner of {ome perfons 
is, makes her excufe for it,.with, “Well, Gentle- 
“men, can ye fpare a little time.fo take a fhore 
“© dinner? 1 promife ypu, it fhall not be long.’ 
It is wety probable, though thé authrr does hot 
make any of the guefts give a sclation of it, cat: 
Valentine, being a great fportiman, might furni 
the table avith game and wild-fowl. There was 
at leaQ one pheafant in the houfe; which Valen~ 
tine told. his mother of, the morning before, 
“ Madam, I had a.good flight. of a pheafanty 
* cock, that, alter my hawk feized, made head as 
“ if he would have fought; but my bawk plumed, 
“ him prefeitly.” - Now it-is not reafonable ta 
fuppole, that, Vally lying: abroad chat night, the 
old gentlewoman vader chat concern would have 
any ftomach to it for her own fuppet.. However, 
to fee the fate of things, there.is.nothing perma- 
nent; for one Mrs Candia making (though innoz 
cently) a prefent of an hawk to Valentine, Flori- 
da, his miftrefs, grows jealous, and refolves to 
leave him, and run away with an odd fort of fel- 
low, one Major Sly. Valentine, t» appeate her, 
fends a meflage to her by a boy, .who.telis her, 
“ His matter, to thew the trouble.he took by-hey 
«© mifapprehenfion, had fent her fome vilible 
“ tokens, the hawk torn to pieces with his own 
hands ;"" and thn pulls out of the bafket the wings 
and legs of a fowl. So we fee the poor bird demos 
Tifped, and all h doftroyed for the 
future: and happy. were it, if fhisfertunes would 
flop here; But, the cruel beauty refufing to be 
appeafed, Valentine takes a fidden: refoiutica, 
which he communicates to. Let-acre the fleward; 
to bru af, and quit bis babitation. .. However it” 
was, whether Let-acre'did. not. think his yout, 
matter real, and Valentine having threatencd the 
hotickeeper to kick her immediately before for’ 
being too fond of him,. and,his bay. being raw 
and unexperienced in travelling, feems they 
made but flender. provilion for their expedition } 
for there is but. one feene jnterpoled, be! : 
find diftrefled Valentine if the molt fu 




















tondition that the joint Arts of Poetry and Cook- 
ery aré able to reprefent him. There is a {cene 
of, the greateft hocror, and moft moving to com- 
peffion, of any thing that I have fecn among the 
imcierns: “ Talks of no pyramids of fowl, or 
4 ks of fith,” is nothing to it; for here we fee 
an ifmocent perfon, unlefs punifhed for his mo- 
ther’s and houfckecper’s extravagance, as was faid 
before, in their muthrooms, mangoes, bamboons, 
ketchup, and anchovies, reduced to the extremity 
of eating his cbeefe without bread, and having no 
other drink bue water. For be and bis boy, with 
two faddles on his back and wall.t,, came into a walk 
of confufid trees, where an owl bollows, a bear and 
Leopard walk ccrafi the defert at a diflance, and yet 
they venture ing where Valentine accolts his boy 
with thefe lines, which would draw tears from 
any, thing that is not.marble ; ce 


“ 


Hang up thy wallet on that tree, 
And ercep thou in this hollow place with me; 
© Let's here repofe our wearicd limbs till they 


“ more wearied be! pa i 


‘& Bor. here is nothing left in the wallet but 
one piece of cheefe, What fhall we do for 
bread? Paes : 

“ Vax. When we have flept, we will ftek ou! 

‘. * Some roots that fhall fupply chat 

doubt. 
S ® Box. But no drink, Mafter? 

“ Van. Under that rock a Spring ¥ fee, 

_¢ Which fhall refrefh my thirft and 
és ae thee.” " 

So the act clofes; and it is difmal for the audi- 
ence. to confider how Valentine and the poor boy, 
who, it feems, had a coming ftomach, fhould con- 
tinue thee all the time the mufic was playing, 
and longer. But, to eafe them of ther pain, by 
an invention which the pdets call cata/ropbe, Va- 
Jentine, though with a long beard, and very weak. 
with fafting, is reconciled to Florida, who, em- 
acing him, fays, “ ¥ doubt I have offended him 
too much; bue ! will attend him home, cherifh 
him with cordial, make him broths” (poor 
gondenatured ereature! I with the had Dr. Lif- 
éer’a book to help her!) * anoint his limbs, and 

/ 
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bleffings come alone; for the good mother, having 
refrefaed bien with warm baths, and kept bir tenderly 
in the boufe, orders Favourite, with repeated in- 


jun@tions, “to get the beft entertainment fhe ever 


“ yet provided, to confider what fhe has and 
“ what fhe wants, and to get all ready in few 
“ hours.’ And fo this moft regular work is con~ 
cluded with a danceand a wedding-dinner. I 
cannot believe there was any thing ever more of 
a picce than the comedy. Some perfons may ad~ 
mire your meagre tragedies; but give me a yay 
where there is a profpect of good meat or good 
wine ftirring in every act of it. 

Though [ am coufident the Author had writ~ 
ten this Play and printed it long before the “ Art 
“ of Cookery” was thought of, and | had never 
read it till che other Poem was very nearly per~ 
feG@ed; yet it is admirable to fee how a true rule 
will be adapted to a good work, or a good work 
to atrue tule. I thould be heartily glad, fox the 
fake of the public, if our Poets, for the future, 
would make ufe of fo good an example. f doubt 
not but, whenever you or 1 write Comedy, we 
fhall obferve it, 

T have juit now met with a furprifing happinefs 3 
a Friend that has feen two of Dr. Lifter’s Works, 
ove De Buccinis Fluviatilibus et Marinis Ex~ 
“ ercitatio,” an Exercitation of Sea and River 
Shell-fifhy in which, he fays. fume of the chiefeft 
rarities are the fizzle and fpermatic veffels of a 
Snail, delineated by a microfcope, the émentum or 
caul of its throat, its Fallopian tude, and its fub- 
erccean tefticle; which are things Hippocrates, 
Galen, Celfus, Fatnelius, and Harvey, were never 
matters of. The other curiofity is the admirable 
piece of Corlius Apicius. “ De Opfoniis et Condie 
“ mentis, five Arte Coquinaria, Libri decem,” 
being ‘fen Books of Soups’ and Sauces, and the 
Art of Cookery, as it is excellently printed for the 
Dodtor, who in this fo important affair iy not fuf- 
ficiently, communicative, My Friend fays, he bas 
a promife of leave to read it. What Reinarks he 
makes I fhall not be envious of, but impart te 
fim 1 love as well as his 


Moft humble fervant, Sq 














THE ART OF COOKERY, 


IN IMITATION OF 
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TO DR. LISTER, 


Jnoeniovs Lister, were a picture drawn 

‘With Cynthia’s face, but with a neck like brawn; 

‘With wings of Turkey, and with feet of calf; 

Though drawn by Knellcr, it would make you 

- laugh + 

Buch is, ood Sir, the figure of a feaft, 

By fome rich farmer's wife and fitter dreft ; 

‘Which, were it not for plenty and for fteam, 

‘Might be refembled to a fick man’s dream, 

‘Where all ideas huddling run fo faft, 

"That fyllabubs come firft, and foups the laft. 

Not but that cooks and peets ftill were free, 

‘To ufe their power in nice variety ; 

Hence, mackarel feem delightful to the eyes, 

Though drefs’d with incoherent goofeberries. 

Crabs, falmon, lobfters, are with Fennel {pread, 

‘Who never touch’d that herb till they were dead; 

‘Yet no man Jards falt pork with orange pecl, 

Or garnifhes his lamb with fpitchcock’d cel. 

“A cook perhaps has mighty things profets’d, 

‘Then fent up but two difhes nicely drefs’d : 

‘What fignify Scotch-collops to a feaft ? 

Or you can make whipp’d cream; pray what relief 

“Will that be to a failor who wants beef; 

Who, lately thipwreck’d, never can have eafe, 

"Fill re-eftablifli'd in his pork and peafe ? 

"When once begun, let induftry ne’er ceafe 

‘Till it has rendex’d all things of one piece: 

At your defert bright pewter comes sou laté, 

When your frit courfe was all forv’d vp in plate. 
Moft knowing Sir! the greateft part of cooks, 

Searching for truth, are cozen’d by its looks 

One would have all things little; he:.ce has tried 

Turkey-poults frefh’d, from th’ egg in batter fried: 


Others, to thew the largenefs of their foul, 
Prepare you muttons fwol’d, and oxen whole, 
To vary the fame things, fume think is art : 
‘Uhe tafte is now to that perfection broughs, 
That care, when wanting fkill, creates the taule, 

In Covent-Garden did a tailor dwell, 

Who might defervc a place in his own hell; 

Give him a fingle coat to make, he'd do’t; 

Could ne’er contrive ali three to make a suit: § 
Rather than frame a fupper like fuch elathes, 

I'd have fine eyes and tecth, without my nofe, 

You that from pliant pafte would fabrics raife,- 
Expecting thence to gain immurtal praife, 

Their power to knead, and give the form te’ 
dough ; 

Choofe your materials right, your feafoning fix, 

And with your fruit refplendent fugar mix : 

From thence of courfe the figure will arife, 

Beauty from order fprings: the judging eye 
Wil tell you if one fingle plate’s awry, 

‘The cook muft fill regard the prefent time; 
‘I? omit what's juft in feafon is a crime. 
Your infant peaic t’ afparagus prefer, 

Be cautious how you change old bills of fare, 
Such alterations fhould at leaft be rare; 
Yet credit to the artift wil! accrue, [new. 
Who in known things ftill makes th’ appearance 
Frefh daintics are by Britain’s traffic known, 


By larding of hogs-feet and bacon-tart, 

A veit, or breeches, tingly : but the brute « 
Your knuckles try, and let your finews know 
and elegance acorn the furtace of your pies. 
Which to the {upper you may beft defer. 
And now by conftant ufe familiar grown, 
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What lord of old would bid his cook prepare 

' Mangves, potargo, champignons, caveare * 
Or would our thrum-capp’d anceftors find fault, 
For want of fugar-tongs, or fpoons for falt ? 
New things produce new words, and thus Monteth 
‘Has by one weffel fav'd his name from death. 
‘The feafons change us all. By Autumn’sfrott, 
‘The thady leaves of trees and fruit are lott. 
But then the Spring breaks forth with freth frpplies, 
And from the teeming earth new buds arife. 
So ftubble-geefe at Michaelmas are feen 
Upen the fpit ; next May produces green. 
‘The fate of things lies always in the dark : 
‘What cavalier would kaow St. James’s Park * ? 
For Locket’s flands where gardens once did {pring; 
And wild-ducks quack where grafshoppers did fing; 
A princely palace on that {pace does rife, 
‘Where Sedley’s noble Mute fund mulberries +. 
Since places alrer thus, what conflant thought 
Of filling various difhes can be taught? 
For he pretends tao much, or is-a fool, 
‘Who'd fix thofe things where fafhion is a rule. 

King Hardicnute, midft Danes and Saxons ftout, 
Carouz'd in nut-brown ale, and din’d on grout; | 
Which dith its priftine honour ftill retains, i 
And, when each prince is crown'd, in fplendour 

reigns, 

By northern enftom, duty was expref'd, 

‘To friends departed, by their funeral featt. 
Though {'ve confulted Holinfhed and Stow, 
3 find it very difficult to know 

Who, to refreth th’ attendants to a grave, 
Burnt-claret fir or Naples-bifcuit gave. 

Trotter from quince and apples firit did frame i 
A pye, which ftill retains his proper name : 
Though common grown, yet, with white fugar | 

flrow'd, 
And butter’d right, its goodnefs is allow’d. 

As wealth flow’d in, and plenty fprang from 

peace, 
Gocd-humour reign’d, and pleafures found increafe. 
"fwas ufwal then the hanguct to prolong 
By mufic’s charm, and fime delightful fong ; 
‘Where every youth in pleafing accents firove 
‘To tell che ftratagems> and cares of love ; 
How fome-fuccefsful were, huw others croft ; 
‘Then to the fparkling glafs would give hia toaft, 
Whofe bloom did moit in bis opinion fhinc, | 
Or fend up what I ruaft with pleafing froth ; 
If t my miatter’s gaffe won't difeern, 
*Tis not a tedious feaft prolongsthe mirth ; 








To relith both the mufic and the wine. 
Why am I ityl’d a cools, if I'm fa loth 
To marinate my fith, or {.afon broth, 
But, through my bafthful feily, {corn ro learn ? 
When among friends good humour takes its 
birth, 

* In the time of King Henry VIII. the park was 2 wild ; 
wet fick; but that prince, on Ditiluing st James's paince, 
inclofed it, laid it out in walks, and, colleéting t.¢ waiers 
Roguther, gave to the new enclofed prour 
bulk. gthe name ot st, James lt was much enla 
Charles li; who added to it ss plant 
xows of line-trees, laid out the Mall, form d uh 


avith a decoy, and other ponds, for watcr-iowl. 
+t acomedy called, * The Mulbe:ry Garden.” 
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oe 
But ’tis not reafon therefore you fiould fpare, 
When, as their future burgefs, you prepare 
For a fat corporation and their mayor. 
ll things fhould find their room in proper place. 
And what adorns this treat, would that difgrace. 
Sometimes the vulgar will of mirth partake, 
And have exceflive doings at their wake : 
Ev'n tailors at their yearly feafts look great, 
And all their cucumbers are turn’d to meat, 
A prince, who in a foreft rides aftray, 
And, weary, to fone cottage finds the way, 
Talks of no pyramids of fowl, or bifks of fifth, fx 
But, hungry, fups his cream ferv’d up in earthety 
Quenches his thirft with ale in nur-brown bowls, 
And takes the hafty vather from the coals: 
Pleas'd as King Henry with the miller free, 
Who thought himfelf as good 2 man as he. 
Unlefs fome {weetnefs at the bottom lie, 
Who cares for all the crinkling of the pye? 
If you would have me merry with your cheer, 
Be fo yourfelf, or fo at leaft appear. 
The things we cat by various juice control. 
The narrownefs or largenefs of our foul. 
Onions will make ev’n heirs or widows weep 5 
‘The tender lettuce brings on fofter fleep; 
Eat beef or pye-cruft if you'd ferious be; 
Your fhell-fith raifes Venus from the fea ;* 
For nature, that inclines to ill or good, 
Still nourifhes our paflions by our food. $ 
Happy the man that has each fortune tried, +. 
To whom fhe much has given, and much denied & 
With abftinence all delicates he fees, 
And can regale himfelf with toaft and cheefe = 
Your betters will defpife you, if they fee 
Things that are far furpafling your degree; - 
Therefore beyond your fubftance never treat; 
"Tis plenty, in {mail fortune, to be neat. 
*Tis certain that a fteward can’t afford 
An entertainment equal with his Lord, 
Old age is frugal; gay youth will abound 
With heat, and fee the flowing cup go round. 
A widow has cold pye; nurfe gives you cakes 
From generous merchants ham or fturgeon teen 
‘The farmer has brown bread as freth as day, 
And butter fragranr as the dew of May. pat 
ce quab-pye, and Devon white-pot bringsy 





! And Leicc ter bears and bacon, food of kings 


At Chrittmas-time, be carefal of your fame, ~ 
See the old tenants’ rable be the fame ; 
Then, tf yeu wouid fend up the brawner’s head, 


~ Sweet rofemary and bays around it {pread : 


His foaming uitks tet {me large pippin grace, 

Or midit thJe thundering fpears an orange places” 
Sance hke him(cif, cffenfive to its foes, 

Vhe roguifh muttard, dangerous to the nofe. 

Sack snd the well4pic'd hippocras the wine, 
Waffail che bow! with ancient ribbands fine, 


; Porridge with plums, and turkeye with the 


chine. 
Jf you perhaps would try fome difh unknown, 


} Which more peculiarly you’d make your own, 


Like ancien failors fill regard the coaft, 


| By ventucing out too far you may be loft. 


By rvaiting that which your forefathers boil’d, 
And boiling what they roafted, much is fpeif’d, 


Ge 

‘That cook to Britith pilates is complete, 

“Whofe favoury hand gives turns to common meat, 

“Though cooks are often men of pregnant wit, 
"Through nicencls of their fubjec, few have writ. 
ow what an aukward found that ballad ran, 
“Which with this bluftering paragraph began : 

There was a prince of Lubberland 
«  potentate of bigh command, 

Ten thoufand bakers did attend bir, 

“Gen thoufand brewers did befriend him: 

DLoofe braught him kiffingecrufls and thofe 
» Braght him forall-beer, before be rofe. 

+. 'Yhe author raifes mountains feeming full, 

Bat all the cry precuces little ewoo!: 

Bo, if you fue a beggar for a houfe, 

And have a verdict, what d’ye gain? A Loufe! 
pMlomer, more modeft, if we fearch his books, 
IH fhew us that his heroes all were cooks; 
“ow jov'd Patrocius with Achilles joins, 

Torquarter ut'the ox, and {pit the toins, 

Oh could that poet live! could he rehearfe 

Thy journey, Lifer, in immoral verfe : 

Mofs, fing the man that did to Paris g0, 
hot be might tafle their foups and mufirooms know! 

Oh, how weu'd Homer praife their dancing dogs, 
"Their ftinking cheefe, and fricatce of frogs t 
He'd raife no fables, fing no flagrant lye, 

1 {OF boys with enftard chok'd at Newberry 5 

But their whole courfes you'd entirely fee, 

How 'all their parts from firft to laft agree. 
“HE you ail farts of perfons would engage, 
-y Suit well your eatables to every age. 

The favourite child, t. at jutt begins to prattle, 
2: And throws away his filver bell. and rartle, 
ery humourfome, and makes great cluster, 
THI he has windows on his bread a1.d butter = 
‘Pre for repeated fapper-meat will cr, 

Pur won't tell mammy what he’d fave. or why, 

F tPhe fmooth-fac’d youth, that has new guar- 

dfans chofe, 

From playshowfe fteps to {upper at the Rofe, 

Where he a main of two at random throws + 

Sgaandering of wealth, impatient of advice, 

His cating mutt be litle, coftly, mice. 

Maturer age, to this delight grown firange, 
Fach night frequents his club hehisd the ‘Change, 
Expedting there {rngality and health, 

‘And honour rifing from a fheriff’s wealth: 

Untefs he fame infurance dinner lacks, 

*Tis very rarely he freque: ts Pontack’s, 

Bot then old age, by fall intruding years, 
Yorments the feeble heart with anxious fears: 
Morofe, perverfe in humour, diffident, 

"The more he ftill abounds, the Jefe content 5 

Wiis larder and his kitchen tao oblerves, 

‘And nove, let he frould want hereatter, fares; 
Thinks feorn of all the prefent age can give, 

And none thefe threefcore years knew how to live. 
Fut now the cook muft pafs threngh alt nt 




















And by‘his art difeordant tempers pleale, 
And minifter to health and to difeafe. 

Far from the parlour have your kitchen plac’d, 
Dainties may in their working be difgrac’d, 
Yn ptivate draw your pou clean your tripe, 
Ang frou your cels their i fubftance wipes. 






THE WORKS OF KING. 


: Let creel offices be done ‘by night, : 

: For they who like the thing abhor the fight. 

| Next, let diferetion moderate your coft, 
And, when you ‘reat, three courfes be the moft, 

| Let never frefh machines your paltry try, : 
Unlefs grandces or magiftrates are by : 
‘Then you may put a dwarf into a pye. 
Or, if you'd fright an alderman and-mayor, 
Within a pafty lodge a living hares 
‘Then midtt their graveft furs fhall mirth arife, 
And all the Gaild purfue with joyful-eries. 

Crowd not your table : fer your number be 
No: more than feven, and never lefs than three. 
*Tis the defert that graces all the feaft, 

For an ill énd difparages the reft : 3 
4 thoufand things weil done, and one forgot, 
Defaces obligation by that blot. 
Make yeur tranfparent fweer-meats truly nice, 
With Indian fugar and Arabian Spice : 
And let your various creams encircled be 
With fwelling froir jut ravifh’d from the tree. - 
Ler plates and difhes be from China bronght, 
With lively paint and earth cranfparent wrought, 
‘The feaft now done, difcourfes are renew’d, 
And witty arguments with mirth purfued, 
The cheerful mafter, ’midf his jovial friends, 
His glafs “ to their heft withes”” recommends, 
‘Lhe grace-cup follows to his fovereign's health, 
And to his country, “ Plenty. peace, and wealth,” 
Perfort then the piety of grace, 



















Each man that pleafes re-affumes his place 

While at his gate, from fuch abundant ftore, 
in days of old, our fathers went to war, 
peétng fturdy blows and hardy fare: 

Their beef they often in their murrions ftew'd, 

Some officer perhaps may give confent, o 

‘To a large cover’d pipkin in his tent, : 

Where every thing that every foldier got, 

Was all thrown ito bank, and went to pot. 

But, when our conquefts were extenfive grown, 

And through the: world our Britifh worth was 

Weal:h on commanders then flow'd in apace, 

Their Champaign {parkled equal with their lace s 

Quails, Beccofico’s, Ortolans, were fe 

In their git plate all delicates were feen, 

Apd what was earth before became a rich terrene, 
When the young players once get to HMlington, 

own: 

Prentices, parifh-clecks, and hectors meet 5 

He that is crunk, or bullied, pays the treat, 

At conflables and juftices they rail ; 

Not thicking catard fuch a ferious thing, 

That common-council-inen "twill thither bring 5 

With ening mead and cheefe-cake ends the 

fhrife. [difcourfe, 
Ev'n fqnires come there, and, with their meag 


He fhowers his godlike bleflings on the poor. 

And in their batket-hilts their beverage brew'd, 

Fowl, bacon, cabbage, mutton, and what not, 
known, 

‘Yo grace the levee of a general's tent ;t 

They fondly think that all the world’s theig 

‘Their talk is loofe; and o'er the bouncing ale 

Where many a men, at variance with his wife, 

Bander why kitchen, which they. fit in, worle. 
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Midwives demure, and chamber-maids moft gay, 
Foremen that pick the box, and come to play, 
Here findtheir entertainment at the height; 

In cream and codlings revelling with delight. 
‘What thefe approve, the great men will aiflike : 
But here’s the art, if you the palate ftrike; 

By management of common things fo weil, 

"Shat what was thought the meaneft fhall excel; 
While others dtrive in vain, all perfors own 
Sach-difhes could be drefs'd by you alone. 

When ftraiten’d in your tinge, and fervants few, 
You'll rightly then compufe an ambigues 
‘Where firft and fecond courfe, and your defert, 
All in one fingle table have their part. 

Fram fuch a valt confufion ‘tis delight, 
‘To find the jariing elements unice, 
And raie a flrudure grateful tothe fight. 

Be not too far by old example led, 

‘With caution now we in their footfteps tread : 

‘The French our relifh help, and well fapply: 

"The want of things too grofs by decency. 

Our fathers moft admir’d their fauces feet, 

And often afk'd for fugar with their meat; 

They butter’d currants on fat veal beitow’c, 

And rumps of beef with virgin-boney ftrew’d. 

Infipid taite, old friend, to them who Paris know, 

Where rocombole, fhallot, and the rank garlic, 
grow, 

Tom. Bold did firft begin the ftrolliz 
And drove about his turnins in a cares 
Sametimes his wile. the citizens would pleafe 
And from the fame machine fell pecks of peas 
‘Then pippins did in wheel-barrows abound, 
And oranges in whimfey-boards went round ¢ 
Befs Hoy firft found it troublefome to bawl, 
Ard therefore plac’d her cherries on a fall; 
Her currants there and goofebervies were fpread, 
With the enticing yoid of gingerbread : 

But flounders, {prats, and cucumbers, were cried, 
And every found and every vaice was tricd. 

At laft the Law this hideous din fupy reis’d, 
Andorder’d that the Sunday should have ref ; 
And that no nymph her noify fuod fheuid fell, 
Except it were new milk or mackarel. 

There is-no difh but what our cocks have made, 
“And merited a charter by their trade. 
Not French kickthaws, ‘or eglies brought from 
Alone have found improvemes:t from their brain; 
But pudding, brawn, and white-pots, own'd to be 
Th’ effets or native ingenuity. : 

Our Britith feet, which now commands the 
Might glorious wreaths of victory obtain, | main, 
‘Would they take time; would they with icifure 

work; : fpork 

With care would falt their beef, and cure their 
Would boil their liquor well whene‘er they brew, 
Their congue. balf is to the wiclualler due. : 

. Becaute that thrift and abitinence are good, 
As many things if rightly underftood : 
Old Crofs condemns all perfons to be fops, 
‘Vhat.can’t regate themfelves with muttou-chops, 
He cfren for ftuft becf to Bedlam runs, 
And the clean rummer, as the pefthente, fhuns. 
Sometimes poor jack and crions are his slifh, 
And then he fants thofe friars who ink of fh, 




















As for myfelf, I take him to abftain, A 
Who bas good meat, with decency, though plaiiyy 
But, thongh my edge be not too nicely fet, © >” 
Yet Panothes’s ajpetite may whet; 

May teach him whento buy, when feafan’s paft, 


| What's ftale, what choice, what ylentiful, wha: 


wafte ; . 

And lead him through the various maze of tafle,, 

The’furdamental principie of ull 
Is what ioua conks the relifa call; 
For, when the market fends in loads of food, 
They all are taltelef till shat makes thens gou@ 
Befides, ’tis no ignoble piece of care, ood 
Lo know far whom it is you would prepares: 
You'd pleafe a friend, or reconcile a brother, 
A tefty father, or a haughty mother; 
Would moilify a judge, would cram a (quire, 
Or elle fome (miles from court you may defires 
Or would, perhaps, {ome hafty tupper give, 
‘To thew the fplendid ftate in which you live. 
Purfusnt to that interelt you propofe, 
Muft all your wine und all y.ur meat be chofey 
tee men and manners every difh adapt: 
Who'd force his pepper where his guefls are elapa® 
A cauldron of fat bect and ftoop of ale 
On the huzzaing mob ‘aall more prevail, 
‘Than if you give them with the niceft art 
Ragouts of peacocks brait.s,or filbert-tart, 
The French by feups and bautegoute glory raifey, 
rev dclires all terminate in praife, , 
thrifty maxim of the weary Dutch 
Is, to fave all the money they cun touch ¢ 
“Hans,” cries the father, “ fee a pin ties there ¢ 
“ A pina day will fetch a groat a-year, . 
“Yo your five farthings join three 
« more; : 
“ And they, if added, make your halfpence four!"¥ 
‘Thus may your fieck by management increafe, 
Your wars fhall gain you more than Britain’ 

peace. oe ~ 

Where love of wezlth and rufty coin prevail, 
What hopes of tugar’d cakes or batter’d ale? -. 

Cooks garnifh ont fome tables, fome they A 
Orin a pradent mixiure thew their fkiil: > 
Clog not your conftant meals; tor difhes few 
Increafe the appetite, when choice and new. 
ky'n they, who will extravagance profels, 
Have fil an inward hatred dor exceis: 2 
Meat. fore’d too much, unroucn’d at table a 
























farthing 








Few care for carning trifies in difguife, 

at fantaitic difh fome call furprife. 

plealares to the eye and palate meet, 

t cuok has render’d his great work completes 

His glory far, like firlain knighthood, Mies; 

Eminortal made, as K4-tut vy his pyes. 
Gocd-natare mutc fume fulings overlook, 

Not wiitulnefs hut errers of the cook, 

A firing won't always give the lound defi 

By the mudcian’s touch and heavenly mi 

h wh arrow from the Parthian bow 

Still to che deftin’d point directly go. 

Perhaps ua fale is chrown about the dith, 

Or no frictl parficy featter’d on the fila; 

shall tin paition from my dinuer fly, 

sind acpes of pardon to my cook qenyy 
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tis; ‘ 

* For things which carclefuefs might overfze, 

Agd all mankind conumit 25 wéll as he ? 

I with compaffion ogce may overlook 

A tkewer fent to table by my cook : 

Bat think not therefore temely Vil permit 

"That be fhould daily the fame faul: permit i 
For fear the rafcal fend me up the fpit ! 

* Poor Roger Fowler had a generous mind, 
Mor would fubmit to have his hand confin’d, 

,, Bur aim’d at all, yet never could excel 

“In any thing but ftuffing of his veal: 

Buj, when that dith was in perfection feen, 
And that alone would it not move your fplecn | 

Tis true, ina Jong work, foft flumbers excep, 
And gengly fink the artift into Neep. 

Ev'n Lamb himself, at the mofl folemn icaft, 
Might have fome chargers not exactly dreft. 

¥. Tables fhould be like piGures to the fight, 

* Some difhes calt in fhade, fome spread iu light, 
Some at a diftance brighten, fome near hand, 
‘Where cafe may all their ddicace command : 

Some fhould be mov'd when broken ; others la 
Through the whole treat, incentive to the taile. 
_ Locket, by many labours feeble grown, 
Up from the kitchen cail’d his eldeit fon : 
* Though wife thyfelf,” fays he, * though taught 
si by me, 
” # Yet fix this fentence in thy memory + 
1. There are fome certain things that don’t excel, 
“ And yet we fay are tolerably well: 
 There’s many worthy men a lawyer prize, 
® Whom they diftinguith as of middle fize, 
« For pleading w4l at bar, or turning books; 
«But this is not, my fon, the fate of cooks, 
» “ From whofe myferiousart true pleafures fprings 
To flail of garter, and to throne of kings. 
A fimple fcene, a dilobliging fong, 
« Which no way to the main defign belong, 
‘fOr were they abfent never would be miin'd, 
™ Have i a well wrought comedy be hifs’d + 
“ So in a Jeaft no intermediate fault 
© Will be allow’d; but, if not beft, ’tis naught.” 

He that of feeble nerves and joints complains, 

From nine-pins, cvits, and from trap-ball, ab- 
ftains ; 

Cudgels avoids, and thuns the wre(tling- place, 

Weft vinegar refuund his loud difgrace. 

Bat every one to cookery pretends; 

Nor maid nor miftreis @er confult their friends. 

But, Sir, if you would raft a pi, be fre 

‘Why not with wn, with Locket, or with me? 

We'll fee when ’tis enough, when both eyes out, 

Or if it wants the nice concluding bout ; 

But, if it lies too long, the crackling’s pall'd, 

’ Not by the drudging-box to be recall'd. 

Our Cambrian fathers, fparing in their food. 
Firft boil’d their hunted goats on bars of wood, 
Sharp hunger was their {caloning, or they took 
Such falt as iffued from the native rock. 

"Their fallading wes never fur to feck, . 

‘The poignant water-grafs, or favoury leek; 

Until the Britifh bards adorn’d this ijle, 

And taught them how to roait, and how to boil : 
‘Then Talieffin rofe, and {weerly ftrung 

Tis Britith harp, inflru@ting whit he iung: 
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‘Taught ‘them that honefty they fill poffele, 
Their truth, their open heart, their modeft dredap. 
Duty to kindred, conftancy to friends, _.. * 
And inward worth, which always recommends; 
Contempt of wealth and pleafure, to appear 
To ali matkind with hofpitable cheer. 
In after ages, Arthur and his knights 
At his round table to record their fights, 
Cities eraz’d, encampments fore’d in field, 
Montte:s fubdued, and hideous tyrants quell’d, 
Infpir'd that Cambrian foul which ne’er can 
yield. : 
Then Guy, the pride of Warwick, truly great, 
To future heroes due example fet, 
By his capagious cauldron made appear, 
From whence the fpirits rife, and itrength of war, 
The prefent age, to gallantry inclin’d, 
icas'd with vaft improvements of the mind. 
Hz that of honour, wit, and mirth, partakes, 
May be a fit companion o’er beef-fteaka ; 
His name may be to future times coroll’d 
In Eftcourt’s buok *, whofe gridiron’s fram’d cf 
gold, 
Scorn not thefe lines, defign’d to let you know 
Profits that from a well-plac'd table flow. 
"Lis a fage queition, if the ar: of cooks 
Is lodg'd by nature, or attain’d by books + 
‘That man will never frame a noble treat, 
Whale whole dependence lies in fome receipt + 
Then Ly pure nature every thing is fpoil’d, 
She mnows ne more than ftew’d, bak’d, roaft, and 
boil’d. 
When art and nature join, th’ effect will be 
Sonic nice ragout, or charming fricafec. 
The lad chat would his genius fo advance, - 
That on the rope he might fecurely dance, 
From tender years enures himfelf to pains, i 
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To Summer’s parching heat, and Winter’s rains, 

And from the fire ef wine and love abftains; 

No artift can his hautbcy’s ftops command, 

Unle(s fome fkilful mafter form his hand: 

But gentry take their cooks though never tried 

It feems no more to them than up and ride. 

Preferments granted thus fhew him a fool, 

That dreads a parent’s check, or rods at {chool. 
Ox-cheek when hot,and wardens bak’d, fomecry; 

But ‘tis with an iotention men fasuld buy. 

Others abound with fuch a plenteoug flere, 

hat, if you'll let them treat, they'll afk no more: 

the vait ambition ef their foul, 

‘To fee their port admir’d, and table foll. 

But then, amidft that cringing fawning crowd, 

Who talk fo very much, and laugh fo loud, 

Who with juch grace his honour’s aétions praife, 

How well he fences, dances, fings, and plays; 

Tell him his livery’s rich, his chariot’s fine, 

How choice his meat, and delicate his wine; 








s, ‘be admitted a member of The Beaf-iteak 
ard i fcourt, who was a Player and Dra- 
js celebrated in the Spectator, as poffeffed of 
a iprightly wr and an eafy and nocturnal politencts. His 
company was much covered by the great. on account of 
his quatifications as 2 boon companion, When the famous 
Bert-feak Club was firft inttitntec, he had the office of 
of Providore afligned him 3 and, a3a mark of diflingion, 
ufed to wear a {mall gridiron of gold hung abeut bis neck 
with a green sik ribband. He died in the year $713. 
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Suerounded thus, how fhould the youth defery 
~The Dappinefs of friendthip from a lie? 
Friends ast,with cautious temper when fincere; 
But flattering impudence is void of care: 
So at an Irifh funeral appears 
A train of deabs with mercenary tears; 
Who, wringing oft their hands, with hideous moan, 
Kaow not his name for whom they feem to groan ; 
While real grief with filent fteps procecds, 
And love urfeign’d with inward paflion bleeds. 
Hars fate of wealth! Were lords as butchers wife, 
They from their meat would banith all the fies/ 
‘The Perfian kings, with wine and mafly how}, 
Scarch’d to the dark receffes of the foul ; 
‘That, fo laid open, no one might pretend, 
‘Unlefs a man of worth, to be their friend. 
But now the guetts their patrons undermine ; 
‘And flander them, for giving them their wine. 
Great men have dearly thas companions bought ¢ 
Unlefs by thefe infiructions they’il be taught, 
They fpread the net, and will themfelves be 
caught. 

‘Were Horace, that great mafter, now alive, 
A feaft with wit and judgment he'd contrive. 
As thus :+>Suppofing that you would rehcarfe 
A faboar'd work, and every difh a verfe ; 
He'd fay, “ Mend this, and tother line, and this.” 
If after trial it were {till amifs, 
He'd bid yor give it a new turn of face, 
Or fet fome diff more curious in its place. 
Mf you perfitt, he would not ftrive to move 
A paffion fo delightful as felf-love. 

‘e fhould fubmit cur treats to critics’ view, 

And every prudent cok fhould read Boflu. 
Judgment provides the meat in feafon fit, 
Which by the genius dreft, its fauce is wit. 
Good beef for mer. Pudding for youth und age, 
Come up to the decorum of the flage. 
The critic ftrikes out all that is.not 
And ’tis ev’n fi; the butler chips his cruft. 
Poets and pattry-cooks will be the fame, 
Since both of them their images mutt trame, 
Chimeras from the poxt’s fancies flow : 
The cook contrives his fhapes in real dough. 

‘When troth commands, there's no man can 

offend, 

That with a modeft love corrects his friew 
Though ‘tis in roafting bread, or bute 
So the reproof has temper, kindnels, eal 














But why fhould we reprove when faults are fmall ? ; 


Becaufe 'tis better to have none at all. 

‘There’s often weight in things that feem the leaft, 

And our moft trifling follics raife the jeft. 
"Ts by his cleanlinefs a cook mutt pleafe ; 

A kitchen will adinit of no difeafe. 

‘The fowler and the huntfman both may run 

Amidit that dirt which he muft nicely fhun. 

Empedocles, a fage of old, would rsife 

A name immortal by unittual ways; 

At laft his fancies grew fo very odd, 

He thought by reafing to be made a god. 

Though fat, he leapt with his unwieldy tu 

In Hina’s flames, {o to have fire enough. 

‘Were my cook fat, and [ a flander-by, 

Pd rather than bimfelf bis £15 fhould fry. 
Vou, Vi. 
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‘There are fome perfons fo exceffive rude, 

‘That to your private table they'll intrude. 

In vain you fly, in vain pretend to fait; 

"Torn like a iox, they'll catch you at the lat. 

You muft, fince bars and doors are no defence, 

Ev'n quit your houle as in a peftilence. 

Be quick, nay very quick, or he’ll approach, 

And, as you're feampering, flop you in your coach. 

‘Then think of al! your fins, and you will fee 

How right your guilt and punifliment agree = 

Perhaps no tender pity could prevail, 

But you would throw fome debtor into goal. 

Now mark th’ effect of this prevailing curfe, 

You are detain’d by fomething that is worfe. 
Were it in my eleGion, I thould choofe, 

‘To meet a revenous wolf or bear got locfe. 

He'll cut and talk, and talking {till will ear, 

No quarter from the the parafite you'll get 5 

But, like a Jeech well fix'd, he’! fuck what's gaod 

And sever pare till fatisfied with bivod. 





LETTER Ix. 


To Mr. 





Dear Sik, 
I must communicate my happinefs to you, be~ 
caule you are fo much my friend as to rejoice at 
it, Ifome days ago met with an old acquaint 
auce, a curious perfon, of whom I enquired if he 
had feen the book concerning Soups and Sauces.’ 
He told me he had; but that he had but a very’ 
flight view of it, the perfon who was malter of it’ 
not being wiliing to part with fo valuable a rarity’ 
out of his clofet. I defired him to give me what 
account he could of it. He fays, that it is a very 
handfome ogiavo; for, ever fince the days of 
Ogilby, good paper, and good print, and fine cuts, 
make a book become ingenious, and bsighten op 
an author ftrangely; that there is a copes index 5 
and at the end a catalogue of all the do&or’s, 
works, concerning cockles, Englith beetles, frail, 
Spiders that get up into the air and throw ‘us 
down cobwebs, a monfter vomited up by a baker, 
and fuch like; which, if carefully perufed, would 
wonderfully improve us, There is, it feems, tio 
manufcript of it in Cngland, nor any other country 
that can be heard of; fo that this impreffion is 
from one of Humelbergius, who, as my friend 
fays, he does not believe contrived it himfelf, be« 
caufe the things are fo very much out of the way, 
thar it is not probable any Jearned man would fer 
himfelf ferioufly to work to invent them. He 
tells me cf this ingenious remark made by the 
editor “ That, whatever manufcripts there might 
“ have been, they muft have been extremely vi+ 
cious and corrupt, as being written out by the 
ccoks themfelves, or fome of their friends or 
fervarts, who are not always the moft accu. 
rate.’ And then, as my friend obferved, if the 
couk had uled it much, it might be fallied; the 
cook, perhaps, not always licking his fingers when 
he had occafion for it. I fhould think it no im- 
provident mattgr for the ftate to order a felect 
Ua 
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fcrivener td tratiferibe receipts, left ignorant 
women and houfekcepers fiould impofe upon 
future ages by ill-fpe and uncorre@ receipts for 
potting of lobiters, or pickling of turkeys. Caius 
Apicius, it feems, pafles for the author of this 
.treatife; whole fcience, learning, and difciptine, 
-were extremely contemned, and almoft abhorred, 
by Seneca and the ftoics, as introducing Juxury, 
and infe@ting the manners of the Romans; and fo 
lay negleéted till the inferior ages; but then were 
introduced, as being a help to phyfic, to which a 
Tearned “author, called Donatus, fays, that “ the 
“kitchen is a handmaid.” [ remember in our 
days, though we cannot in every refpect come up 
to the ancients, that, by a very good author, an old 
gentleman is introduced as making ufe of three 
doctors, Dr, Diet, Dr. Quiet, and Dr. Merriman. 
They are reported to be excellent phyficians; and, 
if kept at a conftaot penfion, their ices will not be 
very coftly. 5 : F 
it feems, as my friend has learned, there were 

: two perfons that bore the name of Apicius, one 
under the republic, the other in the time of Ti- 
berius. who is recorded by Pliny, “ to have had 
“a great deal of wit and judgment in all affairs 
« that related to-eating,” and confequently has 
his name affixed to many forts of aumulcts and 
- pancakes. Nor were emperors lefs contributors 
to fo great an undertaking, as Vitellivs, Commo- 
,dus, Didius, Jujianus, and Varius Acliogabalus, 
whofe imperial names are prefixed to manifold 
receipts, the laft of which emperors had the pe- 
culiar glory of firft making faufages of fhrimps, 
crabs, oyfers, fprawns, and lobflers. And thefe 
fiufages being mentioned by the author which the 
editor pubiithes, from that and many other argu- 
ments the Jearned Do@or irrefragabiy maintains, 
that the book, as now printed could not be tran- 
feribed till after the time of Heliogabalus, who 
gioried in titles of Apicius and Vitcllius, more 
than Antoninus, who had gained his reputation by 
a temperate, auftere, and folid virtue. And, it 
feems, under his adminiftration, a perfon that found 
out @ new foup might have as great a reward as 
Drake or Dampier might expect for finding out a 
new Continent. My friend fays, the editors tells us 
of unheard-of daintics ; how “ /Efopus had a {upper 
* of the tongues of birds that could fpeak ;” and 
that “his daughter regaled on pearls,” though 
he does not tell us how fhe drefied’ them; how 
“ Hortenfius left ten thoufand pipes of wine in 
his cellar, for his heir’s drinking ;” how “ Ve- 
« dius Pollio fed his fifh-ponds with man’s fleh ;” 
and how “ Czfar bought fix theufand weight of 
* lampreys for his triumphal fupper’” 


the proportions and quantities fet down, and the 


naufeonfnels of the ingredients, that the dinners | 


of the emperors were ordered by their phyficians, 
and that the recipe was taken by the cook, .as the, 
collegiate doctors would de their bills, to. a mo- 
dern apothecary ; and that this cufiom was taken 
from the Egyptians; and that this method conti- 
_ pued till the Goths and Vandals over-ran the Welt- 


ern Empire; sud that they, by ufe, exercife, and’ 














He fays," 
the editor proves equally to a demonftration, by | 
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neccility of abftinetice, intréduced the eathig-of 
cheefe and venifon without thofe additional {-aces, 
which the phyficians of old found out,:5 reftore 
the depraved appetites of fuch great men as had 
loft their ftomachs by an excefs of luxury. Out of 
the ruins of Erafiftratus’s beok of Endive, Giaucus 
Lorrenfis of Cow-beel, Mithacus of Hot-pats, Dio- 
nyfius of Sugar fops, Agis of Pickled Breom-budry 
Epinetus of Sack-poffet, Euthedemus of Apple-dump- 
dings, Hegifippus of Black-pudding, Crito of Soweed 
Mactarel, Stephanus of Lemon.cream, Archites of 
Hog’s Harflet, Aceftius of Quince-marmalade, Bicke- 
fius of Potted Pigeons, Diocles of Sweet Breads, and 
Philiftion of Oat cakes, andfeveral other fuch au- 
thors, the great Humelbergius compofed his anno- 
tations upon Apicies; whofe receipts, when part 
of Tully, Livy, and Tacitus, have been neglected 
and loft, were preferved in the utmoft parts of 
Tranfylvania, for the peculiar palate of the inge- 
nious editor, Latinus Latinius finds fault with 
feveral dithes of Apicius, and is pleafed to fay they 
are naufeous; but our editor defends that great 
perfon, by thewing the difference of our cuftoms; 
how Plutarch fays, “the ancients ufed no. pep- 
* per,” whereas all, or at teaft five or fix hundred, 
of Apicius’s delicates were feafoned with it. For 
we may a8 well admire that fome ‘Weft Indians 
fhould abftain from falt, as that we fhould be able 
to bear the bitternefs of hops in ovr common 
drink : and therefore we fhould not be averfe to 
roe, cummin, parfley feed, marfh-mallows, or 
nettles, with our common meat; or to have pep- 
per, honey, falt, vinegar, raifins, muftard, and 
oil, rue, mafic, and cardamums, flrown pro- 
mifcuoufly over our dipner when it cunses to table. 
My friend tells me of fome thot obfervations he 
made out of the annotations, which he owes to his 
memory; and therefore begs pardon if in fome 
things he may mifteke, becaufe it is not wilfutly, 
as, that Papirius Petrus was the great patron of 
cuftard: that the “ tetrapbarmacon, a difh much 
“ admired by the Emperors Adrian and Alexan- 
der Severus, was made of pheafant, peacock, a 
“* wild fow’s hock and udder, with a bread pud- 
“ ding over it; and that the name and reafon of 
“ fo odd a dith are.te be fought for among th. 
“© phyficians.” t ' 

The work is divided into ten books; of which 
the firit treats of foups and pickles, and amongit 
other things fhews that fauce pans were tinned 
before the time of Pliny; that Gordian ufed a glafs 
of bitter in a morning ; that the ancients fealded 
their wine; and that burnt clarct, as now prac~ 
tifed, with fpice and fogar, is pernicicus; that 
the adulteration of wine was as ancient as Cato; 
that. Brawa was a Roman difh, which Apici 
commends as wonderful ; its fauce then was mui. 
itard and honey, before the frequent ufe of fu-+ 
‘ger: nor were fowced hogs-fect, checks, and 
sears, unknown to thefe ages. It is very probable, 
they were not fo fuperftitious as to have fo 
great a delicate only at Chriftmas, It were worth 
a diflertation between two learned perfons, fo it 
‘were managed with temper and candour, to know. 
:whether the Britons taught it to the Reman, or 
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THE ART OF COOKERY, 
* abethet Cafer introduced ft frito Britain: and it 


itQxange he fhould take no notice of it ; where- 
ashe kwerecorded that they did hot cat hare's 
fteth; that the ancients ufed to marinate their fith, 
by frying them in oil, apd, the moment they were 
taken out, pouring boiling vinegar upon them, 
The Jeatned annotator obferves, that the be 
‘way of keeping the liquor in oyiters, is, by laying 


" the deep thell downwards; and by this means A- 


picius conveyed oyfters to Tiberius when in Par- 
thias a noble invention, fince made ufe of at Col- 
thefter with moft admirable fuccefs! What eftates 
might Brawn or Locket have got in thefe days, 
swhen Apicius, only for broiling fprouts after a 
new fathion, defervedly came into the good graces 
of Drofue,who then commanded the Roman 
armies! : 
The fir ebook having: treated “of ‘fauces or 
fkanding pickles for relifh, which are ufed in moft 
of the fucceeding receipts; the fecond has @ glo- 
rious fubjeét, of fanfages, both with kins and 
‘without, which contains matters no lefs remirkakle 
than the former. ‘The ancients that were delicate 
in their cating, prepared their own mufhrooms 
with an amber, or at leat a filver knife; where 
the anttotator thew: clegantly, again Hardoninus, 
that the whole knife, and not only the handle, 
was of amber, o- filver, let the ruftinels of at 
ordinary knife might prove infectious. This is a 
nicety which { hope we may-in time’ artive tas 
for the Britons, though not very forward in in. 


‘ ventions, yet are autdone by no nations in intitas 


‘tion or improvements, 


. duced in gardens, 


The third book is of fuch edibles as are pros 
The Romans uled sitre, tor 
make their herbs look green; the annotator fhews 
our faltpetre at prefent to differ from the ancient 
witre. Apicius had a way of minciag them fir 
with oif and fakt, and fo boiling them; which 
Pliny commends. But the prefent receipt is, To 
Jet the water boil well; throw in falt and a bit of 
butter ; aud fo nor only fprouts, but fpinage, will 
be green. There isa molt extraordinary obferva- 
tion of the editor's, to which f ca:not but agree; 
that it is a vulgar error, that walnut trees, like 
Roffian wives, thrive the better for being beaten ; 
and that long poles and ftones are ufed by boys and 
others to get the fruit down, the walnut tree be 

ing fo very high they could not otherwife each it, 
rather out of kindnefs to themfelves, than any re. 

gard to the tree that bears it. As for afparagus, 
there is an excellent remark, that, according to 
Pliny, they were the great care of the ancient 
gardeners, and that at Ravenna three weighed a 
"pound; bur that in England it was thought a 
“varity when a hundred of them weighed thirty; 
that cucumbers are apt to rife in the ftomach, 
untefs pared, or boiled with oii, yinegar, and ho. 
ney; that the Egyptians wouid drink hard with- 
‘out any difturbance, becaufe it was a rule for 
“them to have always boiled cabbage for their firtt 
‘dith at fapper ; that the beft way to reat onions 
is in colewort leaves, for fear of barning them ;. 
‘that beets are good for fmitha becaufe : they, 
working at the fire are geverally cgftive ; that 



























“Hong been buried in oblivion. 
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Petronits has recorded a Mitle old woman, wh° 
fold the agrefe olus of the ancients; which honout 
{ take to be as much due to thofe who in our day$ 
cry nettle-tops, elder-buds, and cliver, in fpring- 
time very wholefome, 

The fourth book contains the univerfal art of 
cookery. As Matheus Sylvaticus compofed the 


Y Pandeéts of Phyfie, and Juftinian thofe of Law; 


fo Apicius has done the Pandeéts of hia Art, in 
this book which bears that infcription. The firft 
chapter contains the admirable receipt of a /a« 
Jacacaby of Apicius. Bruife in a mortar parfley- 
feed, dried pennyroyal, dried mint, ginger, green 
coriander, saifins ftoned, honey, vinegar, oil, and 
wine; put them into a cacatalum; three crofts 
of pycentine bread, the ficth of a pullet, goat- 
ftones, weftine cheefe, pine kernels, cucumbers, 
dried onions minged fmall; pour 4 foup over 
it, garnihh it with fnow, and fend it up in the 
cacabulem. This cacabulum being an wnutual vel- 
fel, my friend went to his didionary, where, 
finding an odd interpretation of it, he was eafily 
perfuaded, from the whimficaluefs of the compo- 
fition, and the fantafticalnefs of {now for its gar- 
niture, that the propereft veffel for a phyfician to 
prefcribe, to fend to table upon that eccafion, 
might be a bed-pan. ‘There are fome admtirable 


“remarks and annotations to the fecond chapter, 


concerning the dialogue of Afellins Sabinus, who 
introduces a combat between mufhrooms, chats, 
or beccoficos, oyfters, and redwings; 4 work 
that cught to be publifhed: for the famte annotae 
tor obferves, that this iffand is not deftitute of 
redwings, though coming to us only in the hardeft 
Weather, and therefore feldom brought fat to our 
tables; that the chats come to ys in April, and 
breed, and about autumn return to Afric; that 
experience thews us they may be kept in cages, 
fed with becf or wedder matton, figs, grapes, and 
minced: filberds, being daisities not unworthy the 
care of fuch as would preferve our Britifh dithes ; 
the firft delighting in hodge-podge, gallimaufreys, 
foreed meats, juffcls, and faimagundies: the latter 
in fpear-ribs, furloins, chines, and baroris; and 
theme our terms of art. both as. to drefling and 


| carving, -become very different; for they, lying 


upon a fort of couch, could not have carved thote 
difhes which our anceftors when they fat upon 
forms ufed todo. But, fince the ufe of cufhions 
‘and elbow-chaits, and the editions of good books 
and authors, it may be hoped in time we may 
come up tothem: For indeed hitherto we have 
been fomething to biame; and 1 believe few of 
us have feerr a dith of capon-fones at table (lamb. 
ftones is acknowledged by the learned annotator 
that we heve); for the art of making capons has 
Varro, the great 
Roman antiquary, tells us how to do it by burn- 
ing off their {purs; which, occafioning their Re= 
rility, makes them capons in eff. &, though thofe 
parts thereby became more large and tender. 
The fifth book is of peale-porridge ; under 
which are included, frumetary, water-yrnel, milke 
porridge; rice-milit, flumary, fHr-about, and the 
like. The Latin or tather Greck name is Aun 
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Sprints but my’ friend was pleafed to entitle it 


Pantagruel, a vame ufed by Rabelais, an eminent 
phyfician. There are fome very remarkable things 
in it; as, the emperor Julianus had feldom any 
thing but fpoon-meat at fupper: that the herb 
fenugreck, with pickles, oil, and wine, was 2 Ro- 
man dainty; upon which the annotator obferves, 


that it is not ufed in our kitchens, for a certain’ 


ungrateful bitternefs that it has; and that it is 
plainly a phyfical diet, that will give a ftool; and 
that, mixed with oats, it is the beft purge for 
horfes: an excellent invention for frugality, that 
nothing might be loft; for what the Lord did not 
eat, he might fend to his ftable ! 

The fixth book treats of wild-fowl; how to 


. drefs oftridges (the biggeft, groffelt, and moft dif- 


. 


ficult of digeftion, of any bird), phonicoptrices, 
parrots, &c. 

The feventh book treats of things /vmptuexs 
and coffy, and therefore chiefly concerning bog- 
meat; in which the Romans came to that excefs, 
that the Jaws forbad the ufage of hogs-harflet, 
fweet-breads, cheeks, &c. at their public fuppers; 
and Cato, when cenfor, fought to reftrain the ex- 
travagart ufe of Brawn, by feveral of his orations, 
So much regard was had then to the Art of 
Cookery, that we fee it took place in the thoughts 
of the wifeft men, and bore a part in their moft 
important councils, But, alas! the degeneracy 
of our prefent age is fuch, that I believe few be» 
fides the annotator know the excellency of a virgin 
Sow, efpecially of the Slack kind brought from 
China; and how to make the moft of her liver, 
lights, brains, and pettitoes ; and to vary her into 
thofe fifty dithes which Pliny fays were ufually 
made of that delicious creature. Befides, Galen 
tglls us more of its excellencies: “ That fellow 
“ that eats bacon for two or three days before he 
* is to box or wreftle, fhall be much ftronger 
“ than if he fhould cat the beft roaft beef or bag 
* pudding in the parifh,” ap ak 

‘The eighth beok treats of fuch dainties as four- 
footed beafts afford us; as, 1, the uild doar, which 
they ufed to boil with all its briftles on.. & The 
deer, dreffed with broth made with pepper, wine, 
honey, oil, and ftewed damfons, &c. 3. The 
awild focep, of which there are “ innumerable in 
“ the mountains of Yorkfhire and Weitmorland, 
“¢ that will lee nobody handle them ;” but, if they 
are caught, they are to be fent up with an “ ele- 
gant fauce, prefcribed after a phyfical manner, 
“in form of an clectuary, made of pepper, rue, 
“ parfley-feed, juniper, thyme dried, mint, penny- 
© royal, honey, &c.” with which any apothecary 
n that country can furnifh you. 4. Beef, with 
onion fauce, and commended by Celfus, but not 
much approved by Hippocrates, becaufe the 
Greeks {carce knew how to maée oxen, and pow 
dering tubs were in very few families: for phyfi- 
cians have been very peculiar in their diet in all 
ages; otherwife Galen would fcarce have found 
out that young foxes were in feafon in autumn, 
§. The fucking pig boiled in paper. 6. The bare, 


the chief of the Roman deinties ; ‘its blood being 
, : - 6 
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the fweeteft of any animal, fta natural fear coneelé 
buting to that exccllence. Though the empers? 
and nobitity had parks to fatten them inzcyet in 
the time of Didianus Julianus, if any one had fene 
him one, or a pig, he would make it laft hin 
three days; whereas Alexander Severus had one 
every meal, which muft have been a great expence, 
and is very remarkable. But the moft exquifite 
animal was referved for the laft chapter; and that 
was the dormoufé, a harmilefs creature, whofe-inno= 
cence might at leaft have defended it both from 
cooks and phyficians. But Apicius found out an 
odd fort of fate for thofe poor creatures; fome to 
be boned, and others to be put whole, with odd 
ingredients, into Logs-guts, and fo boiled for faue 
fayes. In ancient times, people made it their bu- 
finefs to fatten them. Ariftotle rightly obferves, 
that fleep fattened them; and Martial from 
thence too poetically tells us, that fleep was their’ 
only nourifhment. But the annotator has cleared 
that point: he, geod man, has tenderly obferved - 
one of them for many years, and finds that it does 
not fleep all the winter, as falfely reported, but 
wakes at meals, and after its repaft then rolls ite 
felf up in a ball to fleep, This dormoufe, accord- 
ing to the author, did not drink in three years 
time; but whether other dormice do fo, I cannot 
tell, becaufe Bamboufelbergius’s Treatife “ of 
“ Fattening Dormice” is loft, Though very 
coftly, they became a common difh at great en- 
tertainments, Petronius delivers us an odd ree - 
ceipt for drefling them, and ferving them up with 
poppies and honey; which mutt be a very fopo~ 
tiferous dainty, and as good as owl-pye to fuch as 
want a nap-after dinner. The fondnefs of the 
Romans came to be fo exceflive towards them, 
that,.as Pliny fays, “ the cenforian laws, and 
“ Marcus Scaurus in his confulfhip, got them 
“ prohibited from public entertainments.” But 
Nero, Commodus, and Heliogabalus, would not 
deny the liberty, and indeed propesty, of thelr 
fubjeéts in fo reafonable an enjoyment; and chere« 
fore we find them long after brought to table in 
the times of Ammianus Marceltinus, who tells us 
likewife, that * fcales were brought to table in 
“ thofe ages, to weigh curious fithes, birds, and 
“ dormice,” to fee whether they were at the 
ftandard of excellence and perfection, and fome- 
times, I fuppofe, to vie with ocher pretenders to 
magusificence. ‘he annotator takes hold of this 
occafion, to fhew “ of how great ufe {cales would 
“ be at the tables of our nobility,” efpecially up- 
on the bringing up of a difh of wild-Fowl: “ For, 
“if twelve larks (fays he) fhould weigh below 
* twelve ounces, they would be very lean, and 
* fearce tolerable; if twelve, and down weight, 
* they would be very.well; but, if thirteen, they 
« would be fat to perfection.” We fee upon how 
nice and exa@ a-balauce the happincfs of cating 
depends | : 

. I could farce forbear fmiling, not.tv fay worfe, 
at fuch exaétnefs and fuch dainties; and told my 
friend, that thofe {cales would be of extraordinary 
ufe at Dunftable; and that, if the annotator had 
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not preferibed his dormoufe, 1 fhenld upon the 
rft: occafion be glad to vifit it, if 1 knew its vi- 
days and hours, fo as not to difturb it. 
MjN&iend faid, there remained but two books 
’ more, one of fea, and the other of river fifh; in 
che account of which he would not he long, fecing 
his memory: begau to4a. him aimoft as much as 
my patience. vet sarees 





i 





« 'Tis true, ina long work, foft lumbers creep, 
« And gently fink che artift into Mleep * ;” _ 


" efpecially when treating of dormice. 
The ninth book is concerning fea fith; where, 
among{t other learned annotations, is recorded 
that famous voyage of Apicius, who, having fpent 
many millions, and being retired into Campania, 
heard that there were lob{ters of a vaft and unufual 
bignefs in Africa, and thereupon impatiently got 
on fhipboard the fame day ; -and, having fuffered 
much at fea, came ‘at laft co the coaft, But the 
fame of fo great a man's coming had landed before 
him, and all the fifhermen failed out to meet him, 
and prefented him with their faireft lobfters. He 
alked, if they had no larger. They anfwered, 
“ Their fea produced nothing more excellent than 
« what they had brought.” ‘This honeft freedom 
of theirs, with his difappointment, fo difgufted him, 
that he took pet, and bade the mafter return home 
ugain immediately: and fo, it feems, Africa loft 
the breed of one moniter more than it had before}, 
There are many receipts in the book, to drefs 
cramp-fifh, that numb the hands of thofe that 
touch them; the cuttle-fith, whofe blood is like 
. ink; the pourcontrel, or many-feet; the fea-urchin, 
. or hedge-hog; with feveral others, whofe fauces 
. are agreeable to their natures, But, to the com~ 
fort of us moderns, the ancients often ate their 
oyfters alive, and {pread hard eggs minced over 
their fprats as we do now over our falt-fifh. There 
is one thing very curious concerning herrings: It 
feems, the ancients were very fantaftical, in make 
ing one thing pafs for another; fo, at Petronius’s 
fupper, the cook fent up a fat goofe, fith, and 
wild-fowl of all forts to appearance, but ftill all 
were made out of the feveral parts of one fingle 
porker, ‘The great Nicomedes, king of Bithynia, 
had a very delightful deception of this nature put 


upon him by his cook: the king was extremely’ 


affe&ted with frefh herrings; (as indeed who is 
not ?) but, heing far up in Afia from the fea-coaft, 
his whole wealth could not have purchafed’ one; 
* but his cook contrived fome fort of meat, which, 
put into a frame, fo refembled a herriag, that it 
» was extremely fatisfactory both to this prince's 
eyes and guffo, My friend told me, that, to the 
honour. of the city of London, he had {een a thing 
of this nature there; that is,a herring, or rather a 
falmogundy, with the head and tail fo neatly laid, 
that it furprized him. He fays, many of the /pe 
cies may be found at the Sugar Loaf in Bell Yard, as 


® Art of Cookery, ver. 449, : : 

+ Lord Lyttelton’s Nineteenth * Dialogue of the Dead” 
(perhaps the most humourays in that admirable collegtion: 
ems to have been entirely founded on the hints fu; 
by Br. King. - 
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giving an excellent relifh to Burton ale, and not 
cofting above fixpence, an inconfiderable price for 
fo imperial a dainty ! 


‘The tenth book, as my friend tells me, is con= 


cerning fyb faucer, which confift of variety of in~ 
gredients, amongft which is generally a kind of 
frumetary. But it is not to be forgotten by any 
perfon who would bail fihh exactly, that they threw 


them alive into the water, which at prefent is faid 
to be a Dutch receipt, but was derived from the 
Romans. It feems, Seneca the philofopher (amar 


from whofe morofe temper little good in the art 


of cookery could be expeéted), in his third book 
of Natural Queftions, correcting the luxury of the 
times, fays, the Romans were come to that dainti- 
nefs, that they would not eat a fifh unlefs upon 
the fame day it was taken, “ that it might tafte 


of the fea,” as they expreffed it; and therefore 


had them brought by perfons who rode poft, and 
made a great outcry, whereupon all other people 
were obliged to give them the road, It was an 
ufual expreflion fora Roman to fay, “ In other 
matters I may confide in you; but in a thing of 
“ this weight, it is not confiftent with my gravity 
“and prudence. J will tru nothing but my own 
“eyes. Bring the fith hither, let me fee him 
“ breathe his laft."". And, when the poor fifh was 
brought to table fwimming and galping, would 
ery out, “ Nothing is more beautiful than a dying 
mullet!" My friend fays, the annotator looks 
upon thefe “ as jefts made by the ftoics, and 
“ fpoken abfurdly and beyond nature;” though 
the annotator at the fame time tells us, that it was 
ajaw at Athens, that the fifhermen fhould not 
wath their fifh, but bring them as they came out 
of the fea, Happy were the Athenians in good 
laws, and the Romans in great examples! Bue 
I believe our Britons need with their friends no 
longer life, than till they fee London ferved with 
live herrings and gafping mackarel, It is true, 
we are not quite fo barbarous but that we throw 
our craks alive into fealding water, and tie:our 
lobfters to the fpit to hear them fqueak when they 
are roafted; our ecls ufe the fame periftaltic mo- - 
tion upon the gridiron, when their fkin is off and 
their guts are out, as they did before; and our 
gudgcons, taking opportunity of jumping after 
they are flowered, give occafion to the admirable. 
remark of fore perfons’ folly, when, to avoid the 
danger of the frying-pan, they leap. into the fire, 
My friend faid, that the mention of eels put him 
in mind of the concluding remark of the annota- 
tor, “ That they who amongft the Sybarites would 
“ fith for eels, or fell them, fhould be free from al} 
“ taxes.” E was glad to hear of the word conclude; 
and told him nothing could be more acceptable to 
me than the mention of the Sybarites, of whom E 
fhortly intend a hiftory, thewing how they dee 
fervedly banifhed cocks for- waking them in a 
morning, and fmiths for being ufeful; how one 
ctied out becaufe one of the rofe-leaves he lay on 
was rumpled; how they taught their horfes to 
dance; and fo their enemies, coming againf them 
with guitars and harpfichordr, fet them fo upon their 
round-o’s and minucts, that the form of their batth 
° *» Uv iij rae 
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was broken, and three hundred thoufand of them 
flain, as Geuldman, Littleton, and feveral other 
good authors, affirm. 1 told my friend, I had 
much overftayed my hour: but if, at any time. he 
would find Dick Humelbergius, Cafpar Barthius, 
anc ansther friend, with himtelf, 1 v ouid invite 
him to dinner of a few -but choice difhes to ccver 
the table at once, which, except they would think 
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of any thing better, fhould be a falacacaby, a dif, 
of fenugreek, a wild-theep’s head and appurtenance 

with « fuitable ele€tuary,a ragout of capon’s ftones, 
and fame dormoufe faufages. 

If, as friends do with one another at a venifon- 
pafty, yu fhould. fend for a plate, you know you 
may ‘ommand it; for what is mine. ig yours, a 
being entirely -your, &c. . 
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i My Lous, > 


Tur following lines ave written on a fubje& that | the crown with the fame univerfal ‘applaufe that 
will naturally be proteéted by the goodnefs and | has conftantly attended your illufrious father in 
temper of your lordfhip : for, as the advantages of | the difcharge of them. For the good of your pof- 
your mind and _perfon muft kindle the fames of | terity, may you ever be happy in the choice of 
love in the coldeft breaft; fo you are of an age | what you love: And though thefe rules will be 
moft fufceptible of them in your own. You have | of fmal) ufe to you that can frame much better 3 
acquired all thofe accomplifhments at hame, which | yet let me beg leave that, by dedicating them to 
others are forced to feck abroad; and have given |] your fervice, 1 may have the honour of telling the 
the world affurance, by fuch beginnings, that you world, that I am obiiged to your Lordfhip; and 
will foon be qualified to fill she higheft offices of } that ] am mioft entirely o 

c y ey wi Ve Your Lordfhip’s 

, Mo faithful humble fervant, 


* Henry Lord Herbert fucceeded to his father’s titles in 
B73%g aNd dicdin 17490 WILLIAM, KING. 
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Ir is endeavoured, in the following pocms, 


ta 
“give the readers of both fexes fome ideas of the 
+ WHE OF love; fych'a love as is innocent and virtu- 
ous, and whofe defires terminate in preferit happi- 


tefs and that of pofterity, It would be in vain to 
think of doing it without help from the ancients, 
amongit whom none has touched that paflion more 
tenderly and juftly than Ovid, He knew that he 
bore the mafterfhip in that art; and therefore, in 
the fourth book De Triftibus, when he would give 
fome account of himfelf to future ages, he calls 
himfelf “ Tenerorum Lufor Amorum,” as if he 
gioried principally in the defcriptions he had made 
of that paffion. 

‘The prefent imitation of him is at leaft fuch a 
ene as Mr. Dryden mentions, “ to be an cndea- 
* vour of a later poet to write like one who has 
* written before him on the fame fubject ; that is, 
“ not to tranflate his words, or he confined to his 
* fenfe, but only to fet him asa pattern, and to 
“write as he fuppofes that author would have 


. #'dotia, had he lived in our age and in our coun- 


“try, But he. dares not fay that Sir John Den- 
“ ham, or Mr. Cowley, have carried this libertine 
™ way, asthe latter calls it, fo fac as this definition 
* reaches.” But, alas! the prefent imitator has 
come upto it, if not perhaps exceeded it. Sir 
Joho Denham had Virgil, and Mr, Cowley had 
Pindar, to deal with, who both wrote upon lafting 
foundations; but the prefent fubje@ being love, 
it would be unreafonable to think of too great a 
confinement to be laid ou it, And though the 
paffion and grounds of it will continue the fame 
through all ages; yet there will be many little 
modes, fafhions, and graces, ways of complaifance 
and addrefs, entertainments and diverfions, which 





‘time will vary, Since ‘the world will cxpe@ new 
“things, and perfons will write, and the ancients 


have fo great a fund of learning: whom can the 
moderns take better to copy than fuch originals? 
At is moft likely they may not come up to them; 
but itis a theufand to one but their imitation is 
better than any clumfy invenitie, of their own. 
‘Whoever undertake: this way «f writing, bas as 
much reafin to underftand the true {cope, genius, 
and force of the expreflions cf bis author, as a li- 





iteral tranflator: and, after all, he ftes under this 


misfortune, that the faults are all his own; and, 
if there isany thing that may fecm pardonable, the 
Latiu “ at the bottom thews to whom he is en- 
gaged for it, An imitator and his author ftand 
much upon the fame terms as Ben does with his 
father in the comedy ¢ + 


“ What thof he be my father, I an’t bound pren- 
tice to 'en.”? 


There were raany reafons why the imitatar tranf- © 


pofed feveral verfes of Ovid, and has divided the 
whole into fourteen parts, rather than keep it in 
three books. ‘I'hefe may be too tedious to be re+ 
cited; but, among the reft, fome were, that mat- 
ters of the fame fubject might lie more compa ; 
that too large a heap of precepts together might 
appear too burtherifome ; and therefore (if fmall 
matters may allude to greater) as Virgil in bis 
“ Georgics,” jo lere mott of the parts end withfome 
remarkable fable, which carries with it fome mo-= 
ral: yet, if any perfons pleafe to take the fix firft 
parts as the dirft book, and divide the eight lat, 
they may make three books of them again, ‘There 
have by chance fome twenty lines crept into the 
poem out of the “ Remedy of Love,” which (as 
inanimate things are generally the mott wayward 
and proveking) fince they would flay, have beéh 
fuflered to ftand there. Lut as for the love here 
mentioned, it being ali prudent, honourable, and 
virtuous, there is no need of any remedy te be pre- 
feribed for it, but the fpeedy ohtaining of what ic 
defires. Should the imitator’s ftyle feem not to be 
fufficiently reftrained, fhould he not have afforded 
pains fir review or correction, let it be confidered, 
that perhap< even in that he defired to imitate his 
author, and would not perufe them ; left, as fome 
of Ovid's works were, fo thefe might be committed 
to the flames. But he leaves that for the reader 
to do, if he pleafes, when he has bought them. 





* In the firit editions of the Art at Cookery,” and of 
tee * Ar’ of Love,” Dr, King printed the original-undér 
the refpective pz: of his traudations. 

+ Love fur Le 

















Whozvee knows not what isi TO LOVE, 

Let him but read thefe verfes, and improve. 

Swift fhips are rul'd by art, and oars, and fails: 

Skill guides our chariots; Wit o’er Love prevails, 

Autemedog with reins let loofe could fly ; 

‘Yiphye with Argo’s thip cut waves and fky. 

In love affairs I'm chatioteer of Truth, 

And fureft pilot to incautious youth, 

Love’s hot, unruly, eager to enjoy ; 

But then confider he is but a boy. 

Chiron with pleafing harp Achilles tam'd, 

And his rough manners with foft mafic fram’d : 

‘Though he'd in council #orm, in battle rage, 

He bore a fecret reverence for age. 

Chiron’s command with ftrict obedience ties 

‘The finewy arm by which brave He@or dies : 

That was Ais tak, but fiercer love is mune: 

‘They both are boys, and {prung from race divine, 

‘The ftiff-neck'd bull does to the yoke fubmit, 

And the moft fiery ‘courfer champs the bit. 

So Lew: fhull yield. own, I’ve been his flave; 

But conquer'd where my enemy was brave ; 

And now he darts his flames without a wound, 

And all his whiftling arrows die in found. 

Nor will { raife my fame by hidden art; 

Tn what T teach, found reafon fhall have pact: 

Tor Nature's paflion cannot be deftrey’d, 

But moves in Virtue’s path when well employ'd, 

Yet Mill "twill be convenicnt to remove 

‘Une tyranny and plegues of vulgar love. 

May infant Chattity, grave matron’s pride, 

A\ parcnt’s with, and blufhes uf a bride, 

Protect this work; fo guard it, that no rhyme 

In fyilable or thought may vent a crime ! 

‘The foldicr, that Leve’s armour would defy, 

Will find his greateft courage is to fly : 

When Beauty's amorous glances parley beat, 

The only conqueft then is to retreat : 

Bat, if the treacherous Fair pretend to yicld, 

° Tis prefent death, unlefs you quit che field. 

Whilft youth and vanity would make you Tange, 

Think on fome beaury may prevent your change : 

But fuch by failing fkies are never caught; 

No happisefs is found but what is fought. 

‘Fhe huntiman learns where does trip o'er the 
fawn, 

fAnd where the foaming boar fecures his brawn. 

‘The fowler’s low-bell robs the lark of fleep ; 

And they who hope for fith muft {earch the deep: 
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And he, that fuel feeks for chafte defire, 

Mutt fearch where Virtue may that fame infpire, 

To foreign parts there is no need tp roam + 

‘The blefling may be met with nearer home, 

From India fome, others from neighbouring 

France, cet 

Bring tawny fkins, and puppets that can dunce, a 

‘The feat of Britifh empire does contain 

Beauties that o’er the conquer’d globe will reign. 

As fruitful ficlds with plenty blefs the fight, 

And as the milky way adorns the night; ea 

So that does with thofe,graceful nymphs abound, « 

Whofe dove-like foftnels is with rofes crown’d. 

‘There tendereft blooms inviting foftnefs fpread, © 

Whiltt by their fmalleft twine the captive’s led. 

There youth advanc’d in majefty does thine, : 

Fit to be mother tu a race divine, : 

No age in matrons, no decay appears ; 

By prudence only there you guefs at years. 
Sometimes you'll fee thefe beauties feek the 

By lofty trees jn royal gardens made; (thadey 

Or at St. James's, where a noble care 

Makes all things pleafing like himfelf appear ;~ 

Or Kenfington, fweet air and bleft retreat . 

Ofhim, that owns a fovereign, though moft great, 
Sometimes in wilder groves, by chariots drawal 

They view the noble ftag and tripping fawn. 

On Hyde-park’s circles if you chance to gaze, 

‘The lights revolving ftrike you with amaze. : 
To Bath and Tunbridge they fometimes retgeaty 

With waters to difpel the parching heat’: - 

But youth with reafon there may oft admire 

That which may raife in him a nobler fires 

Till the kind Fair relieves what he endures, 

Caus’d at that water which all others cures. 
Sometimes at marriage-rites you may efpy 

Their charms protected by a mother’s eye, 

Where to bleft mufic they in dances move, 

With innocence and grace commanding love. 

But yearly when that folemn night returns, 

When grateful incenfe on the altar burns, 

For clofing the moft glorious day e’er feen, 

That fir gave light to happy Britain’s queen ; 
* Pri * Dean 

greatly adbsired these hee arden, “Ther we ne Ques 

by King William from Lord Chancellor Finch, were en= 

larged by Queen Mary, and improved by Queen Anne, 

who was fo pleafed with the place, that the frequently fup= 
d dusing the femmer in the green-houfe. ducen Caro- 


ine extended the gardens to their prefent fize, three milos 
and a half in compafe. 
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"Then is the time for noble youth to try 

"To make his choice with a judicious cye. 

Not truth of foreign realms, not fables told 

Of nymphs ador'd, and goddefles of old, 

Equal thofe beauties who that circle frame 3 

A fubjeé fit for never-dying fame; {thrown, 
Whofe gold, pearl, diamonds, all around them 
Yet fill can add no luftre to their own. 

But when their gucen does to the fenate go, 
‘And they make up the grandeur of the fhew, 
Then guard your hearts, ye makers of our laws, 
For fear the judge be fore’d to plead his caufe; 
Left the fubmifive part fhould fall to yeu, 

And they who fuppliants help be fore’d to fue. 

Then may their yielding hearts compaflion take, 

And grant your withes, for your country's fake: 

Eafe to their beauties’ wounds may goodnefs give; 

And, fince you make all happy. lec you live. 

“Sometimes thefe beauties on Newmarket plains, 

Ruling their gentle pads with filken reins, 

Behold the conflicts of the generous fteeds, 

Sprung from true blood, and well-attefted breeds, 

There youth may juftly with difcerning eye 

‘Through riding Amazonian habit fpy ‘ 

‘That which his fwifteft courfer cannot fly. 

* At is no treacherous or baf# piece of art, 

"T’ approve the fide with which the Fair takes part: 

For equal paflion equal minds will ftrike, 

Either in commendation or diflike : 

For, when two fencers ready ftand to fight, 

Aad we're {pectators of the bloody fight, 

Qur nimble paffion Love has foon de fien'd 

‘The man to whom we matt and will be kind. 

We think the other is not fir to win: 

"This is our conqueror ere fight beg 
" ¥f danger dares approach him, how we flart ! } 





Our frighted blood runs trembling to our heart: 

le takes the wounds, but we endure the fmart. 
. And Nature by fuch inftances does prove, 

"That we fear moft for that which moft we love. 

"Therefore, if chance fhould make her faddle flide, 

Or any thing fhould flip, or be untied, 

‘Oh, think it not a too officions care 

With cagernefs to rin and help the Fair. 

We offer {mall things to the powers above: 

Tis not our merit that obtains their love. 

So when Eliza, whofe propitious days 

Revolving Heaven does fem again to raife, 

‘Whole ruling genius fhew'd a maiter-froke 

In every thing fhe did, and all the fpoke, 

‘Was ftepping o’cr a paflage, which the rain 

Had fill'd, and feem'd as ftepping back again, 

Young Raleigh fcorn’d to fee his queen retreat, 

And threw his velvet cloak beneath her feet. 

"The queen approv'd the thought, and made him 

great *. 

Mark whet the queen her thanks divine would 
Midft acclamations, that the dong may live; [give 
‘To whom kind Heaven the blefiing has beftow’d, 
To let her arms fucceed for Europe's good ; 

No tyranny throughout the triumph reigns, 
‘Nor are the captives dragg’d with ponderous 
chains; 

© Sir Walter Raleigh ix well known to have been Indebt- 
el to this little mark of gallantry for his rife at court. 
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But all declare the Britith fubje@s’ eafe, 

And that their war is for their ncighbours’ peactia,, 

‘Then, whilft the pomp of majefty proceeds 

With ftately fleps, and eight well-chalr steeds, 

From every palace beauties may be feen, 

That will acknowledge none but her for Queen. 

Then, if kind chance a lovely maid has thrown 

Next to a youth with graces like her own, 

Much fhe would Jearn, and many queftions afk : 

‘The anfwers are the lover’s pleafing tafk. 

Ys that the man who madc the French to fly? 

« What place is Blenheim ? is the Danube nigh ? 

“ Where was't that he with fword victorious 
€ fhood, (food ? 

“ And made their trembling {quadrons choofe the 

“What is the gold adorns this royal fate? 

[5 it not hammer'd all from Vigo’s plate? 

“ Don’t it require a moft prodigious care 

“© To manage treafures in the height of war? 

“ Mott he not be of calmett truth poffett, 

“ Prefides o’er councils of the royal breaft ? 

“ Sea-fights are furely difmal fcencs 0 war! 

“ Pray, Sir, were ever you at Gibraltar? 

Has not the emperor goc fome envoy here? 


i 
“ Won't Danith, Swedifh, Pruffian lords ap- 


“ pear? 
“ Who reprefents the line of Hanover? 
Don't the States General affift them all? 
“ Should we not be in danger if they fall? 
« if Savoy's duke and prince Eugene could meet 
folemuity, ‘twould be complete. 
aad i: you that Barcelona could have ftood 
« Without the hazard of our nobleft blood? 
“ At Ramilics what enfigns did you get? 
& Pid many towne in Flanders then fubmit? 
© “Was it the conqucror’s bufinefs to deftroy, 
Or was he met by all of them with joy? 
« Qh, could my with but fame eternal give, 
“© "Yhe laurel on thofe brows fhould ever five !” 
The Britith worth in nothing necd defpair, 
When it has fuch affiftance from the Fair. 
As Virrue merits, it expects regard 5 
‘And Valour fics, where Beauty's the reward, 
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PART IL 


Tw love affairs the theatre has part, 

That wife and moft infru@ing fcene of art, 
Where Vice is punith’d with a jult reward, 

And Virtue meets with fuitable segard 5 

Where muteal Love and Friendfhip find con't 





But treacherous Infilence is hifs’d with feorn, 
Ard Love’s unlawful wiles in torment burn. 
This without biuthes whilft a virgin fees, ‘ 





Upon feme brave fpectator Love may feize, 
Who, till fee fends it, never can have cafe, 
As things that were the beft at firft, 
By their corruption grow the work; 
The modern ftage takes liberties 
Unfeen by our forefathers’ eyes. 
‘As becs from hive, from mole-hill ants; 
So fwarm the fematzs and gallants, 
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All crowding to the comedy, 
¥Fne to be feen, and not to fee. 
But, “hough thefe females are te blame, 
Yet ftili ev have fome native fhame : 
‘They ali are fitenc till they’re afk’d 
And ev’p their impudence is matk’d: 
For. Naturé would be modeft fill, 
And there’s reluétancy in will. 

Sporting and plays had harmlefs been, 
And might by any one be feen, 
Till Romulus began to {poil them, 
‘Who kept a palace, call’d Afylum ; 
‘Where baftards, pimps, and thieves, and pan- 

dars, 

‘Were lifted all to be commanders. 
But then the rafcals were fo poor, 
They could not change a rogue for whore; 
And neighbouring jades refolv'd to tarry, 
Rather than with,fuch ferubs they'd marry. 
But, for to cheat them, and be wiv'd, 
They knavifhly a farce contriv’d. 
No gilded pillars there were feen, 
Nor was the cloth they tred on green. 
No ghofts came from the cellar crying, 
Nor angels from the garret flying. 
"Lhe houfe was made of flicks and buthes, 
And all the floor was ftrew'd with rathes: 
The feats were rais'd with eurf and fads, 
‘Whence heroes might be view’d, and gods, 
Paris and Helen was the play, 
And how both of them ran away. 
Romulus bade his varlets go 
Invite the Sabines to his thew, 
Unto this opera no rate is: 
‘They all were free to come in gratis = 
And they, as girls will feldom mifs 
A merry meeting, came to this 
There was much withing, fighing. thinking, 
Noe without whifpering, and winking. 
‘Their pipes had then no fhaking touch : 
‘Their fong and dance were like the Dutch : 
‘The whole performance was by men, 
Becaufe they had no euruchs then. 
But, whilit the mufic britkly play’d, 2 











Romulus at his cue difplay’d 

The fign for cach man to his maid, 

“ Huzza!” they cry; then feize: fome trem- 

ble 

Tn reat fa, though moft diff.mble. 

Some are attempting an efcape, 

And others fottly cry, “ A rape!” 

While fome baw] out, “ That they had rather 

“Than twenty pound lofe an old father.” 
Some lock extremely pale, and others red, 
Some with they’d ne’er been born, or now 

were dead, 

And others fairly with themfelves a-bed. 

Some rant, tear, run; whilit fome fit ftill, 
To,thew they're ravith’d much againft their will. 

‘Thus Rome began; and now at laft, 

After fo many ages paft, 

‘Their rapes and lewdnefs without Shame ; 

“Eheir vice and viliainy’s the fame, 
MH be their fate who would corrupt the tage, 
And spoil the true corrector of the age | 


PART in 


Now fearn thofe arts which teach you to obtain 

Th: fe beauties which you fee divinely reign. : 
The ugh they by nature are tranfcendent bright, * 

And would be feen ev'n throngh the gloout 108: 

night; gear 2 

Yet they thee greateft luftre ftill difplay, 

In the meridian pitch of calmeft day. 

"Tis then we purple view, ard coftly gem, 

And with more admiration geze on them. 

Faults feck the dark; they who by moun light woo, 

May find their fair-one as inconftant too. i 
When modefty fupported is by truth, 

There is a boldnefs that becomes your youth, 

In gentle fcunds difcl fe a lover’s care, 

Tis better than your fighing and defpair. 

Birds may abhor their groves, the flocks the plain, 

The hare grown boid may face the dogs again, 

When beauty don’t in virtuc’s arms rejoice, 

Since harmony in love is Nature's voice. 

But harden’d impudence fometimes will try 

At things which juftice cannot but deny, 

Then, what that tays is infolence and pride, 

1s prudence, with firm honour for its guide, 
he lady's counfels often are betray’d 

By tiufting fecrets to a fervile maid, 

The whole intrigues of whole infidious brain 

Are bafe, and only rerminate in gain, 

Let them take care of too diffufive mirth ; 

Sufpicious thence, and thence attempts, take births : 

Had Ilium been with gravity employ’d, * 3 

By Simon's craft it had not been destroy’d, 

A vulgar air, mean fongs, and free difcourfe, i 





With fly infinuations, may prove worfe 
To cender females than the Projan horfe, 
Take care how you from virtue ftray ¢ 

For fcandal fullows the fame way, 

And more than truth it will devife. 

Old puets did delight in lies, 

Which modern ones now call furprife. 

some fay that Myrrha lov’d her father, 

‘That Byblis lik’d her brother rather. 

And in fuch tales old Greece did glory : 

Amongit the which, pray take this ftory. 

Crete was an ifle, whofe fruitful nations 

Swarm’d with an hundred corporations, 

And there upon Mount Ida ftood 

A venerable fpacious wood, 

Within whofe centre was a grove 

Immortaliz’d by birth of Jove : 

In vales below a bull was fed, 

Whom all the kine obey’d as head; 
Betwixt his horns a tuft of black did grow, 
But all the reft of him was driven fnow. 

(Our tale to truth does not confine us.) 

At the fame time one Juftiee Minos, 

‘That liv’d hard by, was married lately ; 

And, that his bride might fhow more ftately, 

‘When through her pedigree he rua, 

Found the was daughter to the Sua, 

He: name Pafiphaé was hight, 

And, as her father, fhe was bright, 


ald 

“This lady took up an odd fancy, 

‘hat with this bull fhe fain would dance ye. 
Shew'd mow him prafs, and cue him boughs, 
On which his fatelinefs might browfe. 
4whilft thus fhe hedges breaks and climsb, 
Suré Minos meft have happy times! 
She never car’d for going fine, 
She'd rather trudge among the kine. 
Then at her toilet the would fay, 
Methinks I look éizarre to day. 

* Sure my glafs lies, I’m not fo fair: 
« Qh, were this face o’ergrown with hair! 
« J never was for top knots born; 
« My favourites fhould each be horn. 
« But now I'm liker to a fow, 
« "Than, what I with to be, a cow— 
What would I give that I could lough! 

«. My bull-y cares for none of thofe 

"That are afraid to {poil their clothes = 

” 4 Did he but love me, he'd not fail 

* To take me with my draggle- tail.” 

Then tears would fall, and then she'd run, 

‘As would the devil upen Dun 

When fhe fome handfome cow did Spy, 

She'd fean her form with jealous eye; 

Say; “* How fhe fritks it o'er the plain, 

Runs on, and then turns back again‘ 

4 She feems a bear refolv’d to prance, 

“ Or a fhe-afs that tries to dance. 

« Yn vain fhe thinks herfelf fo fine : 

« She can’t pleafe buil-y ; for his mine. 

_« But ’tis revenge alone affuages 
+o My envy when the paffion rages. 

« Here, rafcal, quickly yoke that cow, 

« And fee the fhrivel’d carrion plough, 
But fecond counfel’s bet : the dics : 

« P{L make immediate facrifice, 

And with the victim feaft my eycs. 

«© "Pig thus my rivals UI remove 

«© Who interpofe 'twixt me and what I love. 
« To in Egypt’s worhhip’d now, 

« gince Jove transform’d her to 2 cow. 

«¢ *Fwas on 2 bull Europa came 

« To that bef land which bears her name. 
Who knows what fate’s ordain’d for me 
‘The languifhing Pafiphae, § 

« Had 1 bull as kind as the ‘” 

‘When madnefs rages with unufeal fire, 
°Tis not in Nature's power to quench defire ; 
‘Then vice transforms man’s reafon into beatt, 
And fo the monfter’s made the poet’s jeft. 


wens 
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PART IV. 


Ler youth avoid the noxious heat of wine: 
Bacchus to Cupid bears an ill defign. 

The grape, when featter’d on the wings of love, 
So clogs the down, the feathers cannot move, 
"The boy, who otherwife would fleeting ftray, 
Reels, trembles, lies, and is enfore’d to flay. 
‘Then courage rifes, when the fpirit’s fir'd, 

‘And rages to poffels the thing defir’d : 

Care vanishes throngh the exalted blocd, 

And forrow paifes in the purple flood ; 
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Laughter proceeds; nor can he want a foul, 
Whofe thoughts in fancied heaps of plenty ¢-¥ 
Uncommon freedom lets the lips impart - 
Plain fimple truth from ¢ diffemb'--, acart. 
‘Then to fome wanton paffion he muft run, 
Which his difcreeter hours would gladly fhun; 
Where he the time in thoughtlefs enfe may pass 
And write his didict-doux upon the glafs ; 

Whilfl finking eyes with languifhment profefs 
Follies his tongue refufes to confefs. 

‘Then his good-nature will take t’ other fup, 

If fhe’ll firft kifs, chat he may kifs the cup. 

‘Then fomething nice and coftly he could eat, : 
Suppofing ftill that fhe will carve the meat. 

But, if a brother or a hufband’s by, 

‘Whom the ill-natur'd world may call 2 fpy, 

He thinks it not below him to pretend 

The open-heartendnefa of a true friends 

Gives him refpect furpalfing his degree: 

The perfon that is meant by all is foe. 

*Tis thought the fafeft way to hide a paffion, 

And theretore call’d the friendihip now in fafhion. 
By fecret figns and enigmatic ftealth, 

She is the toaft belongs to every health : 

And all the lover’s bufinefs is to keep 

His thoughts from anger, and his eyes from fleep = 
He'll laugh ye, dance ye, fing ye, vault, look 
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And rufile all the tadies in his play. 
But fill the geatleman’s extremely fine; 
"rhere’s nothing apifh in him but the wine. 
Many a mortal has been bit 
By marrying in a drunken fit. 
‘Yo lay the matter plain before ye, 
Pray hearken whilft J tell my ftory. 
It happen'd about break of day 
Gnoffis‘a girl had loft her way, 
And wander’d up and down the Strand, 
Whercabouts now York Buildings ftand ; 
Aud half awak’d the roar’d as bad 
As if the really had been mad; 
Unlac’d her bodlice, and her gown 
And petticoats hung dangling down : 
Her thoes were flipt, her ancles bare, 
And all around her flew her yellow hair, 
Oh, cruel Thefeus! can you go, 
And leave your litte Gnoflis fo? 
You in your full’ did promife carriage, 
And gave me proofs of future marriage 5 
But then faft night away did creep, 
And bafely left me faft afleep. 
Then the is falling in a fit: 
But don’t grow uglier one bit. 
‘The flood of tears rather fupplics 
‘The native rhcum about her eycs. 
"The bubbies then are beat again = 
Women in paffion feel no pain. 
What will become of me? oh, what 
Will come of me! oh, tell me that! 
Bacco was drawer at the Sun, 
And had his belly Jike his tun = 
Yor blubber-lips and cheeks all bloated, 
And frizzled pate, the youth was noted. 
He, as his cuftom was, got drunk, 
And then went firolling for a punk. 
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inks and lanterns, ’caufe twas dark yet, 
He p. from Covent-Garden market : 
‘Then his t-captives were the waits, 
Whe play'd, left he fhould break their pates, 
But, as along in ftate he paffes, 
He met a fellow driving affes : 
For there are feveral folks whofe trade is 
‘To milk them for confumptive ladies. 
Nothing would ferve but get aftride, 
And the old bell-man too mutt ride. 
‘What with their hooting fhouting yell, 
"he fcene had fomething in ’t of hell. 
And who fhould all this rabble meet, 
But Gnofly drabbling in the ftreet ? 
The fright deftroy’d her {peech and colour, 
And all remembrance of her feuller, 
Her condu& thrice bade her be flying: 
Her fears thrice hinder’d her from trying. 
Like bullrufhes on fide of brook, 
‘Or afpin leaves, her joiuts all fhook. 
Bacco ery’d out, “ I’m come, my dear; 
* PI foon difperfe all thoughts of fear : 
“ Nothing but joys fhall revel here.” 
‘Then, hogging her in brawny arm, 
Protefted, “ She fhould have no harm: 
“ Bat rather would aflure her, he 
* Rejoic'd in opportunity 
Of meeting fuch a onc as fhe : 
And that, encircled all around 
* With glafs and candles mony a pound, 
© She fhould with bells command the bar, 
* And call her rooms, Sun, Moon, and Star : 
“ That the good company were met, 
And fhould not want a wedding-treat.” 

In fhort, they married, and both made ye, 
He a tree landlord, fhe a kind landlady. 

‘The Spartan lords their villains would invite 
‘To an excels of drink in children’s fight. 
‘he parent thus their innocence would fave, 
And to the load of wine condemn the ilave, 
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PART V. 


Tur feafon muft be mark’d for nice addre 

A grant ill-tim’d will make the favour 

Not the wife gardener more dilcretion nec 

‘To manage tender plants and hopeful feeds, 

‘To know when rain, when warmth, muft guard } 
his flowers, {hours. 

Than lovers do to watch their moft aufpicious 

As the judicious pilot views from far 

The influences of each rifing flar, 

Where figns of future calms or ftorms appear, 

When fitting to be bold, and when to fear; 

So love’s attendant by long art deferies 

‘The rife of growing paflion from the eyes. 

Love has its feftival as well as faft, 

Nor does its carnival for ever laf. 

‘What was a vilit, now is to intrude ; 

‘Whiat’s civil now, to-morrow will be rude. 

Smail figns denote great things: the happy man 

‘That can retrieve a glove, or falling fan, 

‘With grateful joy the benefit receives, 

Whilft with defponding care his rival grieves. 
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Whene’er it may feem proper fou fhould write, 
Let Ovid the prevailing words indite : 

By Scrope*, by Duke, by Mulgrave, then be’ 
taught, 

And Dryden’s equa} numbers ture your thought. 

Submiffive voice and words do beft agree 

‘To their hard fortune who muft fuppliants be. 

It was by-fpeech like: this great Priam won . 

Achilles’ foul, and fa obtain’d his fon. 

Hope is an ufeful goddefs in your cafe, . 

And will increafe your fpeed in Cupia’s race. 

Though in its promifes it fail fometimes, 

Yet with frefh refolution fill it climbs. 

Though mich is loft at play ; yet Hope at laft 

Drives on, and meets with fome fuccefsful caft. 

Why then make hafte ; on paper ting’d with gold, 

By quill of dove, thy love-fick tale unfold, 

Move fprightly, knowing ’tis for life you path : 

Your letter will not, though yourfelf might blufh: 

Tis no ignoble maxim 4 would teach 

‘The Britith youth—to ftady rules of fpeech : 

‘That governs cities, that enacts our laws, 

Gives fecret ftrength to juftice in a caufe, 

To that the crowd, the judge, the fenate, yield: 

’Gainit that ev’a beauty can't maintain the field. 

Conceal your art, and let your words appear 

Common, not vulgar; net too plain, though clear, 

Shew not your eloquence at the firft fight ; 

But from your fhade rife by degrees of light. 

Drefs thoughts as if love's filence firft were broke, 

And wounded heart with trembling paifion fpoke. 
Suppofe that your firft letter is fent back ; 

Yet the may yield upon the next attack. 

If not; by art adiamond rough in hue 

Shall brighten up all glorious to the view. 

Soft watcr drops the marble will deftroy, 

And ten years’ fiege prove conqueror of Troy. 

Suppofe fh’has read, but then no anfwer gave: 
It is fuflicient fhe admits her flave. 

Write on; for time the freedom may obtain 
Of having mutual Jove fent back again, 

Perhaps fhe writes, but ‘tis to bid you ceafe, : 
And that your lines but difcompofe her peace. 
"Phis is a ftratagem of Cupid’s war: 

She'd, like a Parthian, wound: you from afar, 
And by this are your conftancy would try: 
She’s neareft much when feeming thus to fly. 
Purtue the fair difdain through every place. 
‘That with her prefence fhe vouchfafes to grace. 
If to the play the goes, be there, and fee 
How love rewarded makes the comedy, 

Fly to the park, if thither the’d retire; 
Perhaps fome gentle breeze may fan the fire, 
But if to court, then follow, where you'll find 
Majeftic truth with facred Hymen join'd, 

It isin vain fome fludy to profeis 

Their inciination by too nice a drefs, 

As not content with manly cleanlinefs. 

Mien, fhape, or manner, no addition needs: 
‘There’s fomething carelefs that all ast exceeds. 
Adonis from his lonely folitudes, 

Rough Thefeus landing from the briny floods, 
Hippolitus frefh hunting from the woods, 


5 
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(® Sir Car Sctope, 
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O’er heroines of race divine prevail’d, 
Where powder’d wig and fnuff-box might have 
fail’d. 
No youth that’s wife will to his figure truft, 
Asif fo fine to be accofted fiitt. 
Diftrefs mutt afk, and gratefully receive + 
Tis heaven and beauty's honour, they can give. 
‘There’s fome have thought that looking pale and 
wan, 
‘With a fubmiffion that is lefs than man, 
Might gain their end ; but funk in the attempt, 
And found, that which thev merited, contempt. 
Gain but admittance, half your ftory’s told : 
‘There's nothing then remains but to be hold. 
‘Venus and Fortune will affift your claim; 
And Cupid dart the breaft at which you aim, 
No need of ftudied {peech, or fkilful rules : 
Love has an eloquence beyond the fchools ; 
Where fofteft words and accents will be found 
All flowing in, to form the charming found, 
Of her you love bright images you'll raife ; 
When juft, they are not flattery, but praife. 
What can be faid too much of what is goed, 
Since an immortal fame is vittue’s food ? 
For nine years’ fpace Egypt had fruitlefs ftood, 
Without the aid of Nile’s prolific flood ; 
Then Thrafius faid, “ That bleffing to regain, 
The gods require a firanger fhould be flain.” 
“ Be thou the man,” (the fierce Bufiris cries :) 
Vf make th’ advifer hiv own facrifice ; 
“ Nor can he blame the voice by which he dies,” 
Perillus, firft and laft of’s trade, 
For Phalaris a bull had made : 
‘With fire beneath, and water hot, 
He put the brafier in the pot, 
And gave him, like an honeft fellow, 
Precedence in his bull to bellow, 
The tyrants both did right : No law more jut 
Than, “ He that thirks of ill, fhould feel it firft.” 
Curft be their arts, unftudied be their trade, 
Who feinale truth by falfehood would invade : 
‘That can betray a friend or kintmen's naines, 
And by that covert hide unlawful Aumes : 
‘Whole eager pation finds its fure relie?, 
When terminating in another’s grief! 
Carelefs hereafter what they promife ni 
To the Holian winds commit their ve 
‘Then cite th’ example of the faithicts Jove, 
‘Who laughs, they fay, at perjury in love. 
‘They think they have a thoufaud ways to pleafe, 
‘Ten thoufand more to rob the mina of calc. 
For, as the earth in varieus birth abounds, 
Their humour dances in fantattic rounds ; 
Like Proteus, caz be lion, river, bear, 
A tree, or any thing that’s fram’d of air. 
‘Thus they lay {nares, thus they fet off their bait 
‘With all the fine allurements of deceit. 
But they, who through this courfe of mifchief run, 
“Will find that fraud is vaticus, Virtue oxk 
Achilles, a gigantic boy, 
‘Was wanted at the Gege cf Troy: 
His country's danger did requize him, 
And all the genera's did defire hin 
For difcord, you mutt krow, had throw 
An apple where ‘twas twe to cnc; 
























Bur, if a ftir was made about it, 

Two of the three muft go without it: 
And fo it was; for Paris gave * 

To Venus, who refoly'd t» have it. 

(The flory here would he too tong: 

But you may find it in the fng.) 

Venus, although not over-virtuous, 

Yet fill defigning te be courteous, 
Refolv’d to procure the varlet 

A flaming and triumphant herlet ; 

Firft ftol’n by one fhe would not ftay with, 

Then married to be run away with. 

Her Paris carried to his mother ; 

And thence in Greece arofe that pother, 

Of which old Homer, Virgil, Dante, 

And Chaucer, make us fuch a cant. 

St was a jatt and noble caufe, 

The breach of hofpirable laws : 

‘Though done to one, vet common grief 

Made all uvite to feek relief. 

But, when they fought the country round, 
There’s no Achilles could be found. 

His mother was afraid t’have loft him, 

<\nd therefore thus the did accoft him : 

« My pretty dear, let me perfuade ye 

“ This once for to become a lady. 

« This petticoat and mantua take, 

And wear this nightrail for my fake. - 

V’ve made your knots all of the fmalleft, 

Becaufe you're fomething of the talleft. 

Vd have you never go unlac’d, 

For fear of fpoiling of your waitt. 

Now languifh on me—{corn me now=- 

Smile—frown—run—laugh-—I fee "twill do. 
You'd perfec ail you now begin, 

Only for poking out your chin.” 

Him thus inflruéted foon the fends 

To Lycomede, and there pretends 
{t was a daughter of a fricnd’s, 

Who, grown full large by country feeding, 
Was fent to her, to mend her breeding. 
Werlelf had now uo child, ner no man 
To truft but him, poor lo: woman ! 
Vhat might reward him well hereafter, 
Hf he would ule her as his daughter. 
In choice of names, as Iris, Chloe, 
Pfyche aud Phillis, the took “oe. 

‘Th’ old man receiv'd her, and expreft 
Much kindnefs for his topping gue : 
Shew'd her his girls; faid, “Whilft he'd ftay, 
“His Zoe fhould be us'd as they.” 3 
At firtt there much referv’dnels pat: 
But, when acquaintance grew at Jaft, 
They'd jeft, and every one would few 
Her works, which fle could never do. 
One faid, her fingers were mot fitting 
jor the moft fiddling work of knitting. 
Then ore her weddiag-bed would make, 
And all mutt help her for love’s fake, 

Z undreft in night-gown tawdry, 
With clumfy fii mut work embroidery ; 
Whilt others try her greafy clunches 
Wek foning currants in whole bunches, 
Bui there was one, call’d Dedamy, 

M iurufed fomething by the by, 
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= Why, Zoe may’nt we go tv bed?” 

* Soon cewan pleafe, good miftrels Ded.” 

‘The fleeting months foon rol} about ; 

‘Time came when murder all mu out, 

Zoe, for fear of the old man, 

Into the army quickly ran; 

And fav'd the flitting of his nofe, 

By timely changing of her clothes. 
Thus, whilft we glory’s didtates shun, 

Into the {nares of vice we run ; 

‘And he that fhould his country ferve, 

and beauty by his worth deferve, 

In female foftnefs wanton @ays, 

And what he fhvuld adore betrays. 


- And, fighing, thus one night fhe fuid, } 





FART VI. 


Bort now, O happy youth, thy prize is found, 
And all thy withes with fuccefs are crown'd, 
Net le Peans, when Apollo's prais'd 5 
Not trophies to victorivu» Grecians rais’d ; 
Not acclamations of exalted Rome, 
"To welcome peace with her Auguftus home; 
Can more delight a brave and generox mind, 
Than it mutt you to fee a beauty kin 
The bays to me with gratitude you'll give, 
Like Hefiud and like Homer make me live. 
‘Thus Pelops on triumphant chariot brought 
Hippodamy, with his life's danger bought. 
Thus profperous Jafon, rich with golden fleece, 
On Argos’ vocal timber fail'd to Greece, 

But ftay, fond youth; the danger is not pat : 
You're not arriv'd in port, nar anchor calt. 
From you my heart may fill more bays deferve, 
H what by me you gain’d, by me you fhatl pres 

ferve. 
Nor than the conqueft is the glory lefs, 
Yo fix the threne on that which you pofiefs. 
Now, Erata, divinett, foftet Mute, 
Wiofe name and office both do love inlufe, 
AGM my great delign: If Venus’ fon, 
‘Phat vagabond, wonld fram his mother run, 
And then, with foaring wings acd body hghr, 
Through the vaft world’s extent would take his 
flight 5 
By artful bonds tet me fecure his ftay, 
And make his univerfal power obcy. 
Whilft T my art would thus improve, 
‘And fondly though to fhackle love, 
"wo neighbours that were Randing by, ¢ 












‘Tormented both with jcaloufy, 
‘Yold me it was in vain to try. 
When one began his tale, as thus: 
& Perhaps you've heard of Derdales, 
“ When Minos would have made him flay, 
“ How through the clouds he found his wey. 
He wasa workman wile and good, 
Building was what he underflood. 
© Like to the honfe where we act plays, + 
Hie made atusning winding maze, 
Fitting to harbour aGsof fin, 
® And put a whore and battare in, 






| 


© Pye done your work ; and now my truft is, 
Good Sir, that you will do me juftice. 

’ Tis true { bicher fled for mucther 5 

Let my misfortunes go no further ; 

Some end all punifhmente fhould have, 
Birth to the wretch my country gave > t 
Let it afford me now a grave. 

Difmifs my fon ; at leaft, if rather 

You'd keep the boy, difmifs his father. 
‘This he might fay, and more, or fo ; 

But Minos would not let him go. 

At this he was enrag’d, and cried, 

It is in danger wit istried : 

Mins pofledfes earth and fea ; 

‘The iky and fire are left for me. 

Pardon my fond attempt, great Jove, 

Ki L approach your feats above. 

Itis neceflity chat draws 

A new-invented rule for nature’s laws. 

“ Thus he began: Full many a feather 
With twine of thread he ftitch’d together ¢ 
(Abundance more than are enough 

‘To make your wife and mine a muff.) 
Thus he frames wings, and nothing lacks 
To fix the whole, but melted wax : 

That was the work of the young boy, 
Pleas’d at the fancy of the toy; 

Not gueffing, ere he was much older, 

He fhould have one upon each fhoulder. 
‘To whom his father: Here’s the thip 

By which we mnft from Minos flip. 
Child, follow me, juft as I fly on, 

And keep your eye fix’d on Orion 

Vil be your guide; and never fear, 
Conducted by a father’s care. 

‘The Virgin and Bootes fhun, 

Take heed left you approach the fun ; 
His flaming influence will be felt, 

And the diffufive wax will melt. 

The fea by rifing fogs difcover; 

O'er that, be fure, you never hover: 

Ie would he difficuit to drag 

Your wetted pinions, thould they flag. 
Between them both-the iky is fair, 

No winds or hurricanes are there, 

Bur you may fan the flecting air, 

«© Thus fpeaking, he with whipcord-frings 
Faftens, and then extends, the wings: £ 
And, when the youth's completely dref&, 
Juft as the cagle from her neft 

‘By gentle flights her eaglet tries 

To dare the jun, and mount the fies; 
The father fo his boy prepares, 

Not without kif's and falling tears. 


“tna large plain, a rifling height 


Give fome afliftance to their flight. 

With a quick {pring and fluttering noife, 
They i the thy their bodies poife. 

Back on his fon the father looks, 

Praifing his fwilt and even ftrokes, : 
Now dreadlé(s, with bold art fupplied, 

He does on airy billows ride, 

And foar with an ambitious pride. i 
Mortals, who by the limpid flood 

With patient angle long have flood, 


és 


Oa the fmooth water's fhining face 

See the amazing creatures pafs, 

* Look up aftonifh’d, whilft the reed 

Drops from the hand whofe fenfe is dead. 
 Roll’d by the wind’s impetuous hatte . 
* They Samos now and Naxos paft, 


» © Paros, and Delos bleft abode 


* And parent of the Clarian God: 
 Lebinthus on their right hand lies, 

© And {weet Calydne’s groves arile, 

“ And fam’d Aftypalza’s fens 

Breed fhoals of fith in owzy dens: 

‘When the unwary boy, whofe growing years 
“ Ne’er knew the worth of cautious fears, 
Mounts an xthereal hill, whence he might {py 
The Jofty regions of a brighter fy ; 

** Par from his father’s call and aid 

“ His wings in glittering fire difplay'd, 

& Whofe ambient heat their plume involves, 
“ And all their liquid bands diiTolves. 

* He fees his loofen'd pinions drop; 

* Qn naked arms lies all his hope. 

From the vaft concave precipice he finds 

A fwitt deftruction, finking with the winds. 
* Beneath him lies a gaping deep, 

“ Whofe womb is equally as fteep. 

“ Then, “ Father! father :’" he'd have cried: 
© Tempefts the trembling founds divide, 

« Whilft difmal fear contraéts his breath, 

« And the rough wave completes his death. 


My fon! my fon!” long might the father cry: 


There is no track to feck him in the tky. 
“ By floating wings his body found 
* Js cover'd with the neighbouring ground. 
His art, though not fuccefsful, has its fame, 
And the Icarian feas preferve his name.” 
If men from Minos could efcape, 
And into birds transform their fhape, 
And there was nothing that could huld them, 
Provided feathers might be fold them, 
The thought from madnefs furely fprings 
‘To fix a god that’s born with wings. 
Quoth t’other man, “ Sir, if you'll tarry, 
T'll tell youa tale of my boy Harry, 
‘Would make a man afraid to marry. 
“ This boy does oft from paper white 
“ In miniature produce a kite. 
With tender hands the wood he bends, 
On which the body he extends : 
Pafte made of flour with water mix’d 
“ Is the cement by which "tis fix'd: 
“ ‘Then {ciffars from the maid he'll borrow, 
« With promife of return to-morrow. 
“ With thofe he paper nicely cuts, 
« Which on the fides for wings he puts. 
« The tail, that’s an effentiul part, 
© He manages with equal art; 
« ‘With paper fhreds at diftance tied, 
«Ag not too near, nor yet tua wide, 
* Which he to fitting length extends, 
« ‘Tili with a-tuft the fabric ends. 
Next packthread of the eveneft twine, 
* Or fometimes filk, he’ll co it join, 
«< Which, by the guidance of his hand, 
# Its rife or downfall may command, 


« 


“ 


THE WORKS OF KING. 


* Or carry meifengets to fee 
© If all above in order be. 


Then wanton zephyrs fan it till 


‘oe , + [tkies. 
And through zthereal rills ploughs up the azure 
* Sometimes in filent fhade of night 

He'll make it thine with wondraus light 

« By lantern with tranfparent folds, 

“ Which flaming wax in fafety holds. 

This glittering with myflerious rays, 

Does ail the neighbourhood amaze, 

“ ‘Then comes the conjuror o’ th’ place, 

“ With legs afquint and crooked face, 

Who with his {pying-pole from far 
Pronounces it a blazing far; 

That wheat fhall full, and oats be dear, 

And barley shall not fpring that year; 

That murrain fhall infec all kine, 

And meaifles will deftroy the {wine : 

That fair maids’ fweethearts fall full dead 
Before they lofe their maideuhead, : 
And widows fhall be forc’d to tarry 

A month at Jeaft before they marry. 

But, whilit the fool bis thought enjc 
The whole contrivance was my boy’ 
Now, mark me, ’twas from fuch-like things 
‘he poets fram'd our Cupid's wings. 


“ 


« 






if a child’s nature thus can foar, 

And all this lies within his power, 
His mother furely can do more. 

Pray tel} me what is to be done, 

Hf the’li with cuckold-makers run, 

No watchful care of jealous cye 

Can hinder, if efcape fhe’ll try 5 

« The kite will to her carrion fly.” 
Where native modefty the mind fecures, 


“ 


“ 


« 


“ 


The hufband has no need of locks and doors; 
The fpecious comet, fram'd by Jealouly, 
Will prove delufion all, and all a lic. 





PART VIL 


Nor all the herbs by fage Medca found, 

Not Marfan drugs, though mixt with magic found, 
Not philtres ftudied by 'Theilalian art, 

Can fix the mind, aud couftancy impart, 

Could thefe prevail, Jafon had felt their charms ; 
Ulyffes {Lill had dicd in Circe’s arms. . 
Continue lovely, if you'll be belov'd : 

Virtue from Virtue’s bands is ne’er remov'd. 

Like Nireus beautiful, like Hylas gay; 

By time the blooming outfide will decay. 

See Hyacinth again of form bereft, 

And only therns upon the rofe-tree left. 

Then lay up flores of learcing and of wit, 

Whole fame fhall feorn the Acherontic pit, 

And, whilft thofe tleeting thadows vainly fy, 
Adorn the better part which cannot dic. 


Ulyffes had no magic in his face ; 


But then his eloquence had charming grace, 

Such as could force itfelf to be believ'd, 

‘and ail the watery goddeffes deceiv’d ; 

‘To whom Calypfo from her widow’d fhore 

Sends him thefe fighs, which furious tempefts bare, 
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® Your palfage often I by artdelay’d, 

(Ablig'd you more# the’nioe to be hetray’d’ 

“ Here you have often on this rolliag fand 

“© Defcrib’dageur fcene of war with fender wand, 
Here’s Troy, and this circumference its walis: , 
_ © Here Simois gently im the occan falls : 

« Here lies my camp: thefe are the fpacious fields 

« Where to this fivord the crafry Dolon yields. 

_€ This of Sithonian Rhefus is the tent — t 
On with the pleafing tale your language went, , 
When a tenth wave did with one flath deftroy 
The platform of imagivary Troy. 
By fear like this T would enforce your ftay, ~ 
To fee what names the waters tofs’d away. | 
I took you caft up helplefs by the fea: 
Thoufands of happy hours you pafs’d with me; >. 
No mention made of old Penelope. “°° - 
On adamant our wrongs we all engrave, 
But write our benefits upon the wave. i 
Why then be gone, the feas uncertain truft ; 
As I found you, fo may you find them juf. 
Dying Calypfo mutt be left behind, . 
And all your vows be wafted with the wind.” 
Fond are the hopes he fhould be conftant now, 
Who to his tendercift part had broke his vow. : 
»'By artful charms the miftrefs ftrives in vain“ r 


« 


“ 
« 


‘The toofe inconRant wanderer to gain: 
Shame is hee entrance, and her end is pain. 


ee 


PART ‘vit, 


Ywouccenct foon takes witha noble mind : 
Who can be harfh, that fees another kind ? 
Mott times the greateft art is to comply 
In granting that which juftice might deny.:” 

‘We form our tender plants by foft degrees, 

And from a warping ftem raife flately trees. 

‘To cut th’ oppofing waves, we ftrive in vain; ; 





But, if we rife with them, and fall again, 
"The with'd-for land with eafe we may attain: 
Such complaifance will a rough humour bend, 
And yielding to one failure fave a friend. "' 
Mildnefs and temper have a force divine, 
‘To make ev'n paflion with their nature join. 
‘The hawk we hate, as living {till in arms, 
And wolves affidvous in the fhepherd’s harms. * 
‘The fociable fwailow has no fears: 
Upon our towers the dove her neft prepares; 
And both of them live free from human fnares, 
Far from loud rage and’ echoing noife of fights,” 
‘The foftett Love in gentle found delights. 
Smooth mirth, bright fmiles, ‘calm peace, and flow- 
~ ing joy, 
* Are the companiéns of the Paphian boy: 
Such as when Hymen firft his mantle fpread * = 
All o’er the facred down which made the bridal 
bed. 
‘Thefe blandifhments keep love upon the wing, * 
His prefence frefb, and always in the fprings' * 
‘This makes a profyect-cndlefs te the view, =) 7 
‘With light that rifes fill, and fill is new 5°“? * 
At your appréach, find every thing ferene, + ” 
Like Paphos honour’d by the Cyprian queeny. * 
Nou Vi : # 
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Who brings along her daughter harmony. , 3 
With mufes {priing from Jove. and graces three. 
Birds thot by you, fith by your angle caughe,_ 
The golden apples from Hefperia brought, 
‘The bluthing peach, the fragrant nectareeris, 

Laid in frefh beds of flowers and fcented greens, 
Fair lilies lrew’d with blocdy mulberries, 

Or grapes whofe juice made Bacchus reach the fhiesy 
May oftentimes a grateful prefent make, ~ 
Not for the value, but the giver’s fake. 

Perhaps fhe may at vacant hours perufe 
The happy product of your cafy mule. 

Far from intrigue and fcondal be your verfe 3” 
But praife of virgin-modefty rehearle ; . 
Maufolus by his confort deified ; — 

How. for Admetus bleft Alcestis died. 

Since Overbury’s “ wife *,”" no poets feem 
T’ have chofe a wifer or a nobler theme. 

You'd help a neighbour, would a friend prefer 

Pardon a fervant, let all come from her, 

Thus what you grant, if fhe muft recommend, 

*Twill make a mutual gift and double friend. 

So, when pale Want is craving at the door, 

‘We fend our favovrite fon to help the poor, 
Pleas’d Phi their grateful prayers that hé.may 
H ive, : ‘ 
And find what heavenly pleafure ’tis to give. ° , 
Praife all her actions, think her drefs is fine 5 
Embroidesies with gold, pearl, diamonds, join; 
Your wealth does beft, when plac’d on beauty, 

Shine, +" : es 

If the fh tabby waves éncircled be, 

‘Think Amphytrite rifes from the fea; 

If by her the purpureal velvet’s worn, 
‘Think that the rifes like the bluth of morn; 

And, when her filks afar from Indus come, 
‘Wrought in Chinefe or in the Perfian loom, 

‘Think that fhe then like Pallas is array’d, 

By whofe myfterious art the wheel was made; 
Bach day admire her different graceful air, ~ 
¥n which the winds her bright and flowing hair: 
With her, when dancing, let your genius fly ; 
AWben in her fong the ncte expires, then dies", 

‘ ‘Win the autumn, when the wafting year 
Its plenty thews, that foon mutt difappear; | 

When {welling grape and peach, with lovely 
: hue, % a SU : 
‘And pear ad apple, freth with fragrant dew, 
‘By tempting look and tafte perhaps invite 
That which we feldom rule, our appetite; 

‘When noxious heat and fudden cold divides 
‘The time o’er which bale influence prefidess” 

Her feverifh blood fhould pulfe unufual find, 

Or vaporous damps of fplcen fhould fiak her mind;’’ 
“Then is the time to fhew a lover's cares: 
iSometimes enlarge her hopes, contract her fears; 
Give the falobrious draughts with your own hand; 
Perfvafion has the force of acommand.“ * 
Warch, and attend; then your reward will prove, 
When fhe recovers, full‘increafe of love. "ope 

_ Far from this love js haughty pride, 
Which ancient fables beft deride ; ae 

“ # This prem, fuppofed to have been written for is 
frien the Far! of Sumerfet, is printed with his chara@ers, 
“Sc. abd had gone through fixteen editians in16 30°. 

Fog. 
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‘Women imperious, void of fhame, 
And catelefé of their lever’s fame, 
‘Who of tyrannic follies boat, 
‘Tormenting him that loves them moft; 
When Hercules, by labours done, 
Hiad prov'd himfelf to be Jove’s fon, 
By peace which he to earth had given, 
Deferv'd to have his reft in heaven, 
Envy, that ftrives to be unjuft, - 
Refolv'd to mortify him firft ; 
And, that he fhould enamour’d be 
Of a proud jilt call’d Omphale, 
‘Who fhould his herofhip expofe 
By {pinning hemp in women’s clothes, 
‘Her mind fhe did vouchfafe one day 
‘Thus to her lover to difplay : : sn 
Come quickly, Sir, off with this fkin: 
* ‘Think you Pll Jet a tanner in? 
* Y€ you of tions talk, or boars, | 
* You certainly turn out of doors, 
“ Your club’s abundantly too thick 
* For one fhall move a fiddle-ftick. 
«* What thould you do with all thofe arrows? 
“ | will have nothing kill’d but fparrowa, 
“ Heccy, this day you may remember , 
“ For you fhall fee a lady's chamber. 
Let me be rightly underftood : > 
“ What I intend is for your good, 
* Ip boddice I defign to Jace ye, 2 
* And fo among my maids I'!] place ye. 
« When you're fensecer grown, and thinner, 
It you up to dinner, 
With arms fo brawny, fifts fo red, * 
You'll ferub the roanis, or make the Bed, 
You can’t flick pins, or frieze my hair, 
“ Blefs me! you've nothing of an air. ~“ 
“+ You'll ne’er come up to working paint : 
Your fingers all feem out of joint, 
“* Then, hefides, Heccy, Imuft tcll ye, 
“ An idle hand has empty belly ¢ 
“ Therefore this morning I'l] begin, ; 
“ Try how your clumfinefy will ipin. 
“ You are my fhadow, do you fee: 
“ Your hope, your thought, your with, all be 
Invented and controll’d by me. * 
Look up whene'er I Jaugh; look down 
With trembling horror, if f frown, 2 
Say as I fay: fervants can’t lie. 
“ Your truth is my propricty. ; 
“ Nay, you fhould be to torture brought, 
Were J but jealous you tranfgreft in thought} 
Or if from Jove your fingle with fhould crave 
The fate of not continuing ftill my fave, 
“ There is no lover that is wile ~~ 
Pretends to win at cards or dice. * 
*Tis for his miftrefs all is thrown z 
Th’ ill fortune his, the good her own. 
Melanion, whilom lovely youth, 
+ Fam’d for his valour ‘eid his truth, © 
Whoni-every beauty did adorn 
Freth as Avrora’s blofhing morn, 
Into the horrid woods is run, |” * 
Where he ne'er fees the ray of fun,’ 
Nor-to his palace dares return, . 


@ Where he ber-Pfyche’s love did bara, 
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(And found corrediion at hef hands 


“ For difobeying juft commands; 
_© Bur muft his filent penance. do . 

“ For once not buckling of her fho&?*"* 

“ A good example, child, for you. 

“ Which thews you, when we have our fool, 
We've policy enough to rule, bs 

“ Tmight have made you fuch a fellow,” 

“ As fhould have carried my umbrella, 

“ Or bore a flambeau by my chair, “* 


. “ And bade the mob not come too near; 


“ Or lay the cloth, or wait at table; 
“ Nay, been a helper in the ftable, ~ 

“ To my commands obedience pay 
“ At dead of night, or break of day. 
* Speed is your province; if 'tis 1 | 
* That bid you run, you ought'to fly, 
“ He that love's nimble paffion feels 
“ Will foon outitrip my chariot wheels. 
“ Through dog-ftar’s heat he'll tripping go, 
“ Nor leaves he print upon the fnew." 
“: The wind itfelf to him is flow. 
“ He that in Cupid’s wars would fight, 
Grief, winter, dirty roads, and night," 
“A bed of earth midft thowers of rain, 
& After no fupper, are his gain, 
® Bright Phoebus took Admetus’ pay, 
@ And in a little cottage lay : 
All this he did for fear of Jove; 
And who would not do more for love ? 
If entrance is-by locks denied, 
Then throngh the roof or window flide. 
Leander each night fwam the feas, 
That he might thercby Hero pleafe.' 
Perhaps I may be pleas’d to fee 
Your life in danger, when for me, 
You'll find my fervants in a row;, |, 
Remember then you make your bow; 
For they are your fuperiors TQWa 
No matter if youdoengage -, 
My porter, woman, favourite page, 
My dog, my parrot, monkey, black, 
Or any thing that does partuke 
Of that admittance which you lack, 
But after all you mayn’t prevail, 
And your moft glittering hopes miay fail: 
For Ceres does not always yield 
The crop intrufted to the field. 
Fair gales may bring you to a coaft” 
Where you'll by hidden rocks be loft, 
Love is tenacious of its joys, - . 
Gives ima}l reward for great employs 5 
But has as many griefs in fore _ 
As fhells by Neptune caft off fhore, 
As Athos ‘hares, as Hybla bees, 
Olives on the Palladian wees; 
And, when his angry arrows fall, 
‘They’re not found ting’d with commoii gall, * 
You're told I'm.not at home, tis true: . 5, 
‘I may be there, but not for yous . i 
And { may let you {eg it too. > 
Perhaps 1 bid you come at night : 
if the door’s fhut, fay till ’tis light. 
Perhaps my maid fhall hid you go: 
“ & ming fhe knows you dare not do, 
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THE ART OF LOVE. 


Sometimes his dirty paws fhe {corns, , 
“Whilft her fair fingers fhew hishorns- ° ~ 
But Mars, the bully of the place, is 
2 The chiefeft fpark in her good graces. 
At firft they're thy, at lait grow bolder, 
And conjugal affeQion colder. 5 
‘They car’d not what was {aid or dong,, 
Till impudence defy’d the Sun. 
"Vulcan was told of this: quoth he, 
“* Is there fuch roguery? I'll feel”? ~ 
He then an iron net prepar'd, 
Which he to the bed’s tefter rear’d;'. 
Which, when a pully gave a fap, 
Would fall, and make a cuckold’s trap. 
All thofe he plac’d in the beft room, ” 
’ Then feign’d that he muft go from home; 
For he at Lemnos forges had, 2 
And none but he to mind the trade, 
Love was too eager to beware 
Of falling into any fnare, 
They went to bed, and fo were caught ; 
And then they of repentance thought. 
‘The thew being ready to begin,» | \ 
Vulcan would call his neighbours in. 
Jove thould be there, that does make bold 
‘With Juno, that notorious feald ; ee tect 
Neptune, firft bargeman on the water 5 > 
‘Thetis, the oyfter-woman’s daughter ; 
Plato, that chimney-{weeping flove 
‘With Proferpine hot from her oven: 
Afnd Mercury, that’s fharp and cunning 
-In ftealing cuftoms and in running ; 
And Dy the midwife, though a virgin ; 
And /Efculapins, the furgeon ; L 
Apollo, who might be phyfician, 
Or ferve them elfe for a mufician; + 
The piper Pan, to play her up; 
And Bacchus, with his chirping eup 
And Hercules fhould bring his club in, 
To give the rogue a lufty drubbing; 
And all the Cupids fhould be by, 
To fee their mother’s infamy. ete 
One Momus cried, “ You're hugely pleas’d; 
1 hope your mind will foon he eas'd;. + 
For, when fo publicly you find it, 
People, you know, will little mind it. 
They love to tell what no one knows, 
And they themfelves only fuppoie. 
“* Not every hufband can afford. 
* To be a cuckold on record; 
* Nor thould he be a enekold ftyl’d, 
“* That once or fo has been beguil’d r 
 Unlefs he makes it demonftration,; aa 
_ © Then puts it. in fome proclamation, 3 
* With general voice of all the nation.” © ~ 
‘The company were come, when Vulcan hopping, 
And for his key in left fide poeket groping, + 
Cries, “ Tis but opening of that door, ” 
“ To prove myfelf a cuckuld, her a whore.” » 
They all defir’d hia leave that they might go; 
‘They were not curious of fo vile 2 fhew : “= 
Perfons concern'’d might one another fee; 
And they'd believe fince witneffes were three. 
And they, thus prov'd to be fuch foolith elves,’ 
Might ries try, judge, and e’en condemn them- 
elvss. 
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Diferetion covers that which it would blame, -7- 

Until fome fecret bluth and hidden fhame K 

Have cur’d the fault without the noife of fame. 
‘The, work is done, and now let Ovid have 

Some gratitude attending on his grave ; 

Th’ afpiring palm, the verdant laurel flrow, 

And f{weets of myrtle wreaths around it throw. 

In phyfic’s art as Podalirius fkili’d, 

Neftor in court, Achilles im the field; 

As Ajax had in fingle combat force, 

And a3 Automedon beft rut’d the horfe ; 

As Chalcas vers'd in prophecies from Jove, 

So Gvid has the mafterfhip of love. i 

The poct’s honour will be much the lefs 

‘Than thar which by his means you may poffels 

In choice of beauty’s lafting happincls, 

But, when the Amazouian quits the field, R 


Juct this be wrote on the triumphant fhieid, 
That the, by Ovid’s art, was brought to yicld. 
When Ovid’s thoughts in Britith fly!c you 
fee, 
Which mayn’t fo founding as the Roman be; 
Yet then admittance grant: ‘tis fame to me. 


rs 
PART Xi 


I wyo the art of war to Danaans gave, 

Wil! make Penthefilia’s force as braves 

That both, becoming glorious to the Gicht, 

With equal arms may hold a dubious fight. 

What though ‘twas Volcan fram'd Aciiiscs’ thield, 

My Amazonian darts fhall make him yield, 

A myrtle crown with victory attends 

Thofe who are Cupid's and Dione’s friends. 

When beauty has fo many arms in, ftore, 

(Some men will fay) why thould you give it more? 

Tell me who, when Penelope appcars 

With conftancy maintain’d for twenty years, 

Who can the fair Landamia fee a 

In her lord's arms ex pire as well as he; 

Can view Alceftis, who with joy removes 

From earth, inftead of him fhe fo much loves ; 

Can hear of bright Evadne, who, in fires 

For her lov’d Capaneus prepar’d, expires; 

When virtue has itfelf a female name, 

So Fruth, fo Guodnefs, Piety, and Fame, 

Would headftrong fight, and wouid not con. 

quer'd be, 

Or fteop to fo much generofity ? gth of bow, 
*Tis not with fword, or fire, or ftren , 

That female warriors to their battle go 

They have no ftratagem, or fubtile wile} 

‘Their native innocence can ne'er beguil® 

The fox’s yarious maze, bear’s cruel dens 

They leave to fiercenefs and the craft of men. 

’Twas Jafon that transferr’d his broken vows ~ 

From kind Medea to another {poufe : 

Thefeus-Ieft Gnoffis on the fands, to be 

Prey to the birds, and monfters of the fea: 

Demophoon, nine times recall*d, forbore 

Return, and let his Phyilis name the fhore. 

Bocas wreckt, and hofpitably us’d, 

Fam’d for his piety, yet fill refus’d 
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By which she died to whom he broke bis word, 

Piteous examples! worthy better fate, 

1f my inflrudtions had not come too fate: 

For then their art and prudence had retain’d 

Whee fir victorious rays of beauty gain’d. 

Whilft “hus I thought, not without grief to find 

Defeccelels virtue meet with fate unkind, 

Brigh: Cytherea's facred voice did reach 

My tangling ears, and thus fhe bade me teach : 

What had-the harmlefs maid deferv'd from 
« thee? 

‘Thou haft given weapons to her enemy ; 

Whilft in the field he muft defencelefs ftand, 

‘With want of {kill, and more unable band. 

Stefichurus, wha would no fubjedt find {blind: 

But harm to maids, was by the gods ftruck 

But, when his fong did with their glories rife, 

“He had his own reftar'd, to praife their eyes. 

Be rul'd by me, and arms defenfive give; 

"Tis by the ladies’ favourwyou mutt live.” 

She ‘hen ouc myftic leaf with berries four 





(Plack: from her myrtle crown) bade me with 


{peed devour. 
I find "he power infpir'd ; through purer fy 


‘My bread diffelves in verfe, to make young lo- 


Here Modefty and Innocence fhall leara 


vers die. 
(cern. 


How they may truth from flatrering {peech dil- 
But come with {peed ; lote not the flying day: 


e¢ how the crowding waves roll down away. 


and neither, though at love’s command, will 


fay. 


Thefe waves ‘and time we never can recal ; 

But, as the minutes pafs, muft lofe them all. 

Noy like what's paft are days fucceeding good, 
But.fide with warmth decay’d aud thicker blood. 
Flora, althopgh 4 goddels, yet does fear 

‘The change that grows with the declining year ; 
‘Whillt gliftering Snakes, by cafting off their kin, 
Frefh courage gain, and life renew’d begin. 

‘The eagles gait their bills, the ftag ies horn; 

Bur beauty to that bleiiing is not boro. 


‘Thus Ngtare prompts its wfe to froward Love, 


Grac’d by examples. of the powers above. 


Endymion piece 


'd the chafte Diana’s heart, 


And coal Aurora felt love’s fiery dart. 
° 





PART SIL 


A vergon of fome quality 

Happen’d, they fay, in love to be 

With one who held Fim by delay, 

‘Would neither fay him No or Ay; 

Nor would fhe have him go his way. 
This lady thought it beit ta fend 

For fome experieric'd trpfty friend, 

To whom fhe might her mind impart, 

‘TY’ unchain her own, and bind his heart ; 

A tirc-woman by occupation, 

A weful and a choice vecatiun. 

She faw all, heard all, never idle; 

Her fingers or her tongue wold ficdle; 
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Diverting with a kind of wit, 
Aiming at all, woald fometimes hit ; 
Though in her fort of rambling way 
She many a Serious trath would fay. 
Thus in much talk among the reft + - 
‘The aracle itfelf expreft : 
« ['ve heard fame cry, Well, I profets 
There's nothing to be gain'd by drefs 
“ They might aswell fay that a field, — 
“ Unculzivated, yet would yield 
«As good a crop asthat which fill 
“© With utmoft diligence fhouid till; 
“ Qur vintage would be very fine, 
« if nobedy fhould prane their vine! 
“ Good thape and air, it is confeit, 
“Is given to fuch as heaven has bleit ; 
« But all folks have not the fume graces : 
“ There is diftin@ion in our faces. 
“© There wasa time I'd not repine 
For any thing amifs in mine, 
Which, though I fay it, ftill feems Lair 5 
“ ‘Thanks to my art as well as care ! 
“ Our grandmothers, they teil us, wore 
© Yheir fardingale and their bandore, 
« ‘Their pinners, forchead-cloth, and raff, 
“ Content with cheie own cloth and fluff; 
“« With hars upon their pates like hives ; 
“ Things might become fuch faldiers wives; 
“ Thought their own faces fill would laft them 
“In the fame mould which Nature caft them. | 
“ Dark paper buildings then flood thick ; 
“ No palaces of ftone or brick + 
“ And then, alas! were no exchanges: 
Bue fee how time and fathion changes! 
« Thate old things and age. I fee, 
“ Thank Heaven, times yood enough for me, 
“ Your yoldimiths now are mighty neat: 
« T love the air of Lombard-flreet, 
“ Whate’er a thip from India brings, 
“ Pearls, diamonds, friks, are pretty things. 
‘The cabinet, the fcreen, the fan, 
Pleafe me extremely, if Japan s 
“ And, what affeéts me ftill the more, 
‘They had none of them heretofore. 
When you're unmarried, never load ye 
With jewels; they may incommode ye. 
overs mayn't dare approach; but maltly 
‘They'll fear when married you'll he coftly. 
Fine rings and luckets bett are tried, 
When given to yen as a bride, 
In the mean tinie you thew your fenfe 
© By going fine at fmal}i expence. 
“ Sometimes your hair you upwards furl, 
Sem Jay dowr: in favourite curl: 
All mutt through twenty fddlings pafs, 
Which none can teach you but your glafs: 
“ Sometimes they muft dithevel’d lie 
On neck of poiifh’d ivory: 
“ Sometimes with ftrings of pearl they're fix'd, 
And the united beauty mix'd; 
Or, when you won't their grace unfold, 
Secure them with a bar of gold. 
“ Humour and fathion change each day ; 2 




















* Nor birds in forefis, flowers in May, 
Weuld isoner nunber'd be than they. 
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« There isa fort of negligence, 

“ Which fome efteem as excellence, 

“ Your drt ‘with fo much art to hide, 

“+ That nothing of it be deferied; 

“* To make your carelefs trefies flow 2 
“ With fo much air, that none fhould know. 
“* Whether they had been comb’d or no. 

« But, in this fo neglected hair, 

“ Many a heart has found its fnare. 

“ Nature indeed has kindly fent £ 

“Us many things; more we invent : 
 Litele enough, as I may fay, 

** To keep our beavty from decay. 

“* As leaves that with fierce winds engage, 
“ Our curling treffes fall with age. 

“ But then by German herbs we find 

“ Colour, for locks to grey inclin’d, 

“ Sometimes we purchafe hair; and why? 
“ Ts not all rat our own we buy ? 

“ You buy it publicly, fay they : 

“ Why tell us that, when we don't pay. 

Of French ponsades the town is full : 

“ Praife Heaven, no want of Spanith wool ! 
“ Let them look fiutht, Jet them look dead, 
“ ‘That can’t afford the white and red. 

“ In Covent Garden you buy pefies, 

“ There we our ilies and our rofes. 

“ Who would a charming eyebrow lack, 

‘* Who can get any thing that’s black ? 

“ Let not thefe boxes open lie: 

** Some folks are too much given to pry. 

“* Art not diffembled would dilgrace 


* “ The purchas'd beauties of cur face : 


“ This if fuch perfons fhould difcover, 
*Twould rather lofe than gain a lover. 

“ Who is there now but underitands 

* Searcloths to flea the face or hands? 

“ Though the idea’s not fo taking, 

“ Aod the tkin feems but odd in making, 

“ Yet, when ‘twill with freth luftre thine, 

“ Her fpark will tell you ’tis divine. 

“* ‘That picture there your eyes does ftrike ; 
“ Ic isthe work of great Van Dycke, 

“© Which by a Roman would be fainted : 

“ What was't but canvas till "twas painted ? 
“© There's feveral things fhouldnat be known: 
“ O'er thefe there is a curtain drawn, ¢ 
“« Tilt ‘tis their feafon to be fhewn. 

“ Your door on fit occafions keep 

“ Faft thut: who knows but your're afleep ? 
‘* When our teeth, colour, hair, and eyes, 
* And what elfe at the toilet lies, g 
“ Are alf put on, we’re faid to rife, 

“ There was a lady whom I knew, 

That muft be namelef, ‘caufe ’tis rue, 
Who had the difmateft mifchance 

I've heard of fince { was in France: 

I do proteft the thoughts of it 

Have aimoft put me in a fit. 

Old Lady Meanwell’s chamber-door, 

Juft on the ftairs of the firft floor, 

Stood open: and pray who fhould come, 
“ But Knowall floancing in the room? 

No fingle hair upon her head : 

© thought he would have fell down dead. 
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a, 
“ At laft the found a cap of hair, : 
“ Which fhe put on with fuch an air, 
* That every lock was out of place, 
“ And all hung dangling down her face © 
“ Psvould net mortify one fo, 
“ Except fome twenty thet { know. 
* Her careleffnefs and her defee& 
“ Were laid to Miftrefs Prue’s neghee& 
“ And much ij-nature was betray'd, 
“ By noife and folding with the maid. 
“ The young look on fuch things as ftuff, 
* Thinking their bloom has art enough, — 
“ When fmooth, we matter it not at ‘alls 
“ "Tis when the Thames is rough, we fquall, 
“ But, whate’er it is may be pretended, k 
“ No face or fhape but may be mended. 
“ All have our faults, and muft abide them, 
“* We therefore fhoutd take care to hide them, 
“ You're thort ; fit fill, you'll taller feem : 
“ You're only fhorter from the flem. 
By lofer garb your teannefs is conceal'd; 
By want of ftays the groffer thape’s reveal’d, . 
‘The more the blemithes upon the fect, * 
The greater care the lace and thoes be neat. 
“ Some backs and fides are wav'd like bile 
lows : 
“ Thele holes are beft made up with pillows, 
“ Thick fingers always thould command 
“ Without the ftretching out the hand, 
“ Who has bad teeth fhould never fee 
“ A play, unlefs a tragedy : 
“ For we can teach you how to fimper, 
“* And when ‘tis proper you fhould whimper. -: 
“ Think that your grace and wit is now 
Not in your laughing at a thing, but how. 
“ Let room for fomething more than breath 
“ Juft thew the ends of milk-white teeth. 
“ There is a je n' feai quoi is found 
“ Ina foft fmvoth affected found : 
“ But there's a thrieking crying tone, 
“ Which I ne'er Jik’d, when all is done + 
“* and there are fome, who laugh like mon, 
“ Asne'er to hut their mouths again; 
“ So very loud and mal-proper, 
“ They feem like hautboys to a thew, 
“ But now for the reverfe : ’tis tkill 
“ To let your tears how when you will; 
“ It is of ufe when people die; 
“ Or elfe to have the fpleen, and cry, 
“ Becaufe you have no reafon why. 
“ Now for your talk—-Come, let me fee : 
“ Here lofe your H, here drop your 7, 
“ Delpife that R- your fpeech is better 
“ Much for deftroying of onc letter 
“* Now lifp, and have a fort of pride 
“ To feem as if your tongue were tied + 
“ This is {uch a becoming fault, 
“ Rather than want, it fhould be taught. 
“ And now, that you have learnt to talk, 
“ Pray tet nic fee if you can walk. 
“ There’s many dancing: matters treat 
“ Of management of ladies feet. 
“« There’s fome their mincing gait have chofe, 
“ Treading without their heel or toes, 
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Sec Paftoreila o’er Florello’s grave, 

See ‘Tamerlane make Bajazet his flave: 

And Phzdra with her ancient vigour rave. 

Through Rapin’s nurferies and gardens walk, 

And find how nymphs cransform’d by amorous 
colours talk. 

Pomona fee with Milton’s grandeur rife, 

‘Che moft delicious fruit of Paradife, 

‘With apples might the firlt-born man deceive, 

And more perfuafive voice than tempting Eve, 

Not to confine you here; for many more 

Britain’s luxuriant wealth has {till if flore, 

‘Whom would I qumber up, I muft outrun 

The longeft courfe of the laborious fun, 





PART XIV. 


“Our manners like our countenance fhould be; 
‘They always candid, and the other free: 
But, when our mind by anger is poffeit, 
Our noble manhood is transform’d to beat. 
No feature then its wonted grace retains, 
‘When the blood blackens in the {welling veins : 
"The eye-balls thoot out fiery darts, would kill 
‘Th’ oppofer, if the gorgon had its will, 
‘When Pailas in a river faw the flute 
Deform’d her cheeks, the let the rced be mute, 
Anger no more will mortify the face, 
Which in that paffion once, confuits her glafs. 
Let beauty ne’er be with this torment [eiz’d, 
But ever reft ferene, and ever pleas’d. 
A dark and fullen brow feems to reprove 
‘The firft advances that are made to love, 
"fo which there’s nothing more averfe than pride. 
Men without {peaking often are denied : 
And a difdainful Jook too oft’ reveals 
Thofe feeds of hatred which the tongue conceals. 
‘When eyes meet eyes, and {miles to {miles return, 
. ?Tis then both hearts with equal ardour burn, 
And by their mutual paffion foon will know 
‘That all are darts, and fhot from Cupid’s bow. 
But, when fome lovely form does ftrike your cyes, 
Be cautious Rill how you admit furprife. 
What you would love, with quick difcretion view: 
‘The obje&t may deceive by being new. 
‘You may fubmit to a tov hafty fate, 
And would thake off the yoke when ‘tis too late: 
‘We often into our deftruction fink, 
By not allowing time enough to think. 
Refift at firft: for help in vain we pray, 
- When ills have gain'd full flrength by long delay. 
Be fpeedy ;. left perhaps the growing hour 
Put what is now within, beyond our power. 
Love, as a fire in cities finds increafe, 
Proceeds, and till the whole’s deftroy’d won't ceafe. 
It With allurements does, like rivers, rife 
From little fprings, enlarg’d by valt fupplies. 
Had Mirrha kept this guard, the had not ftood 
A monumental crime in Weeping wood. 
Becaufe that love is pleafing in its pain, 
* We not without relu@ance health obtain. 
Phyfic may tarry till to-morrow’s fun, 
‘Whitt the curs’d poifons through the vitals run. 
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The tree not to be fhook has pierc’d the ground ; 
And death mutt follow the neglected wound. 
O'er different ages love bears different fway, 
Takes various turns to make all forts obey. 
The colt unback’d we footh with gentle trace ; 
We feed the runner deftin'd for the race; 
and ‘tis with time and mafters we prepare 
The manag’d courfers rufhing to the war. 
Ambitious youth will have fome fparks of pride, 
And not without impatience be denied. 
If to his leve a rival you afford, 
You then prefent a trial for his fword : 
His eager warmth difdains to be perplext, 
And rambles to the beauty that is next, 
Maturer ycars proceed with care and fenfe, 
And, as they feldom give, fo feldom take offence > 
For he that knows refiftance is in vain, 
Knows likewife ftruggling will inereafe his pain. 
Like wood that's lately cut in Paphian grove, 
‘Time makes him a fit facrifice for love. 
By flow degrees he fans the gentle fire, 
‘Till perfeverance makes the flame alfire. 
This love's more fure, the other is more gay: 
But then he roves, whilft this is fore’d to tay. 
There are fome tempers which you mutt oblige, 
Not by 2 quick furrender, but a fiege ; 
Vhat moft are pleas'd, when driven to defpair 
By what they’re pleas'd to calla cruel fair. 
‘They think, unlefs their ufage has heen hard, 
Their conquett lofes part of its reward. 
Thus fome raife fpleenfrom theirabounding wealth, 
And, clog’d with fweets, from acids feck thric 
health, 
And many a boat does ies deftruction find 
By having fcanty fails, too full of wind, 
Is it not treachery to declare 
The feeble parts we have in war? 
Is it not folly to afford 
Our enemy a naked {word ? 
Yet ‘tis my weaknels to confefs 
‘What puts men often in diftrefs : 
But then it is fuch beaux as be 
Poffeft with fo much vanity, 
‘To think that wherefoe'er they turn, 
Whoever looks on them muft burn. 
What they defire they think is true, 
‘With fmall encouragement from you. 
‘They-will a fingle look improve, 
And take civiliaes for love. 
“ We all expected you to play : 
“ Was't not a miftrefs made you ftay 2” 
The beau is fir'd, cries,“ Now I find 
“ T out of pity muft be kind : 
« She figh’d, impatient till £ came." 
‘Thus, foaring to the lively flame, 
We fee the vin ambitious fly 
Scorch its gay wings, then unregarded dic. 
Both fexes have their jealoufy, 
Aad ways to gain their ends thereby, 
But oftentime: too quick belief 
Has given a fudden vent to grief, 
Occalion’d by fome perfons lying, 
To fet an eafy wife a-crying ¢ 
And Procris long ago, alas! 
Experienc’d this unhappy cafe. 


THE ART 


There isa Mount, Hymettus fryl'd, 
‘Where pinks and rofemary are wild, 
‘Where ftrawberries and myrtles grow, 
And violcts make a purple fhow ; 

‘Where the fwect bays and laurel fhine, 
All fhaded by the lofty pine ; 
Where Zephyrs, with their wanton motion, 
Have all the leaves at their devotion. 
Here Cephalus, who bunting lov’d, 
‘When dogs and men were both remov'd, 
And all his dufty Jabour done,- 
In the meridian of the fun, 
Into fome fecret hedge would creep, 
And fing, and hum himfelf afleep. 
But commonly being hot and dry, 
He thus would for fome cooler cry ; 
“ O now, if fome 
“ Conler would come! 
© Dearelt, rareft, 
© Lovelieft, faireft, 
* Cooler, come ! 
© Oh, Arr, 
-*-Frefh and rare ; 
« Deareft, rareft,” 
© Lovelieft, faireft, [come ! 
“ Cooler, came; coller, come; cooler, 
A wonnan, that had heard him fing, 
Soon had her malice on the wing: 
dor females ufually don’t want 
A fellow-goffip that will cant; 
Who ftill is pleas’d with others ails, 
And therefore carries fpiteful tales. 
She thought that fhe might raife fome ftrife 
By telling fomething to his wife : 
‘That once upon a time the flood 
Tn fuch a place, in fuch a wood, 
On fuch a day, and fuch a year, 
‘There did, at leaft there did appear 
(Caufe for the world fhe would not lye, 
As the mutt tell her by the bye) 
Her hutband ; firft more loudly bauling, 
And afterwards more foftly calling 
A. perfon not of the beft fame, 
And Miftrefs Cooler was her name. 
“ Now, Goflip, why fhould fhe come thither? 
* But that they might be naught together?” 

When Cris heard all, her colour turn’d, 
And though ber heart withio her burn’d, 
And eyeballs fent forth fudden Rafhes, 

Her cheeks and lips were pale as afhes, 
"Then, “ Woe the day that fhe was born?” 
"the nigbtrail innocent was tora: 

Many a thump was given the breaft, 

*® And the, ch, the fhould never refi 
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« She ftraight would heigh her to the weed, 
* And he'd repent it—that he fhould.” 
‘With eager halte away fhe moves, 
Never regarding fearf or gloves = 
Into the grotto foon fhe creeps, 
And into every thicket peeps, 
And to her eyes there did appear 
Two prints of bodies—that was clear 
« And now (the cries) { plainly fee 
“ How time and place, and all agree: 
But here's a covert, where Vil lic, 
And I thail have them by aad by.” 
’Twas noon; and Cephaius, as laft time, | 
Heated and rufled with his pattime, 
Came to the very felf-fame place 
Where he was us'd to wath his face ; 
And then he fung, and then he hum'd, 
And on his knee with fingers thrum’d, 
When Crilfy found all marters fair, 
And that he only wanted air, 
Saw what device was took to fool her, 
And no fuch one as Miftrefs Cooler 5 
Miftrpfing then no-fnture harms, - 
She would have rufh'd into his arms; n 
But, as the eaves began to ruftle, 
He thought fome beaft had made the buftle, 
He fhot,then cried, i've kill’d my deer."—> 
“ Ay, fo you have,” {fays Cris) “ J fear.” 
“ Why, Criify, pray what made you were?” § 
“ By Goflip Trot, I underitood 
“ You kept a fmall gitl in this wood " 5 
Quoth Ceph, “ ’Tis pity thou fheuld't dies 
“For this thy foolith jestoufy : 
“ For ’tis a paffion that does move 
« Too often from excefs of love.” 
But, when they fought for wound full fore, 
The petticoat was only tore, 
And fhe had got a Inity thump, tet Eh 
Which in fome meafure bruis’d her rump. .+ 
‘Then home moft lovinghy they went : 
Neither had reafon to repent. 
‘Their following years pafe'd in coment; 
And Crifly made him the beft wife 3 
For the remainder of hie fife. [evade 
‘The Mufe has done, nor will more laws eh 
Left the, by being tedions, fhould be rude. 
Unbrace love’s fwans, let them nnharneft’d ftray, 
And eat ambrofia through the milky-wey. 
Give liberty to every Baphian dove, - 
And let them freely with the Cupids rove, 
But, when the Amazonian trophies rife 
With monuments of their pafl victories; 
With what difcretion and what are they fonght + 
Let them record, “ They were by Ovi taught.” 











AN INCOMPARABLE ODE 


OF 


MALHERBE’S*. 


Written by him when the Marriage was on foot between the King of France > 
and Anne of Auftria. 


Tranflated by 2 great admirer of the Eafincfs of French Poetry. 
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Gitte Anne fi belle, This Anna fo fair, 
Quon ante fi fort, So talk'd of by fame, 
» Pourquoy ne vient elle? Why don’t the appear ? 
Prayment, elle a tort! Indeed, fhe’s to blame! 
Son Loitis fobpire Lewis fighs for the fake 
1 Apres fes appas: Of her charms, as they fay; 
Due veut eile dive, What excufe can the make 
Que elle ne vient pas? For not coming away? 
Si il ne la pofftde, If he does not poffefs, 
Ul sen va mourir 3 He dies with defpair; 
Donnons ¥ reméde, Let's give him redrefs, 
Allons la querir. And go find out the fair. 


© The Tranflator propofed to turn this Ode with all imaginable exadtnefs ; and he hopes he has 
heen pretty juft to Malherbe: only in the fixth line he has made a fmall addition of thefe three 
words, “as they fay ;” which he thinks is excufable, if we confider the French poet there talks a 
Little too familiarly of the king’s paflion, as if the king himfelf had owned it to him. The Tranfla- 
tor thinks it more mannerly and refpectful in Malherbe to pretend to have the account of it 
only by hearfay. 

+ Lewis the Fourteenth. 








THE FURMETARY, 


A VERY INNOCENT AND HARMLESS POEM*, 


IN THREE CANTOS. 


FIRST PRINTED IN 1699. 





PREFACE 


T we author of the following poem may be thought 
to write for fame, and the applaufe of the town : 
but he wholly difowns it; for he writes only for 
the public good, the benefic of his country, and 
the manufa@ure of England. It is well known, 
that grave fenators have often, at the palace-yard, 
refrefhed themfelves with barley-broth in a morn- 
ing, which has had a very folid influence on their 
. counfels; it is therefore hoped that other perfons 
may ufe it with the like fuecefs. No man can be 
ignorant, how of late years coffee and tea in a 
morning has prevailed ; nay, cold waters have ob- 
tained their commendation; and wells are fprung 
up from Adton to Iflington, and crofs the water 
to Lambeth. Thefe liquors have feveral eminent 
champions of all profeffions. But there have not 
been wanting perfons, in allages, that have fhewn 
atrue love for their country, and the proper diet 
of it, as water-gruel, milk-porridge, rice-milk, and 
efpecially furmetary both with plums and without. 
‘Yo this end, feveral worthy perfons have encou- 
raged the eating {ach wholefome diet in the morn- 
ing; and, that the poor may be provided, they 
have defired feveral matrons to ftand at Smithfield- 
bars, Leadenhall-market, Stocks-marker, and di- 


* Written {o pleafe a gentleman who thought nothing 
freootd oF io.ty Euuldl de written upon a mean fubjed 5 but 
had no intent oF making any reflcétion upon“ “The Dif- 
“pentary," which las devervec!) gained a lafting repu- 
tablonts 








vers other noted places in the city, efpeciall: 
Fleet-ditch ; pees difpenfe farmecary to ited 
ing- people, and the poor, at reafonable rates, 
at three-half-pence and two-pence a difh, which is,” 
not dear, the plums being confidered. 

The places are generally &yled furmetaries, be. 
caufe that food has got the general effeem; but . 
that at Fleet-ditch I take to be one of the mo& re-*. 
markable, and therefore I have ftyled at, “ The 
“ Furmetary ;” and could eafily have ‘had a certifi. 
cate of the ufefulnefs of this furmetary, figned by 
feveral eminent carmen, gardeneré, ‘Journeymen-. 
taylors, and bafket-women, who have promifed to” 
contribute to the maintenance of the fame, in cafe 
the coffee-hovfes fhould proceed to oppofe it. 

J have thought this a very proper fubject for an 
heroic poem; and endeavoured to be as fmodth 
in my verfe, and as inoffenfive in my character, as 
was poffible. It is my cafe with Lucretius, that 
I write upon a fubjet not treated of by the ane | 
ceoe: But, “ the greater labour, the greater 
« glory.” 

Virgil had a Homer to imitate; but I ftand vp. 

on my own legs, without any fupport from abroad. 
I therefore fhall have more occafion for the reader's 
favour, who, from the kind acceptance of this, may 
expect the defcription of other furmetarics about 
thig city, from his moft humble fervant, 
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CANTO L 


No fooner did the grey-ey’d morning peep, 
And: yawning mortals fretch themfelves from 
fleep ; 
Finders of Poa ‘were now but newly paft, 
And batket-women did to market hafte ; 
‘The watchmen were but juft returning home, 
‘To give the thieves more liberty to roar ; 
‘When from a hill by growing beams of light, 
A ftately pile was offer'd to the fight ; 
‘Three {pacious doors let paffengers go through, 
And diftant flongs did terminate their view: 
joa here, as ancient poets fing, there ftood 
e noble palace of the valiant Lud ; 
‘His image now appears in Portland ftone, 
Each fide fupported by a god-like fon *: 
But, underneath, all the three heroes shine, 
Jn living colours, drawn upon a fign, ‘ 
Which fhews the way to ale, but not to wine. 
Near is a place enclos’d with iron bars, 
‘Where many mortals curfe their cruel ftare, 
‘When brought by ufurers into diffrefs, 
Fot having litele Ail mutt live on lefs: 
Stern avarice there keeps the relentlefs deor, 
Atid bids cach wretch eternally be poor, 
Hence, hunger rifes, difmally he ftalke, 
And takes each fiagle prifoner in his walks: 
‘ “This duty dong, the meagre montter fares, 
‘Wolds up his bones, and thus begins his prayers : 
“ Thou, Goddefs Famine, that canft fend us 
~ blights, 
“ With parching heat by day, and ftorm by nights, 
“ atte me now : fo many lands be thine, 
« And thoalaof orphans at thy altars pine! 
* Long may thy reign continue on each fhore, 
 Where-ever peace and plenty reign’d before! 
* T.muft confefs, chat to thy gracious hand 
* [widows owe, that are at my command; 
“ {joy to heag their numerous children’s cries; 
** And blefs thy power, to find they’ve no fupplies. 
“© E thank thee for thofe martyrs, who would flee * 
“ From fuperftitious rites and ryranny, ‘ 
* And find their fullnefs of reward in me. 
Bus ’tis with much humility J own, 
* ‘That generous favour you have lately thown, 
‘When men, that bravely have their country 
“ ferv'd, 
 Receiv’d the jut reward that they deferv’d 
& And are preferr’d to me, and fhall be ftarv’d. 
= # Ludgate, 


THE “FURMETARY. 
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T can, but with régret; I can defpife 
Innumerable of the London cries, (found, 
When peafe, and mackarel, with their harther 
‘The tender organs of my ears confound ; 

But that which inakes my projeds all mifcarry, 
Is this inhuman, fatal FurmeTaRY. 

“ Not far from hence, juit by the bridge of Fleet, 
With fpoons and porringers, aiid napkin neat, 

“ A faithlefs Syren does entice the feafe, i 


“« 
“ 
« 
“ 
“ 


“ 


“ By fumes of viands, which fhe does difpenfe 

To mortal flomachs, for rewarding pence; 

Whilft each man’s carlicft theughts would. ba. 
“© nifh me, 

“ Who have no other oracle but thee.”” 


“ 








CANTO IL 
Wuttsr fuch-like prayers keen hunger would ad» 
Fainting and weaknefs threw him in a trance: 
Famine took pity on her careful flave, 
And kindly to him this affitance gave. 
She took the figure of a thin parch'd maid, 
Who many years had for a hufband ftaid ; 
“| My darling fon, whilft peace and plenty fmile, 
And happinefs would over-run this ifle, 
1 joy to ice, by this thy prefent care, 
T've fill fome friends remaining fince the war'z 
In fpite of us, A does on venifon feed, 
CD combines with E F’s generous foul, 
To pafs their minutes with the fparkling bowl : 
H's good nature, from his endlefs ftore, 
Is fill conferring bleflings on the pour, ¢ 
“ L, M,N, O, P,Q, is vainly great, 
“ And fquanders half his fubftance in a treat. 
Nice eating by R, 3, is underftood ; 
‘T's fupper, though but little, yet is good ; 
U's converfation’s equel to his wine, : 
“ X, Y, and Z, hating to be confin'd, 
Ramble tu the next eating-houle they find; 
Fleafant, good-humour’d, beautiful, and gay, 
Sometimes with :uufic, and fometimes with 
“ play, 


vance, : 

And, coming near to hanger, thus the faid : ¢ 
And bread and butter is for B decreed; 
For none, except 'tis K, regards them more. 

* You fup with W. whene’er you dine: 

“ Prolong their pleafures tillth’ approaching day. 


: THE FURMETARY. 


Ans rer se Anp alone, as poets ule, 

The ftarving didates of my rules purfues ; 

No fwinging coachman does afore him thine, 
Nor has he any conftant place to dine, 

But all his notions of a meal are mine, 

Hafte, hafte, to him, a blefling give from me, 
And bid him write fharp things on Furmerry. 
But I would have thee to Coffedro go, 

And let Tobacco too thy bufinels know; 
With famous Teedrums in this cafe advife, 
Rely on Sagoe, whe is always wife. 

Amidft fuch counfel, banith all defpair; 

Truft me, you fhall fucceed in this affair : 
‘That projeé which they Furmzaay call, 
Before next breakfaft-time fhalt furely fall!” 
This faid, the quickly vanith’d in a wind 

Had long within her body been confin’d. 

Thus Hercules, when he his miftrefs found, 
Soon knew her by her fcent, and by her found, 


CANTO Ul 


Hone rejoic’d to hear the bleft command, 
‘That Furmerary fhould no longer ftand ; 
With {peed he to Coffedro’s manfion flies, 
And bids the pale-fac’d mortal quickly rife. 
“+ Arife, my friend; for npon thee do wait 
Difmal events and prodigies of fate! 

*Tis break of day, thy footy broth prepare, 
And all thy other liquors for a war: 

Roufe up Tobacco, whofe delicious fight, 
Illuminated round with beams of light, 

To my impatient mind will caufe delight. 
How will he conquer noftrils that prefume 
‘To ftand th’ attack of his imperuous fume! 
Let handfome ‘Teedrums tuo be call’d to arms, 


Sagoe with counfel fills his wakeful brains, 

But then his wifdom coumtervails his pains ; 

Tis he fhall be your guide, he thall effet 

That glorious cotgqueit which we all exped : 

The brave Hedtorvus fhall command ‘this 
force; [worfe, (- 

He'll meet Tubcarrio’s foot, or, which is 

“© Oppofe the fury of Carmanniel’s horfe. 

For his reward, this he fhall have each day, 

Drink coffee, then firut out, and never pay.” 

It was not long ere the grandees were met, 

And round news-papers in full order fet. 

‘Then Sugoe, rifing, faid, “1 hope you hear 

“ Hunger's advice with an obedient car; 

* Our great defign admits of no delay, 

“ Famine commands, and we muft all obey: 


5 


For he has courage in the midit of charms = i 
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“ That Syren which does Furmetany keep 
Long fince is rifen from the bands of fleep; 
Her fpoons and porringers, with art difplay’d, 
Many of Hunger’s fubjeéts have betray’d.”” 
“ To arms,” Hecorvus cried : * Coffedro ftout, 
Iffue forth liquor from thy fcalding fpout :” 
Great One-and-all-i gives the firft alarms ; 
Then cach man {natches up offenfive arms, 
To Ditch of Fleet courageoufly they run, 
Quicker than thought; the battle is begun = 
Hedtorvus firft Tubcarrio. does attack, 
And by furprife foon lays him on his back ; 
Thirfto and Drowtho then, approaching near, 
Soon overthrow two magazines of beer. 

The innocent Syrena little thought 
That all thefe arms againft herfelf were brought; 
Nor that in her defence the drink was fpilt : 

How could fhe fear, that never yet knew guilt ? 
Her fragrant juice, and her delicious plums, 
She does difpenfe (with gold upon her thumb) 
Virgins and youths around her ftood; fhe fate, 
Environ’d with a wooden chair of ftate. 

In the mean time, ‘Tobacco ftrives to vex 
A numerous fquadron of the tender fex; {breath, 
With what ftrong fmoke, and with his dronger 
He funks Bafketia and her fon to death. 

Coffedro then, with Teedrums and the band 
Who carried fealding liquors in their hand, 
Throw watery amunition in their eyes; 

On which Syrena’s party frighten’d flies 

| Carmannio ftraight drives up a bulwask ftrong, 

' And horfe oppofes to Coffedro’s throng. 

Coledrivio ftands for bright Syrena’s guard, 

And all her rallied forces are prepar’d 5 

| Carmannio then to Teedrums* fquadron makes, 

| And the lean mortal by the buttons takes; 

| Not Teedrums’ arts Carmannio could befeech, 
But his rough valour throws him in the ditch. 
Syrena, though fuspris'd, refolv’d to be 
The great Bonduca of her FurMETRY = 
Before her throne courageoufly fhe ftands, 
Managing ladles-full with both her hands. 
‘The numerous plums like hail-thot flew about; 

| And plenty foon difpers'd the meagre rout. 

| So have I feen, at fair that’s nam’d fromt Horn, 
Many a ladle’s blow by prentice borne; 
In vain he ftrives their pailions to affaage; - [gages 
With threats would frighten, with foft words en- 


“ 
“ 
“ 


« Until, through milky gauntlet foundly best, 


His prudent heels fecure a quick retreat. 


« Nee noterit ferrum, nec edax abolere vetuitas :”” 


! 
| & Jamque opus exegi, quod nec Jovis ira, tec ignis, 
i 
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MULLY OF MOUNTOWN*. 


FIRST PRINTED BY THE AUTHOR IN 1704 








t 
Moontown t! thou fweet 
cares, 
‘Be famous for thy apples and thy pears; 
For turnips, carrots, lettuce, beans, and peafe ; 
For Peggy's butter, and for Peggy’s cheefe.. 
“May clouds of pigeons round about thee fly! 
But condefcend fometimes to make a pye. 
May fat geefe gaggle with melédious voice, 
And ne'er want goofeberries or apple-fauce! 
Ducks in thy ponds, and chicken isf thy pens, 
And be thy turkeys numerous as thy hens! 
May thy black pigs lic warm in little ftye, 
And have no thought to grieve them till they die! 
Mountown ! the mufe's moft delicious theme ; 
Oh! may thy codlins ever fwim in cream ! 
"The rafp and ftraw-berries in Bourdeaux drown, 
'To add a redder tin@ture to their own! 
Thy white-wine, fugar, milk, together club, 
"To make that gentle viand fyllabub, 
"Thy tarts to tarts, cheefe-cakes to cheefe-cakes join, 
‘To Spoil the relifh of the flowing wine. 
But to the fading palate bring relicf, 
By thy Weltphalian ham, or Belgic beef; 
And, to complete thy bieflings, in a word, 
May. till thy foil be generous as its lord (|. 
it, 
Oh! Peggy, Peggy, when thou goeft to brew, 
Confider well what you're about to do; 
Be very wife, very fedately think : 
‘That what you're going now to make is driné ; 
Confider who mutt drink that drink; and then, 
‘What ’tis to have the praife of Jone men : 
For furely, Peggy, while that drink does laft, 
Tis Peggy will be teafed or difgrac'd. 
Then, if thy ale in g/a/s thou would’ft confine, 
To make its fparkling rays in beauty fhine, 
Let thy clean bottle be entirely dry, 
Left a white fubftance to the furface fly, 
And, floating there, diftarb the curious eye. 


retreat from Dublin 
/ 


%* It was taken for a ftate poem, and to have many 
myfteries in it; Urough it was only mace, as well as ** Or 
 pheus and Eurydice,” for country diverhon. 

+ A pleaiant villa to the foul of Dubus, ucar thie fea. 

jt Judge Upton, 





Bet this greatemaxim muft be underftood, 

“ Be (ure, nay very fure, thy curd be good!” 

Then future ages fhall of Peggy tell, 

‘That nymph that érez'd and bottled ale fo well. 
an. 

How fleet is air! how many things have breath, 
Which in a moment they refign to death 5 
Depriv’d of light, and all their happieft flate, 

Not by their fault, but fome o’er-ruling fate ! 

Although fair flowers, that jultty might invite, 

Are cropt, nay torn away, for man’s delight; 

Yet ftill thofe flowers, alas! can make no moan, 

Nor has Narciflus now a power to groat! 

But all thofe things which breathe in different 
frame, 

By tie of common breath, man’s pity claim. 

A gentle lamb has rhetoric to plead, 

And, when fhe fees the butcher's knife decreed, 

Her voice eutreats him not to make her bleed 

But cruel gain, and Inxury of tatle, 

With pride, ftill lays man’s fellow mortals wale + 

What earth and waters breed, or air infpires, 

Man for his palate fits by torturing fires. 

Mully, a cow, fprung from a beauteous race, 

With fpreading front, did Mountown’s pafture 
grace. 

Gentle fhe was, and, with a gentle ftream, 7 

Each morn and night gave milk that equal’d cream. 

Offending none, of nene the ftood in dread, 

Much lefs of perfons which the daily fed : 

But innocence cannot itfelf defend R 

 *Gainft treacherous arts, veil’d with the name of 
“* friend.” 

Robin of Derby-fhire, whofe temper thocks 
The conititution of his native rocks 5 
Born ina place §, which, if it once be nam'd, 
‘Would make a bluthing modefy afham’d: 

He with indulgence kindly did appear 

To make poor Mully his peculiar care ; 

3 fullen chuftith thief 

Had all his mind plac’d upon Mally’s beef : 
His fancy fed on her; and thuste’d cry, 

“ Molly, as fare as U'm alive, you die! 





4 The Devil's Arle of Peak, 


MULLY OF 


PYTis a brave cow. O, Sirs, when Chriftmas 
* comes, [plums ; 
“ Thefe thins fhall make the porridge grac’d with 
Then, ’mid{t our cups, whilft we profufely dine, 
“° This blade fhall enter deep in Mully’s chine. 
“ What ribs, what rumps, what bak’d, boil’d, 
 flewd, and roaft! 
“ There fhan’t one fingle tripe of her be loft!” 
When Peggy, nymph of Mountowa, heard thefe 
founds, 
She griev’d to hear of Mully’s future wounds, 
“ What crime,” faid fhe, “ has gentle Mully done? 
“ Witnefs the rifing and the fetting fun, 
“ That knows what milk the conftantly would give! 
“ Let that quench Robin’s rage, and Mully live.” 
Daniel, a {prightly fwain, that us’d to Math 
"The vigorous fteeds that drew his lord’s calafh, 
‘To Peggy’s fide inclin'd; for "twas well known 
How well he low’d thofe cattle of his own. 
Vou. Vi, 


MOUNTOWN. 


Then Terence fpoke, oraculous and fly, 
He’d neither grant the queftion nor deny} 
Pleading for milk, his thoughts were on minée= 
.pye: 
But all his arguments fo dubious were, 
That Mully thence had neither hopes nor fear! 
“ You've fpoke,” fays Robin; “ bat now, let me 
« tell ye, 
“ Tis not fair fpoken words that fill the belly s 
“ Pudding and beef I love; and cannot ftoop 
“ To recommend your bonny-clapper forp. 
“ You fay fhe’s innocent: but what of that ? 
“ °Tis more than crime fufficient that the's fat f 
“ And that which is prevailing in this cafe 
« Is, there’s another cow to fill her place. 
“ And, granting Mully to have milk in ftore, 
“ Yet ftill this other cow will give us more. 
“ She dies.”"—Stop here, my mufe ; forbear the reft: 
And veil that grief which cannot be expreft! 
Yy 
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ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE. 


FIRST PRINTED BY THE AUTHOR IN 1704. 











Ag poets fay, one Orpheus went 
‘To bell upon an odd intent. 
Firft tell the ftory, then let’s know, 
Tf any one will do fo now. 
‘This Orpheus was a jolly boy, 
Born lorg before the fiege of Troy; 
a Mis parents found the lad was fharp, 
"And taught him on the Irith harp ; 
~ And, when grown fit for marriage-life, 
* Gave him Burydice for wife; 
And they, as foon as match was made, 
, Set up the ballad-finging trade, 
The cunning varlet could devife, 
For country folks, tcn thoufand lies ; 
Affirming all thofe monfrous tiings 
‘Were done by force of harp and frings ; 
Could make a tiger in a trice 
, Tame as a cat, and catch your mice; 
Could make a lion’s courage flag, 
And ftraight could animate a ftag, 
And, by the help of pleafing ditties 
Make mill-ftones run, and build up cities 5 
Each had the ufe of fluent tong: 
If Dicé feolded, Orpheus fung 
And fo, by difcord without ftrife, 
Compos'd cne harmony of life; 
And thus, as all their matters ftood, 
‘They got an honcft livelihood, 
Happy were mortals, could they be 
* From any fudden danger free! 
Happy were poets, could their fong 
‘The feeble thread of life prolong ! 
But, as thefe two went ftroliing on, 
Poor Dicé’s fcene of life was done : 
Away her fleeting breath muft fly, 
Yet no one knows wherefore, or why. 
This caus'd the general lamentation, 
To all that knew her in her ftation ; 
How brifk the was ftill ro advance 
‘The harper’s gain, and lead the dance, 
In every tune obferve her thrill, 
Sing oa, yet change the money fill. 











Orpheus heft knew what lofs he had, 
And, thinking on’t, fell almoft mad, 
And in defpair to Linus ran, 
Who was efteem'd a cunning-man ; 
Cried, “ He again muft Dicé have, 
“ Or elfe be buried in her grave,” 

Quorh Linus, “ Soft, refrain your forrow ; 
“ What fails to-day, may {peed to-morrow. 
“ Thank you the guds for whate’er ha 
* But don’t fall out with your 













& That he 





i 
might be had, 
ving wife for dead, 
your chapman; nay, I'd do't, 
gave forty pounds to bust. 

“ Conlicer firft, you fave her dict ; 
Confider next, you keep her quiee : 
For, pray, what was fhe all along, 
Except the burthen of your fong ? 
What. though your Dicé’s under ground; 
Yet many a we may be found, 
Who, in your gains if fhe may part take, 
“ Truit me, will kly make your heart ach: 
“ ‘Lhen reft content, as widowers fliyuld— 
The gods heft know what's for or good !"* 
Orpheus vo lorger could endure 
Such wounds where he expe@ed cure. 

“ Ist poffible :* cried he: and can i 





















That noble creature, married man, 

In fuch a caufe be fo profane? 

“ Ul Ay thee far as E would death, 

Who from my Dicé took her breath.” 
Which faid, he foon curfript the wind, 
Whilft puffing Boreas lagy'd behind ; 
And to Urganda’s cave he cane, 

A lady of prodigious fame, 

Whole hollow eyes and hopper b. ecch 
Made common people cali her wit 4; 
Dowa at her feet he proftrate i'es, 

With trembling heart and blubber'd eyes, 
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ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE, 


~ 
® Tell me.” faid he, “ for fure you know 
* The powers above, and thofe below, 
“ Where does Eurydice remain? 
How thail I fetch her back again ?? 
She fmilingly replied, * I’Il tell 3 


“ 


« 
“ 


This eafily without a {pell : 

The wife you look for’s gone to hell» 
Nay, never flart, man, for ’tis fo; 
Except ove illebred wife or two, 

The fathion is, for all to go. ro 
‘Net that fhe will be damn’d; ne’et fear 
But the may get preferment there, 
Indeed, the might be fried in pitch, 

If fhe had been a bitter bitch ; 

If the had leapt athwart a fword, 

And afterwards had broke her word. 
But your Eurydice, poor foul ! 

- Wasa good-natur’d harmlefs foot ; 
Except a little catervawling, 

‘Was always painful in her calling ; 

“ And, I dare truf old Piuto for't, 

She will find favour in his court: 

“ But then to ferch her back, that ftill 
Remains, and may be paft my fkill ; 

“ For, ‘tis too fad a thing to jelt on, 

* You're the firft mau ¢’er aik’d the queftion 5 
* For hufbands are fuch felfith elves, 
They care for little but themfelves. 

“ And then one rogue cries to another, 

“ Since this wife’s gone, e’en get another : 
Though moft men let fuch thoughts alone, 
And fwear they've had enough of one. 
But, fince-you are fo kind to Dicé, 
Follow the courfe which I advife ye 3 
E’en go to hell yourfelf, and try 

Th’ effect of miulic’s harmony; 


« 


Whom you in fuch a cafe might fend$ 
Befides, their Proferpine has been 

The brifkeft dancer on the green, i 
Before old Pluto ravith'd her } 


« 


Took her tu Heil—and you may {weary 
“ She had but little mufic there; , 
For, fince fhe laft beheld the fun, 
Her merry dancing days are done: 
She has a colt’s-tooth ftil!, ! warrant, 
And will not difapprové your errand. 
Then your requeft does reafon feem, 
For what’s one fingle ghoft to them? 
"Though thoufand phantoms thould invade ye, 
Pafs on-—Faint heart ne’er won fair lady ! 
The bold a way wiil find, or make; 
Remember, 'tis for Dicé’s fake.” 
Nothing pleax’d Orpheus half fo well, 
As news that he muft go to hell. 
‘Th’ impatient wight long’d to be going, 
As mott folks feek their own undoing ; 
Ne’er thought of what he ieft behind ; 
Never confider’d he thould find 
Scarce any paffengfr befide 
Himfelf, nor coujfi he hire a guide. 

Will muficfa’t?” cried he. “ Ne’er heed: 
id My borat make the marble bleed; 
« M-“harp all dangers fhall remove, 
f. And dare all flames, but thole of Iove.* 


For you will hardly find a friend, ~ 


90) 
‘Then, kneeling, begs, in terns moft civil, 
Urganda’s paffport to the devil. 
Her pafs the kindly to him gave, 
Then bade him ‘noint himfclf wich falve 5 
Such as thofe hardy people ufe, 
‘Whe walk on fire without theit thoes, 
Wha, on occafion, in a dark hole, 
Can gormandize on lighted charcoal, 
And drink cight quarts of flaming fuel, 
‘As men in flux do water-gruel. 
She bade him then go to thofe caves, 
Where conjurers keep fairy flaves, 
Such fort of creatures as will bafte ye 
A kitchen wench, for being naity, 
But, if the neatly fcour her pewter, 
Give her the money that is due t’ her, 
Orpheus went down a natrow hole, 
"That wat as dark as any coal; 
He did at length fome glimmering fpy, 
By which, at leaft, he might defery 
‘Ten thoufand little fairy elves, 
‘Who there were folacing themfelves. 
Ail ran about him, cried, “ Oh, dear! 
* Who thought to have feen Orphens hef ? 
“ *Lis that queen's birth day which you fed 
“ And you are come as luckily ; 
“ You had no ballad but we bought it, 
“ Paid Dicé when the little thought it; 
When you beneath the ewe-tree fat, 
*€ We've come, and all danc’d round your hats 
“* But whereabouts did Dicé leave ye? 
* She had been welcome, Sir, believe me.” 
* Thefe litele chits would make one {wear.’* 
* Quoth Orpheus, ’twixt difdain and fear. - 
* And dare thefe urchins jeer my croffes, 
* And laugh at mine and Dicé’s Joffes ? 
* Hands off—the monkeys hold the fatter ; 
* Sirrahs, #’m going to your mafter !” 
Good words,” quoth Oberon, “ don’t flinch 
* For every time you ftir, W'll pinch; 
* But, if you decently fit down, 
“ Til fir equip you with a crown; : 
* Then for each dance, and for each forg, 
** Our pence a-piece the whole night long.” 
Orpheus, who found no remedy, 
Made virtue of neceility ; 
‘Though ali was out of tune, their dance 
Would only hinder his advance. 
‘Each note that from his-fingers fell 
Seem’d to be Dicé’s pafling bell; 
Aclatt, night let him eafe his crapper, 
Get on his legs to go to fupper. 
Quoth Nab, “ We here have ftrangers feldoin, . 
“ Bat, Sir, to what we have you’re welcome.” 
“ Madam, they feem of light digeftion. 
* Ts it not rude to afk a queftion, 
“ What they may be, fith, fcth, or fruit ? 
“ For 1 xe’er faw. things fo minute,” 


Stk, 
* A-soafted ant, that’s nicely done, 


" By one fmall atom of the fun. 


“ ‘Phefe are flies’ eggs, in moon-fhing poach'd; 


“ This fica’s thigh im collops ftoich’d, 


ri 


+ ’Twax hunted yefterday i? th’ park, 
“ Ard like t? have ’fcap’d us in the dark. 
“ This ina dith entirely new, 
* Butterflies’ brains diffolv’d indew; ~ 
Thefe lovers’ vows, thefe courtiers” hopes, 
“© Things to be eat by microfcopés ; : 
“ Thete fucking mites, a glow-worm’s heart, 
«© "This a delicious rainbow-tart !” 
“ Madam, | find they’re very nice, 
« And will digeft within a trices 
“ [fee there's nothing you efteem, 
. * ‘That’s half fo grofs as our whipt, cream; 

« And Linfer, from all thefe meats, 

& That fuch light fuppers keep clean theets.”* 
“ But, Sir,” faid the, “ perhaps you're dry !'* 
Then, fpeaking to a fairy by! 

“ You've taken care, my dear Endia, 

“ All's ready for my Ratifia.”” 


« Sir, 


** A drop of water, newly torn 
 Frefh from the rofy-finger’d. morn $ 
“A poarl of milk, that’s gently preft 
“ From blooming Hebe’s early breaft ; 
“ With half a one of Cupid’s tears, 
“© When he in embryo firft appearss 
“ And honey from an-infant bee + : 
‘* Makes liquor for the gods and me!” 
“ Madam,” fays he, “an't pleafe your Grace, 
« Pm going toa droughty place ; 
** And if Tan’t too bold, pray charge her, 
“ The draught I have be fomewhat larger.” 
“ Fetch me,” faid fhe, “a mighty bow], 
** Like Oberon’s capacious foul, 
“ And then fill up the burnith’d gold 
“ With juice that makes the Britons bold. 
“« This from feven barley-corns 1 drew, 
‘Its years are feven, and to the view. 
“Lis clear, and fparkles fit for you. 
« But ftay. 
“© When I by iste was laft time hurl’d, 
‘Vo 2G my pranks in t” other world, + 
1 faw fome tparks, as they were drinking, 
“ With mighity mirth and little thinking, 
Their jetls were fipernocalum, 
“ And fnatch’d the rubics from each thumb, . 
“And in this cryfial have them here, 
Perhaps you'll like it more than beer.” 
Wire and late hours difluiv’d the feaft, 
And men and fairies went to reft, : 
The bed-where Orpheus was to lie 
Was all fluff’d full of harmony : 
Forling ftreams and amorous rills, » 
Dyinig found that never kills, 
‘ephiros breathing, love delighting, 
Jey to lumber foft inviting, “ 
‘Trembling founds that,.maké no noife, 
Aue fongs to pleafe without a voice, 
Were mixt with down that fell from Joye, 
‘When he became a fwan for Inve.” 
Twas night, ard narare’s felf lay dead! 
Nodding upon a feather-bed ; 
‘The mountains feem’d tc bend their teps,~_ i 








Ard fhutters cios'd the milleners’ hops, 
- Excluding doth she punks and fops; 


Sage aes 
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No ruffled ftreams to mill do come, 
The filent fith were {till more dumb; 
Look in the chimney, not a {park therey 
And darknefs did itfelf grow darker. 
But Orpheus could not fleep a wink, 
He had too many things to think : 
But, in the dark, his harp he ftrung, 
And to the liflening fairies fung. 
Prince Prim, who pitied fo much youth 
Join’d with fo much conftancy and truth 
Soon gave him thus to underftand ; 
Sir, I laft night receiv’d command - 
* To fee you out of Fairy Land,- 
* Into the realm of Nofnotbocai; 
* But let rot fear of falphur choke ye; 
“ For he’s a fiend of fenfe and wit, 
* And has got many rooms to let.” 
As quick as thought, by glow-worm glimpfe, 
Out walk the fidler and the prince, soe 


” They foon arrive, find Bocai brewing” 


Of claret for a vintner’s flewing. 4o¢ 

* Lcome from Oberon,” quoth Prince Prime 

“ "Tis well,” quoth Bocai,” “ what from + 

“him P? 

“ Why, fomething ftrange; this honeft man 

Had his wife died ; now, if he can, 

“* He fays, he'd have her back again.” 
Then Bocai, fmiling, cried, “ You fee, 

* Orpheus, you'd better flay with me. 

* For, let me tell you, Sir, this place, 

™ Although it has an ugly face, 

¥ If to its value it were fold, 

** Is worth ten thoufand ton of gold; 

“* And very famous in all flory, 

“ Call’d by the name of Purgatory. 

*« For when fome ages fhal] have run, 

* And Truth by Falfehvod be undone, 

 Shail rife the Whore of Babylon; 

* And this fame whore fhall be a man, 

* Who, by his lies and cheating, can 

Be fuch a trader in all evil, 

* As to-outdo our friend the devil; 

¥* He and his pimps fhall fay, that when. + 

“ A man is dying, thither then _ 

‘The devil comes to take the foul, 

And carry him down to this hole 3 

But, if-a man have ftore of wealth, 

To get fome prayers for bis foul’s health, 

The devil has then no more to do, 

But meft be fore’d to let him go, 

But we are po more fools than they, 

‘Thus to be bubbled of our prey. 

By thefe fame pic us frauds and lies, 

S Shall many monafleries rife: : 

* Friars hall get geod meat and beer, 

+* To pray folks out that ne’er came here; 

Pans, pots, and ketties fhall be given, 





-'© To fetch a man from hence to heavetts 


‘“ Suppofe a man has taken parics, 

* Or ftolen fheep, ar cows, orhorfes, 
* And chances to be hang’d, yyu'd cry, 
& Let him be hang'd, and fo gAWi-by.. = 
Hold, fays the friar, let me alone, 

* He’s but to purgatory gone: 

® And if you'll let our convent keep 


&« Thofe purfes, cows, horfes, and sheep, 


I'd find fome lufty man to pray. 


ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE. 


‘The fellow fhall find no more pain, 

* Than if he were alive again.” 
Here Orpheus figh'd, began to take on, 
Cried, “ Could I find the whore you fpake 
“on, 

@ Ud give him my belt fitch of bacon: 
“' Ud give him cake and fugar’d fack, 
“ If he would bring my Dicé hack : 
“* Rather than fhe fhould longer ftay, 


“ And then poor Dicé, let him try her, 

“ T dare fay, would requte the friar,” 
Great Nofnetbocai fmil’d to fee 

Such goodnefs and fimplicity. 

‘Then kindly led them to a cell, 

An outward granary of hell; 


~ A filthy place, that’s feldom {wept, 


‘Where feeds of villany are kept. 

‘t Orpheus,” faid he, id haye you take’ 
* Some of thefe feeds here, for my fake; 
“ Which, if they are difcreetly hurl’d 
“ Thoughout the parts of t’other world, 
® They may oblige the fiend you fue to, 
© And fill the palace of old Pluto. 

“ So pride-feed uppermoft; then above . 
© Envy and fcandal, and plant felf-love, 
Here take revenge and malice without caufe, 
And here contempt of honefty and laws; 
This hot feed’s anger, and this hotter Juft, 


Beft fown with breach of friendthip, and of 


“ tru: 


“ Thefe ftorm, hail, plague, and tempeft feeds; 


“ And this a quinteflence of weeds; 

“ This is the wort fort of artichoke, 

A plant that Pluto himfelf befpoke, 

Nourith it well, ‘tis ufeful treachery ; 

This is a choice, though little feed, a lie : 

Here take fome now from thefe 
* loads z . 

“ Of tender things, that look like toads 

In future times, thefe, finely dreft, 

“ Shall each invade a prince’s breatt ; 

“ "Tis flattery feed ; though chinly fown, 

It is a mighty plant when grown, 

& When rooted deep, and fully blown ; 







prodigions 





709 
© Now fee thefe things like bubbles fly ; 

* Thefe are the feeds of vanity. 

“ Take tyrant acorns, which will beft advance, 

“ If fown in eaftern climates, or in France; 

“ But thefe are things of moft prodigious hopes, 

“ Vhey’re Jefuit bulbs tied up with ropes, 

“ And thele the devil’s grafts for future popes. 

“ Which with fanaticifm are join’d fo clean, 

“ You'd fcarce believe a knife had pals'd be- 
tween: 

“ Falfe-witnefs feed had almoft been forgot, 

* 'Twill be your making, fhould there be a 
plot. : 

“ And now, dear Orphens, {catrer thefe but well; 

“ And you'll deferve the gratitude of hell.” 3 

Quoth Orpheus,“ You will be obey'd 

“ In every thing that you have faid, ¢ 

“ For mifchief is the poet’s trade : 

“ And whatfoever they fhall bring, 

“ You may affure yourfelf Pil fing, 

“ But pray what pvets fhall we have, 

“ Ac my returning from the grave?” 

“ Sad dogs,” quoth Bocai,—" let me feea~ 
“ But, fince what | fay cannot fhame them, 

“ Pil e’en refolve to never name them.” 

“ But, now, “ fays Bocai, « Sir, you may 
“ Long to be going on your way, 

* Unlefs you'll drink fome arfenic claret : 
* °Tis burnt, you fee; but Sam can {pare it.” 

Orpheus replied; “ Kind Sir, ’tis neither 
“ Brandy nor whets that brought me hither ; 
“ But love, and J an inflance can be, 

“ Love is as hot as pepper’d brandy; 
“ Yet, gentle Sir, you may command: 
“ A tune from a departing haud; 
The ftyle and pailion both are good, 
“ "Tis The Three Children in the Woud.” 

He fang; and pains themfelves found cafe; 
For griefs, when well exprefs'd, can pleafe, 
When he defcrib’d the children’s lofs, 

And how the robins cover'd them with mofs ; 

To hear the pity of thofe birds, 

Ev’n Bocai’s tears fell dowa with Orpheus” words, 
* &e, 
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IMITATED FROM CLAUDIAN. 








Orr, as1 wondering ftand, a fecret doubt 
Puzzles my reafon, and difturbs my thought,* 
‘Whether this lower world by chance does moye, 
Or guided by the guardian hand of Jove. 
> When f furvey the world’s harmonious frame, 
How Nature lives immutably the fame; 
How ftated bounds and ambient fhores reftrain 
‘The rolling furges of the briny main; © 
How conftant time revolves the circling year 5 
How day and night alternately appear; 
"rhen am I well convine'’d fome fecret foul, ' 
Some firlt informing power direds the whole ; 
Some great intelligence, who turns the fpheres, 
Who rules the fteady motions of the ftars, 
Who decks with borrow'd light the waning moon, 
~ And fills with native light th’ unchanging fun, 
‘Who hangs the earth amidit furrounding fkies, 
And bids her various fruits in various feafons rife. 
* But, foon as ] refle&@ on human fate, 
How blind, how unproportion’d, is our fate; 
How ill men, crown’d with bleflings, fmoothly 
A golden circle of delightful days; 
How good men bear the rugged paths of life, 
(Condemn'd to endlefs cares, to endlefs firife ; 
‘Then 1am loft again; religion fails ; 
‘Then Epicurus’ bolder fcheme prevails,  [dance, 
Which through the void makes wandering atoms 
And calis the medley world the work of chance, 
“Which God’s cternal Providence denies, : 
wAnd feigns him nodding in the diftant ikies. 
** At length Rufinus’ fate my doubt removes, 
And God's exiftence and his juftice proves. * 
Nor do I longer undeceiv’d complain, 
‘The wicked flourifh, and triumphant reign 3 
Since they to forsune’s heights are rais’d alone, 
‘To rufh with greater ruin headlong down. 


# The a€ay, to which this Pocro was originally annex- 
¢d, was written in 1771, a8 a harih (arire on the Duke of 
Mariboroug!s 1k is pristed in Dr, King’s Works, vol. 
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Since Theodofius too bis earlhyd 


But here inftrua thy bard, Pierian dame, 
Whence, and of whom, the dire contagion came. 
Alegto’s breaft with rage and envy glows, . 

To fee the world poffefs’d of {weet repofe. 

Down to the dreary realms below fhe bends, - 

There furnmons a cabal of fifter fiends; 

Thither unnumber’d plagues direct their fight, 

‘The curfed progeny of hell and night. 

Firft difcord sears her head, the nurfe of wary 

Next famine fiercely ftalks with haughty air; 

Then age fearce drags her limbs, fcarce draws her 
breath, 

But, tottering on, approaches neighbouring death; 

Here grows difeafe, with inbred tortures worn; 

There envy fnarls, and others’ good does 
mourn ; 

There forrow fighs, her robe to tatters torn; 

Fear ikulks behind, and trembling hides her face, 

But rafhnefs headlong thrufts her front of brates 

Then luxury, wealth’s bane, profufely fhines, 

Whilft want, attending in a cloud, repines, ' 

A tram of fleeplefs felf-tormenting cares, 

Daughters of meagre avarice, appears; 

Who, asround her wither’d neck they cling, ° 

Confefs the parent hag from whence they fpring, 

Here ills of each malignant kind refort, . 

A thoufasd monfters guard the dreadful courte. 

Amidft th’ infernal crowd, Alecte ftands, 

And a deep filence awfully commands; 

Then, ip tumultuous terms like thefe, exprefs’d 

A paflion long had fweil’d within her breaft : 

“ Shall we fupine permit thefe peaceful days, 

So imvoth, fo gay, fo undifturb’d, to pafs? 

Shall pity melt, fhall clemency controul, 

A fory's fierce and unrelenting foul ? 

‘What do our iron whips, Sur brands, avail; 

What all the horrid impleKents of hell; ~ 

*€ Since mighty Jove debars Wof h tkics, 
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RUFINU Ss 
“© Such were the days, and fo their tenor ran, 


% When the firft happy golden age began: 

® Virtue and concord, with their heavenly trata, 

* With piety and faith, fecurely reign; 

& Nay, jultice, in imperial pomp array'd, 

« Boldly explores this everlafting thade; 

« Me flie, infulting, menaces and awes 5 

& Reforms the world, and vindicates her laws, 

« And fhall we then, neglected and forlorn, 

« From every region banifh’d, idly mourn? 

 Affert yourfelves ; know what, and whence 
you are: [eare ;. 

« Attempt fome glorious mifchief worth your 

Involve the univerfe in endlefs war. 

+ Oh! that I could in Stygian vapour rife, 

Darken the fun, pollute the balmy fkies 5 

Let loofe the rivers, deluge every plain, 2 


Break down the barriers of the roaring n 
And flatter nature into chaos once again : 
So rag'd the fiend, and tofs'd her vipers round, 
Which hiffing pour’d their poifon on the ground, 
A murmur through the jarring audience rang, 
Difcrent refolves from different reafous fprung. 
So when the fury of the form is paft, 








~ When the rough winds in fofter murmurs watte ; 


So founds, fo fludtuates, the troubled fea, 
As the expiring tempeft plows it» way. 
Megara, riling then, addrefs'd the throng, 

-'To whan fedition, temult, rage belong + 
Whofe food is entrails of the guiltlefs.dead, 
Whofe drink is children’s blood by parents fhed. 
She fcorch’d Alcides with a frantic flame, 

She broke the bow, the favage world did tame; 
She nerv’d the arm, the flung thedeadly dart, . 


- ‘When Athamas transfix’d Learchus’ heart : 


_ She prompted Agamemnon’s monftrous wife 


To take her injur’d jord’s devoted life: 

She breath’d revenge and rage into the fon, 
So did the mother’s blood the fire’s atone = 
She blinded Ocdipus with kindred charms, 


' Fore’d him inceftuons to a mother’s arms > 


She ftrung Thyeftes, and his fury fed : 
She taught him to pollute a daughter’s bed. 
Such was her dreadful {peech : 
“ Your fchemes not practical nor lawful are, 
With Heavea and Jove to wage unequal wat: 
But, if the peace of man you would invade, 
“© LE o'er the ravag'd earth deftrudion fpread 5 
“© Ther fhall Rufings, frain’d for every ill, 
With your own vengeance execute your will; 
«A prodigy {rom favage parents {prung, 
« Jimpetuous as a tigrefs new with young ; 
* Fierce as the hydra, fickle as the flood, 
* And keen as meagre harpies for their food. 

“ Soon as the infant drew the vital air, 
« | firft receiv'd him to my nurfing care; 
* And often he when tender yet and young, 
Cried for the tear, and on my bofom hung + 
© Whillt my horn’dferpents roundhis vifage play, 
© His features frrm’d, and there their venom fhed } 
« Whilf I, infifing, breath'’d into his heart 
Deceit andj rait, and every hurcful art; . 
© Taught Ph t’ involve his foul in fecret clouds, 
* 1e diffembling friles to veil his frauds. 


c 








i ying patriots’ turtures can afluage 
His inborn cruelty, hig native rage: 4 


IE 


Not Tagus’ yellow torrent can foffice 
« His boundlefs and unfated avarice : 
« Nor all the metal of Pactolus’ ftreams, 
*® Nor Hermus glittering as the folar beams. 
“ Tf you the Rratagem propos’d approve, 
Let us to conrt this bane of crowns remove. 
“ There fhall be foon, with his intriguing art, 
Guide uncontroul’d the willing prince’s heart. 
Net Numa’s wifdomn fhall that heart defend, 
“ When the faife favourite adts the faithful 
“ friend.” 2 
Soon as as fhe ended, the furrounding crowd: 
With peals of joy the black defign applaud. 
Now with an adamant her hair fhe bound, 
With a blue ferpent yirt her veft around ; 
‘Then haftes to to Phiegethon’s impetuous ftream, 
Whofe pitchy waves are flakes of railing flame; 
There lights a torch, and ftraight, with wings 
difp'ay’d, 
Shoots fwiltly through the dun Tartarian glade, 
A place on Gallia’s utmof verge there lies, 
Extended to the fea and fouthern fkies ; 
Where once Ulyfles, as «ld fables tell, 
Invok’d and rais’d th’ inhabitants of hell; 
Where oft, with flaring eyes, the trembling hind 
Sees airy phantoms fkim before the winds - 
Hence fprings the fury into upper ikies, 
Infe@ing all the region as fhe flies: 
She roars, and fhakes the atmofphere around, . 
And earth and fea rebellow to the found, 
Then ftraight transform’d her fnakes to filver 
And Jike an old decrepid fage appears; {hairs, 
Slowly fhe creeps along with trembling gait, 
Scarce can her languid limbs fuftain her weight, 
At length, arriving at Rafinus’ cell, 
Which, from his monftrous birth, fhe knew fo well, 
She mildly thus bell’s darling hope addrefs'd, 
Sooth’d his ambition, and inflam’d his breaft ; 
* Can floth diffolve Rufinus; canft thou pafs 
« ‘Thy fprightly youth in foft inglorious eafe 2 
“ Know that thy better fate, thy kinder flar, 
“© Docs more exalted paths for thee prepare. 
Jf thou an old nian’s counfel canft obey, 
“ The fubje&% world fhall own thy fovereign 
" fway s . : 
For my enlighten'd foul, my confcious breaft, 
Of magic’s {ecret feience is poflefs’d, 
Ofc have J forc’d, with myttic midnight {pells, 
Pale fpeétres frem their fubterrancan cells: ” 
Old Hecaté attends my powerful fong, 
Powerful to haften fare, or to prolongs 
« Powerful the rooted ftubborn oak to move, 
‘To flop the thunder burfling from above, 
* ‘Yo make the rapid flood’s defcending flream . 
«© Flow backward to the fountain whence it came. 
* Nor doubt my truth—behold, with juft farprife, 
An effore of my art—a palace rife.” 
She faid; and lo: a palace towering feems, 
With Parian pillars and metallic beams. 
Rofinus, ravifh’d with the vaft delight, 
Gorges his avarice, and gluts his fight. 
Such was his tranfport, fuch his fudden pride, 
When Midas firit his goldcn with enjoy’d : 
Bat, as bis ftiffening food to metal turn’d, 
He found his rafhneis, and his ruin mourn’d, 
oe ¥ y itj . 
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“ Be thon or man'er god,” Rufinus faid, 
™ T follow wherefoe’er thy dictates lead.” 

‘Then from his hut he flies, affumes the fate 
Propounded by the fiend, prepar'd by fate," 
Ambition feon began to lift her head, 

Soaring, fhe mounts with reftlefs piniona fpread; 
But juftice, confcious, fhuns the poifon’d air, * 
Where only proftituted tools repair ; 
Where Stilico and Virtue not avail; 
‘Where royal favours ftand expos'd to fale; 

‘Where now Rufinus, fcandaloufly great, 

Loads labouring nations with oppreflive weight; 
Keeps the ob{equious world depending ftill 

On the proud dictates of his lawlefs will; 
Advances thofe, whofe fierce and factions zeal 
Prompts ever to refit, and to rebel ; 

» Bat th: fe impeaches, who their prince commend, 
Who, dauntlefs, dare his facred rights defend; 
¥Expounds {mall riots into higheft crimes, 

Brands loyalty as treafon to the times, 
An haughty minion, mad with empire grown, 
Enflaves the fubjei%s, and infults the throne. 
A thoufand difemboguing rivers pay * 
‘Their everlafting homage 'to the fea; 
‘The Nile, the Rhine, the Danube, and the Thames, 
Pour conftant down their tributary ftreams : 
But yet the fea confeffes no increafe, 
For all is fwallow'd in the deep abyfs. 

Tn craving, ftill Rufinus’ foul remains, (gains; 
‘Though fed with thowers of gold, and. floods of 
For he defpoils and ravages the’ land, 

“No ftate is free from his rapacious hand; 
"Treafures immenfe he hoards; ereds a tower, 

‘To lodge the plunder’d witld’s colleéted Nore - 
Unmeafur'd is his wealth, unbounded is his 
2 power, "" ‘ 

» Oh! whether woilld’ft thou rove, miftaken man? 

‘Vain are thy hopes, thy acquifitions vain ; 

For now, fuppofe thy avarice poffefs'd 

Of all the fplendour of the glittering eaft, 

Of Croefus’ mats of wealth, of Cyrus’ crown, 
Suppofe the ocean’s treafure all thy own; 

Still would thy foul repine, ftill afk for more, 
Unbleft with plenty, wich abundance poor. 

~ Fabricius, in himfelf, in virrue great, 
Difdain’d a monarch’s bribe, defpis’d his fate. 
Servamns, a8 he prac’d’ the conful’s chair,” 

So could he guide the plough’s laborious fhare. 
‘The fam’d, the warlike, Curii deign’d to dwell 
In a poor lonely cor and humble ceil. : 
Such a retreat to me’s more glorious far, . 
Thar all-rhy pomp, than all thy triumphs are: 
Give me my {olitary native home, * OO ae 
Take thou thy rifing tower, thy lofty dome; 
Though there thy furviture of radiant dye 
Abftrads and ravithes the curious eye; 

“Lhough each apartment, every fpacions room,. 
Shincs with the glories of the Tyrian loom 
Vet here f view & more delightful fcene, 
Where nature's fretheft bloom and beauties reign ; 
Where the warm 2Zephyr’s genial balmy wing, 
Playing, diffe an eternal pring : ne 
‘Though there thy lewd lafcivious limbs are laid 
On a tich downy coucli, or golden bed g © °° 
‘Yet here, extended on the flowery graf 

More free trom care, my guiltlefs hours 1 pats: 
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‘Though there thy fycophants, a fervile race, 

Cringe at thy levees, and refound thy praife ; 

¥et here a murmuring ftream, or warbling bird, 

To me does {weeter harmony afford, = 
Nature on all the power of biifs beftows, 

Which from her baunteous fource perpetual flows 

But he alone with happinefs is bleft, 

Who knows to ufe it rightly when poffeft : 


| A dodtrine, if well pois'd in Reafon’s fealo, 


Nor Juxury nor wane would thus prevail ; 
Nor would our. fleets fo frequent plow the main, 
Nor our embattled armies ftrew the plain, 
But, oh: Rufinus is to reafon blind ! 
A ftrange hydropic thirft inflames his mind. 
No bribes his growing appetite can fate ; 
For new poffeffions new defires create. 
No fenfe of fhame, no modefty, refrains, 
Where avarice or where ambition reigns, 
When with ftrict oaths his proffer’d faith he binds, 
Falfe are his vows, and treacherous his defigns, ~ 

Now, fhould a patriot rife, his power oppofe, , 
Should he affert a finking nazion’s caufe, ot 
He ftirs a vengeance nothivg can control, 
Such is the rancour of his haughty foul; 

Fel} as a lionefs in Libya’s plain, 

When tortur'd with the javelin’s pointed pain 
Or a fpurn‘d ferpent, as the Shoots along, Teonisiass 
With lightning in her eyes, and poifon in her 
Nor will thofe families eraz’d fuffice ; 

But provinces and cities he deftroys: 

Urg'd on with blind revenge and fettled hate, 

fle labours the confufion of the fate ; 

Subverts the nation’s old-eftablith'd frame, 
Explodes her laws, and tramples on her fame, 

We'er inmercy he pretends to fave 
A man, purfu’d by faction, from the grave; 
Then he invents new punifhments, new pains, 
Condemns to filence, and from truth reftrains * 5 
Yhen racks and pillories, and bonds and bars, 
Then ruin and impeachments he prepares, 

O dreadful mercy. more than death fevere! 
‘That doubly tortures whom it feems to fparet 

All feem enflav’d, all bow to him alone ; 

Nor dare their hate their jutt refentments own; 
But inward grieve, their fighs and pangs confin'd, 
Which with convulfive forrow tear the mind. 
Envy is mute—'tis treafon to difclofe , 
‘The banetul fource of their eternal woes. 

But stilico’s fuperior foul appears * 

Unthock’d, unmov’d, by bafe ignoble fears, 
He is the polar ftar, dire@s the fare, , 
When parties rage, and public tempefts beats 
He is the fafe retreat, the fwcet repofe, 

Can footh and caim afli@ed virtue’s woes 5 
Fic is the folid, firm, unfhaken force, 
That only knows to ftem th’ invader’s courfe. 

So when a river, fwell'd with wipter’s raing, * 
‘The limits of its wonted fhore difdains; : 
Bridges, and ftones, and trees, in vain oppofes 
With unrefifted rage the torrent fgws: 

But as it, roiling, meets a mighty Neck, 
Whole fix'd fourdations tan repel thg thack, 


Elided furges roar in eddies round, 
The rock, unmov'd, reverberates the fox 
+ alluding to the fefitence then recently paiied on My 


» Sagheverell, 


THE EAGLE AND THE KOBIN*, 


AN APOLOGUE; 


Tranflated from the Original of AEsop, written Two Thoufand Years fince, 
and now rendered in Familiar Verfe, by H. G. 1. mac. ; 





Goon precepts and true gold are more valuable 
for their antiquity. And here I prefeat my guod 
reader with one, delivered by the firft founder of 
mythology, ALfop himfelf. Maximus Planudes 
takes notice of it, as a very excellent part of his 
prod..étion ; and Phadrus, Camerarius, and others, 
feens to agree, that his eagle, and five others not 
yet tranflated, are equal to any of his that are 
handed downto us. Though Mr. Ogicby and 
Gir Koger L’Eftrange had the unhappinefs to be 
unacquainted with them, yet 1 had the good for- 
tune to difcove: them by the removal of my old 
library, which hax made me amends for the tr: uble 
of getting to where I now teach They were 
written, or dictated at leaft, by ZEfop. in the fifty- 
fourth Olympiad: and though | defigned them 
chiefly for the ufe of my fchooi (this being tranf 
lated by a youth defigneu for a Greek profeffor), 
‘yet no man is fo wife as not to need inftruction, 
‘yc, and by the way. of fable teo; fince the Holy 





Scriptures themfelves, the beft inftructors, teath 
us by way of parable, fymbol, image, and figures 
and David was more moved with Nathan’s“ Uhou 
“ art the man,” than all the moft rigid ieGures in 
the world would have done. Whoever wilt be at 
the trouble of comparing this verfion with the 
original. let them begin at the tenth line, and they 
will find it metaphraftically done, verbum verto, aa 
the bef way of juftice to the author, Thofe that 
are mere adorers of yiao Aéyss will not be angry 
that it is in this fort of metre, for which I gave 
leave, the lad having a turn to this fort of mea- 
fure, which is pleafant and agreeable, though not 
lofty. For my own part, I concur with my mafter 
Ariftotle, that pofuds xad dpuoria are very far from 
being unneceflary or unpleafant. May this be of 
ufe to thee; and it will pleafe thine in all good 
withes, 

Horart. GRAM. 








A apt liv'd in former dtys, 
‘That well deferv’d the utmoft praife ; 
For greatnefs, birth, and juttice fam’d, 
‘And every virtue could be nam’d ; 
‘Which made her courfe of life fo even, 
That fhe’s a faint (if dead) in heaven. 
This lady had a little feat 
Juft like a palace, ‘twas fo neat, 
From aught (but goodnefs) her retreat. ; 


* The politicsl morg’ ef this little apotogue is too evi« 
dent to need auy other .ormment, than barely mentioning 
thacthe lady wan Ques @nine; desring the reader to re= 
colleel the ch>: _ uch the wade in hér eninittry in 1309, 

he year in wich tis poem wav writwa; anc iulesing tw 
faut care " a oe 








One morning, in her giving way, 
As was her cuftom every day, 
To cheer the poor, the fick, and cold, 
Or with apparel, feod, or gold, 
There came a gazing ftranger by, 
On whom she quickly caft an cye. _ 
‘The man admiring, made a ftand 3 
He hada bird upon his hand: 
“ What's that, {ays the, that hangs its heac 
Sinking and faint ? ‘Tis almoft dead.”* 
“ Madam, a red-breaft that Fiound, 
By this wet feafon almoft drown’d.” ~  _- 
Oh! bring him in and keep him warnt, 
Robins do never any harm.” 
They foon obey'd, and chopt him meat, 


i Gave him whatever he would eat; 


4 - 
The lady care herfelf did take, 
. And made a neft for Robin’s fake: 
But he perke up into her chair, 
Jn which he plenteoufly did fare, 
‘Affuming quite another air. 
The neighbows thought, when this they {py’d, 
‘The world well mended on his fide. 
With well-tun’d throat he whiftled long, 
And every body lik'd his fong : 
Ae laft. faid they, this litle thing 
‘Will kill itfelf, fo long to fing ; 
‘We'll clofet him an.ong the reft 
Of thofe my lady love. the beft.” 
‘They little thought. that faw him cante, © 
‘That Robins were fo quarrelfome : 
‘The door they open'd, in he pops, 
And to the higheft perch he hops; 
*The party-colour’d birds he chofe, 
‘The gold. finches, and fuch as thofe ; 
With them he’d peck, and bill, and feed,” 
And very well (at times) agreed : 
Canary-birds were his delight, : 
‘With them he'd #éte-d-téte all night; 
But the brown linnets went to pot, 
He kill’d them all upon the fpot. 
‘The fervants were employ’d each day, 
Inftead of work, to part fome fray. 
And wifh’d the aukward fellow curt 
That brought him to my lady firk, 
At Jat they all refolv'd upon’t, 
Some way to tell my latly on’t. 
Meanwhile he'd had a noble fwing, 
And rui’d juit like the Gallic king; 
Having kill'd or woutded all, 
‘Unilefs the eagle in the hall; 
. With whom he durft but caly jar, 
He being the very foul of war, 
But hated him for his defert, 
And bore him malice at his heatt. 
‘This eagle was my !ady’s pride, 
‘The guardian Safety of her fides 
He often brought home foreign prey, 
‘Which humbly at her feet he lay. 
For colour, pinions, and ftature, 
"The faireft workmanthip of nature; 
°Twould do oné good to fee him move, 
So full of grandeur, grace, and love: 
He was indeed a bird for Jove, 
He foar’d aloft in Brucum’s field, 
A thoufand kites and vultures kill’ds 
‘Which made him dear to all that flew, 
Unlefs to Robin and his crew. F 
One day poor Bob, puff’d up with pride, 
‘Thinking the combat to abide, | 
A goofe-quill on for weapon. ty'd, 
Knowing by ufe, that, now and then, 
Afword lefs hurt does than a pen. 
As for example What at home 
You’ ve well conttiv'’d to do at Rome, 
A pen blows up—before you come, 
"You are fuppoe’d to undermine 
‘The foe—in fome immerfe defign. 
A pen can bite you with a linc; 
‘There’s forty ways to give a fign. 
Well=-all on fire away he ftaik’d, 
Till come to—where the cagle walk’d, 


j 
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Bob did not fhill-I thall-T ge, 
Nor faid one word of friend or foe A 
But flirting at him made a blow, 
As game cocks wih their gauntlets do. 
At which the eagle gracefully 
Catt « difdaining, (parkling eyes % 
As who fhould fay—Whiat’s this, a fie? 
But no revenge at all did take, 
He fpar'd him for their fady’s fake, 
Who ponder'd thefe things in her niint, 
And took the conduct of the eagle kind, - 
Upon reflection now—to thew 
What harm the leafkof things may do, 
Mad Robin, with his curfed flirt, 
One of the eagle’s *eyes had hurt; 
Inflam’d it, made it red and fore: 


| But the affront inflam’d it more, 


Oh, how the family did tear ! 
To fire the houfe, could fearce forbear 
With fcorn, not pain, the eagle fir'd, 
Murmur'd difdain, and fo retir’d, 
Robin, to offer fome relief, 
In words like thefe would heal their grief: 
“ Should th’ eagle die (which heaven forbid ) 
We ought fome other to provide, 
Ido not fay that any now 
Are fit, but in a year or two: 
And fhould this mighty warrior fall; 
‘They should not want a general.” 
As men have long obferv’d, that ene. 
Misfortune feldom comes alone ; 
Juft in the moment this was done; 
Ten thoufand foes in fight wete came : 
Vultures. and kites, and birds of prey, 
In flocks fo thick-—they darken’d day. 
4 long concerted force and ftrong, 
Vermin of ail kinds made the throng ; 
Foxes were ini the fattion join’d, 
Who waited their approach to ground. 
By every hand, from common fame; 
The frightful face of danger came. 3 
One cries, “ What heip now—who can can tell 
I'm glad the eagle's here, ard well !* 4 
Another out of breath with fear, 
Says, * Thoufands more near fea appear ; 
They'll fwop our chicken from the doo: #7 
We never were fo fet before :, 
We're glad the eagle will forget, 
And the invaders kill or beat.” 
Referv’d and great, his noble mind, 
Above all petty thingsinclin’d, 
Abhorr’d the thoughts of any thing, 
But what hié lady's peace could bring : 
Who blefs’¢ him firfl, and bade him do 
As he was wont, and beat the foe, 
Burning and reftlefs as the fun, 





“| Until this willing work was done; 


He whets his talons, flretch’d his wings, 
His lightning darts, and terror flings; 
Towers with a flight into ~he tky, 
Thefe million morfters to cry, 
Prepar’d to conquer, or to d) 

The party, that fo far was e, 
‘Thought not the eagle was at hon 

* Oftarwos aincng® the Grrcks, fignifies © 
“ tender as the eye.” a 










ROBIN RED-BREAST, 
WITH THE BEASTS, 
AN OLD CAT'S PROPHECY; 


Taken out of an old Copy of Verfes, fuppofed to be writ by Fobn Lidgate, @ Monk of Bury. 
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Own that had in her infant flate, +} The thepherds, and the fervants all, 

While playing at her father's gate, Againtt the traitor loudly bawl 

Seen and was moft hugely fmitten But there was none that dar'd to tell 

‘With young dog and dirty kitten, Their lady what to them befel; 

Had took them up and tug’d them in, For pufs a fox of wondrous art 

And made the fervants wath them clean Brought in, to kelp, and take their part, 
When the to a fit age was grown, te By whofe afliftance to deceive, 

To be fole miftref uf her own, She made her every lie believe. 

‘Then to her favour and ftrange truft One lucky day, when the was walking 

‘She rais'd thefe two: in rank the firtt Tn her woods, with fervants talking, 

‘The dog, who, with gilt collar grac'd, And ftopp’d to hear how very weil 

Strutted about, The cat was plac'd © A red-breaft fung, then him to dwell 

O’er all the houfe to don ineer, “With her fhe call’d: he came, and took 

And kept each wight of her in fear 5 His place next to a favourite rook; 

While he o'er all the plains had power, Where Robin foon began to fing 

"That favage wolves might not devour Such fougs as made the houfe to ring 

Her flocks. She gave him charge great care He fung the lofs and death of theep, 

To take: but beafts uncertain are | In note: that made the lady weep : 5 
Now fee by thefe what troubles rife- How for his charge the dog unfit, 

To thofe who im their choice unwife ‘Took part with foes, and fhepherds bit ¢ 

Put truft in fuch; for he foon join’d Ev'n from his birth he did him trace, > 

‘With beaft of prey the dog combin’d, { And thew him cur of thabby race; 

‘Who kill’d the fheep, and tore the hind: The firft by wandering beggars fed, 

‘While he would ftand, and grin, and bark, His fire, advanc’d, turn’d {pit for bread; 

*Concealing thus his dealings dark. Himfelf each truft had ftill abus'd; 7 

A wolf, or fo, fometimes he'd take; ‘To fleal what he thould guard, was us’d 

And then, O what a noife he’d make! From puppy: known where’er he came 

But with wild heafts o’er-run yet are Both vile and bafe, and void of fhame. 

The plains: fome die for want of fare, “ The cat he fung, that none could match 

Or torn, or kill'd ; the thepherds find _ For venem’d fpite, or cruel feratch; 

Each day are loft of every kind. That from a witch transform’ fhe came, 
Thy filly theep lament in vain; ~ Who kitten’d three of equal fAnet 7 

Of their hard fate, not him, Sonsplain, This firft, one dead, of tabby fur 


The third forvives, much noife o 
% The political drift of this precended prophecy istill| Fiad been: a cat well known, w 


more evident than that o- rhe preceding poems; the fatire 5 
Being abundantly more perional, SPOS On errands dark, o'er land and feas, 


ROBIN RED-BREAST, WITH THE BEASTS. es 


She'd i anies take to cub of bear, 
From thefe intriguing beafls, who fwear 
‘They'll bring him to defend the wrong 
it they have done, Again he fung, 
How Tabby once, in moon-light night, 
‘Trotted with letter fox did write ; 
In which he fends his beft refpects 
To the the-bear, and thus diredts: 
“ Madam, faid he, your cub fafe fend, 
“ None fhall his worthip foon offend; 
* Te’s all T can at prefent do . 
* To ferve him, as his friends well know.” 
At this the beafts grew in fuch rage, 
That none their fury could affuage ; 
Nay, pufs her lady would have feratch’d, - 
And tore her eyes, but fhe was watch’d 3 
For fhe’d fet up her back, and mew, 
And thrice ev’n in her face the flew, 
The dog, like an ungrateful fpark, 
At her would dare to far] and bark, 
Her tenants wondering ftood to hear 
That the their infolence would bear ; 
And offer’d their affiftance to 
Soon make them better manners know : 
But the, to avoid all farther rout, 
Her window opening, turn’d Bob out; * 
Hoping that then her beafts would live 
In peace, and no difturbance give, 
Yet nothing the can do avails, 
Their rage againit her {till prevails; 
. Though puls was warn'd to fear their fate 
In lines ( by old prophetic cat 
‘Writ before her transformation, : 
‘When the was in the witch’s tation} 
Foretelling thus: “ When beafts are grown 
* To certain heights, before unknown 
“ Of human race, fome hall aloud 
* Inflame and arma dreadful crowd, 
“ Who in vatt numbers hall advance, 
“ And to new tunes fhall make them dance 
“ When this begins, no longer hope, 
* For all remains is ax and rope.” 
But, not deterr’d by this, they dar’d, 
With Come who of their plunder thar'd, 


‘'T’ affront their lady, and confpire 

To many with-her money hire; 
Contemning her, to pay undue 
Regards unto this beftial crew + : 
‘Though thefe refembled human fhapes, 
They were indeed no more than apes; _ 
Who fome in hovfe, and fome in wood, 
And others in high boxes flood, 

‘That chattering made fuch noife and ftir, 
How all was due to fox and cur; 

Till, by their falfe deluding way, ~ 
She found her flocks begin to ftray, 

Still Robin does for her his care 
And zeal exprefs; on whom yet are 
Hie thonghts all fix’d. On her he dreame 
Each night. Her praifes are his themes 
In fongs all day. Now perch'd on tree, 
Finding himfelf fecure and free, e 
He pertly thakes his little wings, 

Sets up his throat : again he fings, 

“ That the had left no other way 

To fave her flocks, and end this fray, 

But foon to her affiftance take 

One who could make thefe monfters fhake ; 
A well-known huntfman, who has fkill 
The fierceft beafts to tame or kill : 

At her command he’d come; and he 
Would make her great, and fet them free; 
That, thould thefe beafts fume evil day 
Bring cub into her grounds, fhe may 
Depend that not herfelf they'll {pare 
Since to infule her now they dare; 

All the at beft can hope for then, 

Is to be fafe fhut up in den; 

Since by fure figns all thefe ingrate 

Are known to bear her deadly hate.’* 

He ends his fong, and preys to Heaven 
‘That fhe may have the wiidom given, 
Before it be too late, to take 
Such ref: tutions as may make 
Hee fafe, and thar thefe beats no more 
To ravage in the plains have power. 








BRITAIN’S PALLADIUM; 


OR, 


LORD BOLINGBROKE’S WELCOME FROM FRANCE®*. 





“ Ee thure, et fidibus juvat 
“ Placare, et vituli fanguine debito 
* Cuftodes Numidz Deos.” 


Waar noife is this, that Interrupts my fleep ? 
‘What echoing fhouts rife from the briny deep ? 
Neptune a folemn feftival prepares, 
And peace through all his owing orb declares : 
‘That dreadful trident, which he us’d to hake, 
Make earth’s foundations and Jove’s palace quake, 
Now, by his fide, on ouzy couch reclin’d, 
Gives a {mooth furface and a gentle wind : 
Inoumerable Tritons lead the way, 
And crowds of Nereids round his chariot play. 
‘The ancient fea-gods with attention wait, 
‘To learn what’s now the laft refult of fate ; 
‘What earthly monarch Neptune now decrees 
Alone his great vicegerent of the feas. 

By an aufpicious gale, Britannia’s fleet 
On Gallia’s coaft this thining triumph meet : 
'Thefe pomps divine their mortal fenfe furprife, 
Loud to the ear, and dazzling to the eyes: 
Whilf fcaly Fritons, with their fheils, proclaim 
‘The names that mutt furvive to future fame 3 
And nymphs their diadems of pearl prepare 
For monarchs who, to purchafe peace, make war: 


* Lord Bolinghroke fet out for Fiance (accumpanied by 
Mr, Hare, one of iis under-fecretaries, Mr. Prior, aud the 
Abbe Gaultier) Aug, 23 and arrived again in London, 
Aug ab, 7 the . 


Hor. lib. 1 Od. xxxvi. ad’ Pomponium 
Numidam, ob cujus ex Hifpania red- 
ditum gaudio exulras, 


“Then Neptune his majeftic filence broke, 


And to the trembling failors miidly fpoke : 

“ ‘Throughout the world Britannia’s flag difjlay 

« Tis my command, that all the globe obey ; 

Let Britith R{reamers wave their heads on highy 

And dread no foe bencath Jove’s azure tky : 

‘The reft let Nereus tell”— 

“ If IT have truth,” fays Nereus, “ and forefee 

“ The intricate defigns of Deftiny ; 

I, that have view’d whatever fleets have rode 

«* With tharpen'd keels to cut the yielding flood; 

“ ¥, that could weigh the fates of Greece and 
. © Rome, 

Phernician wealth, and Carthaginian doom; 

“ Mutt furely know what, in the womb of time, 

Was fore-ordain'd for Britain’s happy clime; 

“ How wars upon the watery reaim fhall ceafe, 

And Anna give the world a glorious peace; 

“ Reftore the {picy traffic of the caft, 

“ And ftretch her empire to the diftant weft: 

“ Her ficets defery Aurora’s p&ple bed, 

“ And Phoebus’ fteeds after thei labours fed. 

“ The fouthern coafts, to BritaimM{carcely known, 

« Shall grow as hofpitable as theiMwn 

« No monfters fhall be feign’d, to guare TM 

When Britith trade fecures their.golden on 

LY 


“ 
« 
“ 






produdt of the Cotfwold field 
what Peruvian mountains yield : 
if'there intrinfic value fhow, 
ulcanian art more precious grow, 
‘annia’s royal fifbery fhall be 
prev'd by a kind guardian deity : 
*Arhit, mighty tatk to Glacus we aflign, 
wOF more importance than the richeft mine: 
“ He thall dire& them how. to ftrike the whale, 
“ How to-avoid the danger, when prevail; 
What treafure lies upon the frozen coat 
Not yet explor'd, nor. negligently loth, 
“In vaft Acadia’s plains, new theme for 
© fame, 
* Towns fhall be built, facred to Anna’s® name: 
“ ‘Lhe filver fir and lofty pine thall rife 
“ From Britain’s own united colonies, 
. Which to the matt hall canvafs-winga afford, 
“« And pitch, to ftrengthen the unfaithful board; 
*“ Norway may then her naval ftores withhold,’ 
“ And proudly ftarve for want of Britith gold. 
"  O.happy ie! to fuch advantage plac'd, 
“ That all the world is by thy counfels grac’d;- 
‘Thy nation’s genjvs, with induttrious arts, 
Renders thee. lovely. to remoteft parts, © 
“ Eliza fir the fable fcene withdrew, 
And to she ancient world difplay’d the new; 
“ When Burleigh at the helm of ftate was feen, 
“ The truett {abjed to the greateft queen; 
‘The Indians, from the Spanith yoke made free, 
 Bleft the effects of Englith liberty; ~ 
Drake round the, world his fovercign’s honour 
“ fpread, [convey’d ; 
“ Through ftraights and gulfs immenfe her fame 
“ Nor refts inquiry here; his curious eye 
"© Deferies new conftellations in the fy, 
in which vai {pace, ambitious mariners 
“ Migitt place their names on high, chgofe 
* their ftars, = 
“ Raleigh, with hopes of new difcoveries fir'd, 
“ And all the depths of haman wit infpir'd, 
“ Rov'd o’er-the weftenn world in fearch of fame, 
“ Adding freth glory to Eliza's name; 
Subdued new empires, that will records be 
Immortal of 3 queen's virginity 4. 
“ But think not, Albion, that thy fons decay 
“ Or that thy princes have lefs power to fway; 
Whatever jn Eliza’s reign was feen, 
With a redoubled vigour fprings agains 
“« Imperial ‘Anna fhail the feas control, 
And fpread her naval laws from pole to pole = 
“ Nor thick her condué or her countels lefs, 
In arta of war, or treaties for a peace ; 
In thrifty management of Britain’s wealth,” < 
Embezzled lately, or purloin'd by {teaith, 
No nation can fear want, or dread furprife, 
“ Where extol -prudence Burleigh’s lofs fup- 
© plies - 
On him the public moft fecutely leans, 


“ ‘Lo eale the berthenig the heft of queens; 
“8 fix their longing eyes, 







# 






“ On him the mercha 
When war fhall a, and Britith commerce 
© rife, 
* Gs 
® Annapol% the capi 
+ All 








ul af Nova-Scotia. 
sto the firt fettlement of Virginia, 
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“ Alcides’ ftrength and Atlas” firmer mind’ 
“ To narrow ftreights of Europe were confin'd. 
“ The Britifa failors, from their royal change, 
“ May find a nobler liberty to range. 
“ Oxford thall be their pole-ftar to the fouth, 
“ And there reward the efforts of their youth : 
“ Whence, through his condu@, traffic fhall ina 
« creafe, - [peace ®, 
“ Ev'n to thofe {eas which take their name from. 
“ Peace is the found moft glad the Britons’ ears: 
But fee : the noble Bolingbroke appears ; 
“ Gefture compos'd and Jooks ferene declare 
“ Th’ approaching iffue of a doubtful war. 
“ Now my ceerulean race, fafe in the deep, 
“ Shall hear no cannons’ roar difturh their fleep ; 
“ But fmoothett tides and the moft halcyon gales 
“ Shail to their port direct Britannia’s fails, 
“ Ye Tritons, fons of gods! ’tis my command, 
“ That you fee Bolingbroke in fafety land ; 
“ Your concave fhells for fofteft nores prepare, 
“ Whilit Echo fhall repeat the gentleft air ; ie 
The river-gods fhall there your triumphs meet.’ 
“ And, in old Ocean mix’d, your hero greet; 
“ Thames fhall ftand wondering, ifis thall re» 
« joice, 
“, And both in tuneful numbers raife their voices 
“ The rapid Medway, and the fertile Trent, 
“ In fwifteft threamis, confefs their true content ; 
“* Avon and Severn fhall in raptures join, 
“ And fame convey them to the Northern Tyne; 
“ ‘Tweed then no more the Britons thal! divide, 
“| But peace and plenty flow on cither fide; 
“ Triumphs proclaim aud mirth and jovial feafts, 
“ And all the world invite for welcome guefts,.”” 
Faction, that through the land fo fatal fread, 
No more hal} dare to raife her H, dra’s head; 
But all her votaries in filence mourn 
‘The bappinefs of Bolingbroke’s return ; 
Var froma the common pitch, he thall arife, 
With great defigns, ro dazzle envy’s eyes 5 
Search deep, to know of whiggith plots the fource, 
Their ever-turning fchemes, and reftlefs courte, 
Who fhall hereafter Britifh annals read, 
Bue will refle& with wonder cn this deed? 
| How artfully his conduc overcame | 
A ftubborn race, and quench’d a raging flames 
Retriev’d the Britons from unruly fate, 
&nd overthrew the Phaétons of ftate ! 
Thefe wife exploits through Gallia’s nation tan, 
And fir’d their fouls, to fee the wondrous man: 
The aged countellors, without furprife, 
Bound wit and prudence fparkling in his eyes: 
| Wifdom that was not gain’d in courfe of years, 
Or reverence owing to his hoary hairs, 
But ftruck by force of ge:.ius; fuch as drove 
‘The goddefs Pallas frcm the brain of Jove, 
‘The youth of France, with pleature, iook'd to fee 
His graceful mien and beauteous fymmetry: * 
‘The virgins ran, as to unufual thew, 
When he to Paris came, and Fontainbleau ; 
Viewing the blooming minifter defir’ds 
And ftili, the more they gaz’d, the more admir'’d. 
Nor did the court, thet beft true grandéur knows, 
Their fertiments by leffer fa@s difclofe, 
t The Pacific Ocean, 





bia 
By commen pomp, or ceremonious train, 

Seen heretofore, or to be feen again, 

But they devis’d new honours, yct unknown, 

Or paid to any fubje& of a crown. 

The Gallic king, in age and counfels wife, 

Sated with war, and weary of difguife, 

‘With open arms falutes the Britith peer, 

And gladly owns hie prince and character. 

As Hermes from the throne of Jove defcends; 
With grateful errand, to heaven’s choicett friends; 
As Iris from the bed of Juno flies, . . {fkies, 
To bear her queen's commands through yielding 
Whilf o’er ber wings frefh beams of glory flow, 
And blended colours paint her wondrous bow ; 
So Bolingbroke appears in Louis’ fight, ; 
‘With meffage heavenly; and, with equal light; 
Difpels all clouds of doubt, and fear of wars, 
And in His miftrefs’ name for peace declares: 
Accents divine! which the great king receives 
‘With the fame grace that mighty Anna gives. 

Let others boaft of blood, the fpoil of foes, 
Rapine and murder, and of endlefs woes, 
Detefted pomp! and trophies gain’d from far; 
‘With fpangled enfigns, ftreaming in the air; 
Count how they made Bavarian fubjeéts feel 
‘The sage of fire, and edge of harden'd feel; 
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Fatal effects of foul infatiate pride, 

That deal their wounds alike on cither Se 

No limits fet to their ambitious ends; *. 

For who bounds them, no longer can be frigact 
By different methods Bolingbroke thal raife 
His growing honours and immortal praife, 

He, fir'd with glory and the public good, 
Betwixt the people and their danger ftood : 
aArm'd with convincing truths, he did appear: 
And all he faid was fparkling, bright, and clear. - 
The liftening fenate wi.h attention heard, aes. 
Aud fome admir’d, while others trembling fear’dg 
Not ftom the tropes of formal eloquence, 

But Demofthenic ftrength, and weight of fenfe, 
Such as fond Oxford to her fon fupplied, 
Defign’d her own, as well as Britain's pride 3 
Who, lefs beholden to the ancient ftrains, 
Might thew a nobler blood in Englifh veins, 
Ourdo whatever Homer fweetly fung 

Of Neftor’s counfels, or Ulyfles’ tongue. 

Oh! all ye nymphs whilft time and youth ale 
Prepare the rofe and lily for his brow. {low, 
Much he has done, but ftill has more in views 
To Anna’s in:ereft and his country true. 

More I could prophefy, but mutt refrain 


,Such truths would make another mortal alii! 





TO THE DUKE 


OF BEAUFORT. 


A PARAPHRASE ON NAUDEUS’S ADDRESS TO CARDINAL DE BAGNI. 


Tus time will come (if fate thall pleafe to 
give 

‘This feeble thread of mine more {pace to live) 

“When J fhall you and all your aéts rehearfe, 

In a much loftier and more fluent verfe ; 

‘To Ganges’ banks, and China farther caft,. ~ 

‘To Carolina, and the diftant weft, { 

‘Your name ‘hall fly, and every where be ble ; 


* Dr. King dedicated his Englith verfion of that work.to 
the Duke of Beaufort. 


Through Spain and traéts of Lybian fands fhall go 
To Ruffian limits, and to Zembla’s fnow. 

‘Then thal! my eager Mute expand her wing 
Your love of juftice and your goodnefs fing 5 
Your greatneis, equal to the ftate you hold 5 

In counfel wife, in execution bold ; 

How there appears, in ali that you difpenfe, 
Beauty, good-nature, and the ftrength of fenfe, 
Thefe let the world admire,—From you a fmile 
Js more than a reward of all my toil, 
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SONG. 


You fay you loves repeat again 
nee th’ gmazing found, 
eat the eafe of all my pain, 
‘he cure of every wound, 


“What you to thoufands have denied, 

. To me you freely give; 

‘Whilft I in humble filence died, ~ 
Your mercy bids me live. 


So upon Latmos’ top each night, 
Endymion fighing lay; 

Gaz’d on the moon’s tranfcendent light; 
Defpair'd, and durft not pray. 


But divine Cynthia faw his grief, 
‘Th’ effect of conquering charms: 

Unatk'd the goddeis brings relief, 
Aud falls into his arms. 


——S 
SONG: 


TO CHLIA. 


"t'se crue! Celia foves, and burns 
In flames she cannot hide; ‘ 
‘Make her, dear Thyrfis, cold returns, 
‘Treat her with fcorn and pride. 


You know the captives the has made, 
‘The torment of her chain: 
. Léther, let her be once tetray’d, 
Or rack her with difdain ! 


Sde tears flow ftom her piercing éyes, 

She bends her knce divine; 

Her tears, for Damon's fake, defpile ; 
+ _ Let her kneel till, for mine, 


Parfue thy conguit, charming youth, 
Her haughty beauty vex, 
‘Till crembling virgins learn this truth— 
* Men fen revenge t'eir {ex! 


re ty 





THE LAST BILLET. 










Sertemper and November now were patt, ) 

When men in bonfires did their fring wafte ; t 

Yet Mill my monumental log did laft : 

To begging boys it was not mad: a prey 

On the king’s birth or coronation day. 

Why with thofe oaks, under whofe facred fliade 

Charles was preferv'd, fhould any fire be made? 

At laft a froft, a difmal froft, there came, 

Like that which made a market upon ‘Thame : 

Unruly company would then have made 

Fire with this log, whilft thus its owner pray'd: 

“ Thou that att worfhip’d in Dodona’s grove, 

“* From all thy facred trees fierce flames remove: 

Preferve this groaning branch, O hear my 
prayer, 

Spare me this one, this one poor billet {pare ; 

‘That, having many fires and flames withftood, 

Its ancient teftimonial may laft good, 

In fature times to prove, t once had wood!” 


FS 
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1 TO LAURA: 
In imitation of Petrarch. 


‘ daune nl 

Ar fight of murder’d Pompey’s head 
Caefar forgets his fex and flate, 

And, whilft his generous tears are thed, 
Withes he had at leaft a milder fate. 


At Abfaiom’s untimely fall, 
David with grief his conqueft views + 
Nay, weeps for unrelenting Saul, 
And in foft verfe the mournful theme pub: 
fues,; 


The mightier Laura, front love's darts fecure, 

Beholds the thoufand deaths that I endure, s 

Each death made horrid with mai cruel pain 
Yet no frail pity in her looks appears; 

. Her eyes betray no carclefs tears, 

Bet perfecute me fill with anger and difdain. 


he 


ab 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
THE LaTE EARL OF ‘, 
Upon his difputing publicly at Chrift Church, Oxford. 








Muss, to thy mafter’s lodgings quickly fly, 
Entrance to thee his gondnefs won't deny = 
With due fubmiffion, teH him you are mine, 
And that you trouble him with chis defign, 
Exad@ly to inform his noble youth 
Of what you beard juft now from vanguith'’d truth: 
“ Conquer’d, undone! *Tis ftrange that there 
“ fheuld be : 
* Tn this confeflion pleafure ev’n to me. [barr’d, 
“ With well wrought terms my hold I ftrongly 
“ And rough diftinétions were my furly guard. 
 Whilf I, fure of my caufe, this ftrength poffefs; 
“ A noble youth, advancing with addrcfs, 
“ Led glittering falfehood on with {v much art, 
“ ‘That f foon felt fad omens in my heart. 
“ Words with that grace,” faid I, “ muft needs 
“ perfuade ; 
“ I find myfelf infenfibly betray'd. 
“ Whilft he purfucs his conqueft, I retreat, 
“* And by that name would palliate my defeat. 
., . “ But here methinks € do the profpedt fee 
“ Of all thofe triamphs he prepares for me, 
“ When virtue or when innocence oppreft 
“ Fly for fure refuge to his generous breaft ; 
© When with a nobie mien his youth appears, 
“ And gentle voice perfuades the liftening peers. 
** Judges fhall wonder when he clears the laws, 
. “ Difpelling mifts, which long have hid their 
* caufe: : 
« Then, by his aid, aid that can never fail, [vail : 
* Ev'n |, though conquer’d now, fhall fure pre- 
“ Thoulands of wreaths to me he fhall repay, 
“ For that one laurel efror wears to-day.”” 








A GENTLEMAN TO HIS WIFE: 


‘Wuen your kind wishes fir { fought, 
"was in the dawn of youth : 

I toated you, for you I fought, 
But never thought of truth, 


You faw how ftill my fire inereas’d ; 
{ griew’d to be denied: 

You faid, ‘ till 1 to - wander ceas’d, is 
“ You'd guard your heart with pride.” 


4 
I, that-once feign’d too many lies, _ 
In height of paffion fwore, 
By you and other deities, 
That I would range no more, 


I've fworn, and therefore now am fix'd, 
No fonger falfe and vain : 

My paffion is with hovour mix"d,- 
And both fhall ever reign. 


* Probably James the third eat] of Angievea- 
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.THE MAD LOVER, 


V'xx from my breaft tear fond wefire, 
Since Laura is not mine: 

T'll ftrive to cure the amorous fire, - 
And quench the flame with wine. 


‘Perhaps in groves and cooling thade 
Soft flumbers I may-find,: 

There all the vows to Laura made, 
Shall vanith with the wind. 


The fpeaking ftrings and charming fong 
My paffion may remove : 7 

Oh, mufic will the pain prolong, 
And is the food of love. 


V'll fearch heaven, earth, hell, feas, and ajr, 
And that hall fee me free: - - - 
Ob, Lavra’s image will be there 
Where Laura will not be. 


My foul miuft ftill endnre the pain, 
And with freth torment rave; * 

For none can ever break the chain 
That once was Laura’s flave. 


— 


THE SOLDIER’s WEDDING. 
A SOLLLOQUY BY NAN THRASHERWELL, | 
Being part of a Play, called, * The New. Troop.” 


Aud happinefs maft ever banifh’d be 

From our flock-bed, our garret, and from me! 
Perhaps he is on Jand at Portfmouth now 

In the embraces of:fome Hamphhire fow, 

‘Who, with a wanton pat, cries, “ Now, my dear, 
** You're withing for fome Wapping doxy here.”"—— 
* Pox on them all! but moft on bouncing Nan, 

** With whom the torments of ny life began: 

* She is a bitter one ?’—You lie, you rogue; 

"You are a treacherous, falfe, ungrateful dog. 

Did not | take you up-without a thirt ? (dirt! 
‘Woe worth the hand that ferabb’d off all your 
Did not my intereft lift you in the guard? Fs 
‘And had not you ten fhillings, my reward? “ 
Did 1 not then, before the ferjeant’s face, [grace # 
‘Treat Jack, Fom, Will, and Martin, with dif- 


O my deat Thrafherwell, you’re gone ta fea, ‘ 


| And Thratherwell before atl others choofe, 


‘When J had the whole regiment to loufe. 

Curs’d be the day when you produc’d your fword, 
The juft revenger of your injur’d word ! anaes 
‘The martial youth round ina circle food, * 


| ‘With envions !coks of love, and itching blood : 


You, with fome oaths that fignified confent, ~ 

‘Cried “ Tom is Nan’s:” and c’er the. fword you! 
went. 

‘Then I with fome more modefty‘would ftep: 

‘The enfign thump'd my hum, and made me leap 

J leap’d indeed; and you prevailing men 

Leave us no power of leaping back agains 


MISORLLANEOUS PGEMS: 


THE OLD CHEESE. 


@ Slouch, the farmer, had a jolly wife, 
at\knew all the conveniencies of fife, 
Vhofddiligence and cleanlinefs {upplied 


The wit which Nature had to him denied : 
But then fhe had # tongue that would be heard, 
And make a better man than Slouch afeard. 
“This made cenforious perfons of the town 
Say, Slouch could hardly call his foul his own: 
For, if he went abroad too much, the'd ufe 
‘To give him flippers, and lock up his thoes. 
"Talking he lov’d, and ne’er was more afllided 
‘Than when he was difturb’d ot contradiéted 
‘Yet fill inta his ftory fhe would break 
‘With, “ "Tis not fo—pray give me leave to fpeak.” 
His friends thought this was a tyrannic rule, 
Not differing much from calling of him fool; 
‘Told him, he muft exert himfelf, and be 
In fa& the mafter of his family. 
He faid, “ That the next Tucfday noon would 
“ thow . 
* Whether he were the lord at hotne, or 0; 
S ‘When their good company he would entreat 
“ To well-brew'd ale,and clean, if homely, meat.”* 
‘With aching heart home to his wife he goes, 
And on his knees does his rath act difclofe, 
And prays dear Sukey, that, one day at leaft, 
He might appear as mafter of the feaft. 
“Pu grant your with,” cries fhe, “ chat-you may 
“ fee “ 
* >Twere wifdom to be govern’d ftill by me,” 
The guefts upon the day appointed came, 
Each bowfy Farmer with his fimpering dame. 
_“ Hoa! Sue +” cries Slouch, “ why doft not thou 
“ appear! [* here?" 
Are thefe thy manners when aunt Snap is 
“ pardon afk,” fays Sue; * I'd not offend 
* Any my dear invites, much lefs his friend.” 
Slouch by his kinfman Gruffy had been taught 
‘To entertain his friends wich finding fault, 
And make the main ingredient of his treat 
Nis faying, “ There was nothing fit to eat: 
“ The boil’d pork ftinks, the roaft beel’s not 
“ enough, : 
The bacon’s rufty, and the hens are tough ; 
“ The veal’s all rags, the butter’s turn’d to oils. . 
* And thus I buy good meat for fluts to fpoil. 
“ Tis we are the firft Slouches ever fate 
“ Down to a pudding without plumbs or fat: 
“ What teeth or ftomach’s {trong enough to feed 
* Upon a goofe my grannum kept to breed?. 
“ Why muft old pigeons, and they ftale, be dreft, 
“© When there’s fo many {quab ones in the nett? 
“ This beer is four; this mufty, thick, and flale, 
® And worfe than any thing, except the Alc.” 
Sue all chjs while many excufes made: 
Some things fhe own’d; at other times fhe laid 
‘The fault on chancé, but oftener on the maid. 
‘Then cheefe was brought. Says Slouch, “ This 
* c’en shall coll : 
'm fore 'tis hard enough to make a bowl: 
“ Thie is fkim-milk, and therefore it thall go; 
S sand this, becaufe ’tis Suffolk, follow too.” —- 
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But now Sue’s patience did begin to wafles 

Nor longer could diffimulation jaft. 

“ Pray let me rife,” fays Sue, * my dear; Ul find 

A chicefe perhaps may be to lovy's mind.” 

Then in an entry, ftanding clofe, where he 

Alone, and none of all his friends, might fee; « 

‘And brandilhing a cudgel he had felt, 

And far enough on this occafion fmelt, 

« Til try, my joy!” the cried, ** if 1 can pleafe 

“ My deareft with a tafte of his old cheefe!”” 

Slouch turo’d his head, faw his wife's vigorous 

hand ‘ 

Wielding her oaken fapling of command, . 

Knew weil the ewang; “ is't the old cheefe my} 
“ dear? [* fwear, 

« Noneed,no need of cheefe,” cries Slouch; Pll 


 Ethink I've din’d as well as my lord mayor! 


——— 


THE SEILLBT. 
TWw6 neighbours, Clod and Jolt, woiilld mitried 





But did not in their choice of wives agree. 
Clod thought 4 cuckold was a monftrous beaft, 
With two huge glaring eyes and {preading creft : 


| Therefore, refolving never to be ach, 


Married a wife none bat himfelf could touch. 

Jolt, thinking marriage was decreed by fate, 

Which fhews us whom to Jove; and whom to hate, 

Toa young, hatidfome, jolly laf, made court, 

And gave his friends convincing reafons for’t, 

That, fince in life fuch mifchief mutt be had, 

Beauty had fomething fill that was not bad. 

Within two months, fortune was pleas'd to fend 

A tinker to Clod’s houfe, with “ Brafs to mend.” 

The good old wife furvey’d the brawny fpark, 

And found his chine was large, thotgh countenance 
dark. 

Firft the appears in all her airs, then tries 

The fquinting efforts of her amoroits eyes, 

Much time was fpent, and much defire expreft : 

At laft the tinker cried, “ Pew words are beft + 

« Give me that fkillet then; and, if I’m true, 

* | dearly earn it for the work I do.” 

They “greed; they parted, On the tinker goes; 

With the fame ftroke of pan, abd twang of nofe, 

Till he at Jolt’s beheld a fprightly dame 

That fet his native vigour all on fame. 

He looks, fighs, faints, at laft begins to ery, 

* And can you then let a yoting tinker die?” 

Says fhe, “ Give me your fkillet then, and 
eee? 


4 My ikillet! Both my heart and fkiilet tak@ 5 
“ | with it were a copper for your fake.” 
After all this; not many days did pals, 

Clod, fitting at Jolt’s hoafe, Jurvey’d the brale 

And glitteting pewter flanding on the thelf; 

‘Then, after fome gruff muttering with himfelf, 

Cried, “ Pr’ythee, Jolt, how ‘came that ikillet 
thine?” [ mine 5 

* You know as well ag 1,” quoth folt; “ *t’en’t 

* But PI afk Nan.’ "Twas done; Nan told thd 
matter : 


. Z2iy 





MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 


See here my ftaff,” cries Steap ; * trembling ; 


“ behold 
* Ips radiant painc, and ornamental gold : 
*“ Wooden authority when thus I wield, 
‘ fons of all degrees obedience yield. 
»** Then, be you the beit man in all the city, 
“ Maik me‘ {to the Counter will commit ye.” 
“ You! kift, and fo forth. For that never {pare : 
Tf that be all, commit me tf you dare; 7 
No perfon yet, either through fear or thame, 
“ Durft commit me, that once had heard my 
“ name.” — ; 
Pray then, what is't ?’—“ My name’s Anuz~ 
“ TRRYS 
“ And, faith, your future life would pleafant be, 
« Did your wife know you once conumitted me.” J 
ital cee eee eee 
LITTLE. MOUTHS. 
From London Paul the carrier coming dawn 
To Wantage, meets a beauty of the towa; - 
‘They both accoft with falutation pretty, 
As, © How do’ft, Paul??—“ Thank you: and 
“ how do’ft, Betty?” _ 
# Didft fee our Jack, nor fitter? No, you've feen, 
‘ST warrant, none but thofe who faw the Queen,’* 
“ Many words {poke in jeft,” fays Paul, “ are 
. i # true, 
 Tcame from Windfor *; and, if fome folksknew 
As much as I, it might be well for you,” 
“* Lord, Paul. what is’t 2” Why give me fome.. 
' thing for "t, 
“ This kifs; and this, The matter then is fhort: 
“ The parliament have made a proclamation, 
“ Which will thisweek be dent all round the nation; 
“ That maids with ditt mouths do all prepare i 





“© On Sunday next to come before the mayor, 
“ And that all bachelors be tikewife there; 
“ For maids with htele mouths thal if they pleafe, 
“ From out of thefe young meu choofe two a- 
4 piece,” 
Betty, with bridled chin, extends her face, 
And then contrasts her lips with fimpering grace, 
Cries, © Hem! pray what muft all the huge 
ones do 
“ For hufbands, when we little mouths have two?” 
“ Hold, not fo fait,” crice he, “ pray pardon 
“me: 
“ Maids with huge, gaping, wide mouths, muft 
“ have three.” 7" : 
Betty diftorts her face with hideous fquall, 
Asid mouth of a foot wide begins co bawl, 
“ Oh! ho! is’ fo? The cafe is aleer’d, Paul, i 
§ Is that the point? J with the three were ten; 
“ L warrant Ud find sauéb, if they'll find aen.’* 





HQLD FAST BELOW, 


‘Ferre was alad, th’ unluckielt of the crew, 
‘Was ftill contriving foa:cthing b.d, but new. 


* Where Queen Anne and her Vourt frequen iy re“ded. 
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His comrades all obedience to him paid, . - 
In executing what defigns he laid : 
Twas they fhould rob the orchard, he’d retire, 
His foot was fafe whiltt their’s was in the fire. 
He kept them in the dark to that degree, 
None fhould prefume to be as wife as he; 
But, being at the top of all affairs, 
‘The profit was his own, the mifchief theirs.” 
There fell fome words niade him begin to doubr, 
The rogues would grow fo wife to find him out ; 
He was not pleas’d with this, and fo next day 
He cries to them, 2s going jult to. play, 
“© What arare jack-daw’s neft is there! look up, 
“ You fee ’tis almuft at the fteeple’s cop.” 
“ Ab,” fays another, we can have no hope 
OF getting thither co ’t without a rope” 
Says then the fleering {park, with courteous grin, 
By which he drew his infant cullics in ; 
* Nothing more eafy; did you never fee 
* How, in 2 fwarm, bees, hanging bee by bee, 
«Make a long fore of rope below the tree. 
“ Why may’nt we do the fame, good Mr, John? 
« For that contrivance pray let-me alone. - 
“ Tom thali hold Will, you Will, and 1’ll. hold 
« you; - 

“ And then I warrant you the thing wiil:do, 
“ Bat, if there’s any docs not care totey,.! ‘4 
‘Let us have no jack-daws, and what caré 11? 

That touch’d the quick, and fo they fuon 

» ‘complied, ue " Cas 

No argument like that was c’er denied, 


|, And therefore inftantly the thing was tried. 


They hanging down on ftrength above depend : 

Then to himfelf mutters their trufty friend, 

“ "The dogs are almoft ufclefs grown to me, 

“ Ene’er thall have fuch opportunity 

“ To part with them; and fo e’en let them’ 

« go,” 

Then cried aloud, * So ho! my lads: fo ho! 

You're gone, unlefs you all hold faft beluw, | 

“ They've ferv’d my turn, fo ’tis time to drop 
Ff “ thems s 


. The devil, if he wants chem, let him {top them,” 





THE BEGGAR WOMAN, 


A GENTLEMAN in hunting rode aftray, 
More out of choice, than that he loft his way : 
He let his company the hare purtue, 
For he hinvfelf had other game in view : 
A beggar by her trade ; yet not fo mean, 
But that her cheeks were frefh, and linen clean. 
“ Miftrels,”. quoth he, “ and what if we two 
“ Retire a littie way into the wood.” [fhauld, 
She needed not much courtihip to be kind, : 
He ambles on before, fhe trots behind ; . 
For little: Bobby, to her fhoulders bound, 
Hinders the gentle.dame from ridding ground, 
He often afk'd her to expofe, but the: : 
Sill fear’d the coming of his company. 
Says the, “I knew an unfrequented place 
“To the left hand, where we our time may pat, 
“ Audthe mean while your horfe may find 
“ fome grats.” : 
Zz iij 





MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


‘* And gentlemen, you'd mach miftaken be, 


% Tf any one fhould not think that of me. 

« What due obedience tu their prince they owe, 
om kifs the fhadow of my papal toe. z 
«* There’s not a greater monarch ev'n in France. 

« Not the Mogul or Czar of Mufcovy, 

Are in their huufes monatch more than IL. i 
“My houfe my caftle is, and here 'm king. - 

* What though my wife be partner of my bed, 

« The monarch’s crows fits only on this head.” 

‘And, hearing all, thought his difcourfe too long : 

Her confcience faid, he thould not tell fuch lies, 

“ D'ye heir —you—Sirrah— Monarch—there he 
“ Come down 


«© Within thefe walls, my fuppliant vaffals know 
oe Ney word’sa Jaw; when I my power advance, 
Not Prefter John, or Cham of Tartary, ” 
« [’'m pope, I'm emperor, monarch, every thing. 
His wife had plaguy ears, as well as tor-guc, 
‘And to acknowledge fuch; fhe therefore cries, 
* Andgriud the coffco—or Vil crack your crown.” 





‘JUST AS YOU PLEASE. 
oR, 


THE INCURIOUS. 


A vintuoso had a mind to fee 

One that would never difcontented be, 

But in a carelefs way to all agree. 

He had a fervant, much of AEfop’s kind, 
OF perfonage uncouth, but fprightly mind + 


Humpus,” fays he, ‘ I order that you find ‘ 
* Out fuch a man, with fuch a charaéter, 
As in this paper now I give you here ; 
Or 1 will tug your ears, or crack your pate, 
Or rather you fhall meet with a worfe fate, ‘ 
For I will break your back, and fet you ftrait. 
* Bring him to dinner.” Humpus foon withdrew, 
‘Was fate, as having fuch a one in view 
At Covent Garden dial, whom he found 
Sitting with thoughtlefs air, arid look profound. 
Who, folitary gaping without care, 
Scem'd to fay, “ Who is’t ? wilt go any where ?” 
Says Humpus, “ Sir, my. mafler bade me pray 
Your company to dine with him to-day.’ 
He fnvffs; then follows; up the ftairs he goes, 
Never pulls of his hat, nor cleans his thoes, 
But, luoking round him, faw a handfome room, 
And did not much repent that he was come 5 
Clofe to the fire be draws an elbow-chairy — 
And, lolling eafy, doth for ileep prepare. 
In comes the family, but he fits fill, (will !” 
‘Thinks, “ Let them take the other chairs that 
The matter thus accofts him, “ Sir, you’re wet, 
Pray have a cufhion underneath your feet.” 
Thinks he, “ If 1 do {puil it, need £ care? 
* I fee he has eleven more to {pare.”” 
Dinner’s broughe up; the wile is bid retreat, 
And at the upper end muft be his feat. 
«© This is not very ufual,” thinks the clown + 
© But is not all the family his own ?. 
« And why fhould I, for contradiction’s fake, 
% Lofe a good dinner, which he bids me take ? 


“« 
a 
« 


Ty 
« If from his table the difcarded be, 
% What need I care, there’s the more for me.” 
After a while, the daughter’s bid to ftand, 
And bring him whatfocver he'll command. 
4 ‘Thinks he, “ The betrer from the fairer hand” 
Young mafter next muft rife to fill him wine, 
And ftarve himlelf, to fee the booby dine. 
| He does. The father aks, * What have you 
“ there? : 
« How dare you give a ftranger vinegar 
« Sir, twas champagne I gave him,——"* Sir, ine 
« deed’ . 
Take him and fcoirrge him till the rafeat blecd:s 
Don’t {pare him for his tears or age : Vil try 
© If cat-of-nine tails can excufe a lic.” 
Thinks the clown, “ That *twas wine I do be- 
lieve; 
“ But fuch young rogues are apteft to deccive 5 
« He’s-none of mine, but his own fliefh and blood, 
«“ And how know ! but 't may be for his good ?” 
‘When the defert came on, and jellies brought, 
Then was the difmal feene of finding fault : 
‘They were fach hideous, filthy, peifonous ttuff, ° 
Couid not be rail’d at, nor reveng’d enough. 
Humpus was aik’d who made them. ‘Trembling he 
Said, “ Sir, it was my lady gave them me,’——.- 
“ No more fuch poifon fhall fhe ever give, 
Pi burn the witch; ’t'ent fitting fhe fhould live: 
Set faggots in the court. ['ll make her fry; 
« And pray, good Sir, may’t pleafe you to be 
“ by?” 
Then, {miling, fays the clown, “ Upon my life, 
“ A pretty fancy this, to burn one’s wife!” 
« And fince I find ’tis really your defign, 


ra 






















- | « Pray let me juft ftep home, and fetch you mine.” 


———— 


OF DREAMS. 


« Fora dream cometh through the multitude 
“ of bufinefs,” 


RCCLEB. ¥. de 


“ Somnia, que ludunt mente volitantibus umbris, 
“ Non delubra dem nec ab ethere numing mit- 
Sed fbi quifque facit,” &c. [rant, 

. PETRONIVSs 


Tur flitting dreams that play before the wind, 
Are not by Heaven for prophefies defign’d ; 
Nor by zthereal beings fent us down, 

But each man is creacor of his own: 

For when their weary limbs are funk in eafe, 
The fouls eflay to wander where they pleaic 
The fcatter’d images have place to play, 

And night repeats the labours of the day. 








THE ART OF MAKING PUDDINGS. 
bd + 
© Hafly Pudding. a 
I sine of food, by Britith nurfe defign’d, 


To make the ftripling brave, and maiden kind, 
a > . Zz iijj 
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Delay not, Mufe,in nutnbers to rehearfe 

The plealures of our life, and finews of our verfe, 

Let pudding’s dih, moft wholefome, be thy 

theme, 

And dip the fwelling plumes in fragrant cream. . 
_Sing then that dith, fo fitting to improve 

A tender modefty and trembling love 5 

Swimming jn butter of a golden hue, 

Garnith’d with deops of role’s {picy dew. 
Sometimes the frugal matron feems in hafte, 

Nor cares to beat her pudding into patte : 

‘Yet milk in proper fkillet the will place, 

And gently {pice it with a blade of mace; 

Then fet fome careful damfel to look to’t, 

And fill to ftir away the bifhop’s foot 5 , 

For, if burnt milk fhould to the bottom ftick, 

Like over-heated zeal, twould make folks fick. 

Into the milk her flour fhe gently throws, 

AAs valets new would powder tender beaux; 

“Lhe liquid forms in hafty mafs unite 

Forms equally delicious, as they're white. 

Yn thining dith the hatty mafs is thrown, - 

And icems to want ‘no e@races but its own. 

Yer ftill the houfewife brings io freth Supplies, 

"Fo gratify the tafte, and pleaf¢ the eyes, 

She on the furface lumps of butter laya,” 

Which, meiting with che hea:, its b-ams difplays; 

From whence it caufes, wondrous to behold, 

A filver foil hedeck’d with itreams of gold | 


I. 
"A Hédge-bog after a Quakingepudding. 


_ As Neptune, when’ the three-tongu’d fork he 
takes, 
‘With ftrength divine the globe terreftrial fhakes, 
The higheft hills, Nature's ftupendous piles, 
Break with the force, and quiver into ifles; 
Vet on the ruins grow the lofty pines, 
And fiow unmelted in the vallics thines : 
Thus when the dame her hedge-hog-pudding 
breaks, 
Her fork indents irreparable flreaks, 
The trembling lemp, with better all around, 
Seems to perceive its fall, and then be drown’d 5 
dnd yet the tops appear, whilft almonds thick 
With bright loaf-tugar on the furface flick, 





“TH. 
Puddings of various Coleurs in @ Difp,  * 


You, painter-lke, now variegate the thade, 

And thus from puddings there’s a landicape made. 
And Wife and London *, when they would difpofe 
‘Their ever-greens into well order'd rows, 

So uiix their colours, that cach different plant 
Gives light and thadow as the others want. 


1. 
Making of « gocd Pudding gets ¢ ted Hujpand. 


Yer virgins, as thefy Lines you kinly take, 
So bry you full fuch glorious pudding make, 


# Ths two voyal gardeners, 


THE WORKS OF KING. 


That crowds of youth may ever be at ftrife, 
Yo gain the {weet compofcr-for his wife! 


ve 
Sack and Sugar to Quaking-pudding. 
“ Oh, Delicious? 


Bur where muft our confellion firft begin, 
it fack’ and ivgar once be thought a fin ? 


«VE 
Broiked Pudding. 


Hin in the dark, we mortals feldam know 

From whence the fource of happinefs may flow: 

Who to broil’d pudding wouid their thoughts have 
bent 

From bright Pewteria’s love-fick difcontent? + 

Yet fo it was, Pewteria felt Love's heat 

In -fiercer flames phan, thalp..which. roalt chee. 
meat. 

No pudding’: loft, but may with freth delight 

Be either fried uext day, ar drait'd at night. 





Vil, 
S Mutton Pudding, 
Bur Mutton, thou moft nourifhing of meat, 
Wihote tingle joins + may coniticute a treat j° 


When made a pudding, you excel the reft 
As much as that of other food is beft ! 


\ 


vit. 
Oatmeal. Pudding. 


Or oats decorticated take two pound, 

And of new milk enough the fame to drown ; 
OF raifins of the sun, flon’d, ounces ‘eight 5 : 
Of currants,’ cleanly pick’d, an equal ae 
Of fet, finely flic’d, an ounce at leaft ; 

And fix eggs, newly taken from the neft ¢ 
Scafon this mixture well with falt and spice 5 
Twill make a pudding far exceeding rice; 
And you may fafely feed on it like farmers, 

For the receipt is learned Dr. Harmer’s, 


ihe 
A Sack-poffet. 
From far Barbadnes, on the Weftern Main, 
Fetch fugar, haif a pound; fetch fack, from 
Spain, 
A pint; then fetch, from India’s fertile coaft, 
Nutmeg, the glory of the Britifth toaft.- 








UPON A GIANT'S ANGLING, 


His angle-rod made of a fturdy oak ; 

His line a cable, which in forms ne'er broke, 
His hook he baited with a dragon’s tail, . 
And fate upea a rock, and bobb'd for whale, 


+ Aloio, 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. ; 94g 


ADVICE TO HORACE, 
To take bis Leave of Trinity College, Cambridge, 


Hoxace\ you tow have long enough 
‘A: CaMbridge piay’d the fool: 
Take back'you) criticifing ftuff 
‘To Epicurus’ {chool, 





Bot, in excufe of this, you'll fay, 
You're fo unwieldy grown, 

Thar, if amongtt that herd you lay, 
You fearcely fhould be known. 


How many butter’d crafts you've tof, - 
Into yeur weem fo big, 

That you're more like (at college coft) 
A porpoife than a pig. ~ 


But you from head to foot are brawn, 
And fo from fide to fide : 

You meafure (were a circle drawn) 
Na longer than you're wide. 


‘Then blefs me. ‘Sir, how many eraggs 
You've drunk of potent ale! ; 

No wonder if the belly iwaggs, 
That's rival to a whales 


E’en let the Fellows take the reft, 
They’ve had a jolly tafter; ~ 

But no great likelihood to feaft, 
*Twixt Horace and the mafter! 





INDIAN ODE, 


+ BARCO. 

Cxsar, pollefs'd of Egypt’s queen, 
And conqueror of her charms, 
Would envy, had he Darco feen 
When lock’d in Zabra’s arms, 


vi RABRA. “3 . 

Should Memnon that fam'd black revive, 
Aurora's darling fon, 

For Zabra’s heart in vain he'd ftrive, 

_ Where Darco reigns alone. 


$ DARKCO. 
Frefh mulberries new-prefs'd difclofe 
A blood of purple hue; 
And Zabra’s lips, like crimfon rofe, 
Swell with a fragrant dew, 


: ZABKA. 
‘The amorous fan has kifs’d his face; 
And, now thofe beams are fet, 
A lovely night affumes the place, 
+ And tinges all with jet. 
* Daxca, 
Darknefs is myftic prieft to Love, 
And does its rites conceal ; 
O’erfpread with clouds, fuch joys we'll prove 
“As day thall ne'er reveal, 


ZABRA. 
tn gloom of night, when Darco’s eyes 
Are guides, what heart can fray? 
Whoever views his teeth, deferies 
Vhe bright and milky way. 
DARCO. 
Though born to rule fierce !.ibya’s fands, 
That with gold’s luftre fhine, 
With eafe I quit thofe high commands 
Whilft Zabra thus is mine. 
. ZABRA. 
Should I to that bleft world repaié, 
Where whites no portion have, 
I'd foon, if Darco were not there, 
Fly back, and be a flave, 








EPIGRAM. 
Wro could believe that a fine needle’s fmart 
Should from a finger pierce a virgin’s heart; 
That, from an orifice fo very fmall, 
The fpirits and the vital blood fhould fail? 
Strephon and Phaon, I'll be judg'd by you, 
If more than this has not been found too true. 
From fmaller darts much greater wounds arife, 
‘When thot by Cynthia's or by Laura's cyes. 


—_—_—_—_— 


| EPIGRAM. 


Sam Wills had view'd Kate Bets, a finiling Tafa; 
And for her pretty mouth admir’d her face, 
Kate had lik’d Sam, for nofe of Roman fize, 
Not minding his comptcxion or his eyes, 

They met—lays Sam, Alas, to fay the truth, 

1 find myfelf deceiv’d by that fmail mouth 
Alas, cries Kate, could any one fuppofe, 

I could be fo deceiv'd by fuch a nofe! 

But I henceforth thall hold this maxim jut, 

To have experience firft, and then to truft! 





TO MR. CARTER, 


STEWARD TO THE LORD CARTERET. 


Acceer of health from one who, writing this, 
Withes you in the fame that now he is; 
Though to your perfon he may be unknown, 
His wifhes are as hearty as your own: 
For Carter's drink, when in his mafter’s hand, 
Has pleafure and good-nature at command, 
What though his lordthip's lands are in your trait, 
"Tis greater to his brewing to be juft. 
As to that matter, no one can find fault, 
If you fupply him fill with well dried malt, 
Still be a fervant conftant to afford 
A liquor fitting for your generous lord; 
Liquor, like him, from feeds of worth in light, 
‘With fparkling atoms fill afccnding bright, 

- . 
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May your accounts fo with your lord ftand clear, 
And have your reputation like your beer; ~ 

"The main porfedion of your life purfue, 

In March, Odtober, every month, ftill brew, 

And get the character of “ Who but You?’? | 


NER O. 


A BATIRE, 


We know how ruin once did reign, 
When Rome was fir'd, and fenate flain ; 
The prince, with brother's gore imbrued 5 
His tender mother’s life purfued ; 
How he the carcafe, as it lay, 
Did without tear or bluth furvey, 
And cenfure each majeftic grace 
That {till adorn’d that breathlefs face : 
Yet he with {word could domincer 
‘Where dawning light does firft appear 
From rays of Phoebus; and command 
Through his whole courfe, ev'n to that ftrand 
‘Where he, abhorring {uch a fighr, 
Sinks in the watery gloom of night: 
Yet he could death and terror throw, ° 
‘Where Thulé ftarves in northern {now, 
‘Where fouthern heats do fiercely pafs 
O'er burning fands that melt to glafs. 

Fond hopes! Could height of power affuage 
"The mad excefs of Nero’s rage? 
Hard is the fate, when fubjects find 
‘The {word unjuft to poifon join’d : 








AD AMICUM, 


Primus Angliacis, Carolin Tyntus* in oras, 
Palladias artes fecum, cytharamque fonantem 
Attulic; ait illi comites Parnaffide una 
Adveniunt, autorque vie confultus Apollo: 
We idem fparfos longé lacéqne colonos 
Legibus in coetus faquis, atque oppida cogit; 
Hinc hominum molliri animes, hinc mercibus optts 
Creicere divitias et furgere teéta deorum. 
Talibus aufpiciis docta conduntur Athenz, 

Sic byrfa ingertem Didonis crevit in urbom 
Carthago regum domutrix ; fic aurea Roma 
Orbe triumphato nitidum caput intulit aftria, 


ATTEMPTED IN ENGLISH. 


Tynte was the man who firft, from Britith fhore’ 

Palladian arts to Carolina bore; 

His tuneful harp attending mufes ftrung, 

And Fheebus’ tkill infpir’d the lays he fung. 

Strong towers and palaces their rife began, 

And liftening ftones to facred fabrics ran. 

Jult laws were ciught, and curious arts of peace, 

‘Ada trade’s brifk current How’d with wealth’s 
increafe. 

On fuch foundations learned Athens rofe ; 

So Dido’s throng did Carthage firft inclofe: 


\# Major Tayntes Governor of Carolina, 


“THE WORKS OF KING.-- ¢ 


So Rome was taught old empires to fubdue, 
As ‘Tynte creates and governs, now, the new. 








ULYSSES AND TIRESIAS.} 


DLYSsEs. 
Tex me, old prophet, tell me how, 
Eftate when funk, and pocket low, 
What fubtle ares, what feeret ways, 
May the defpondmg fortune raife ? 
You laugh: thus mifery is {corn'’d! 
TIRESIAS. = © 

Sure ’tis enough, you are return’é 
Home by your wit, and view again 
Your farm of Ithac, and wife Pen. 

ULYSSES, 

Sage friend, whefe word’s a law to me, 
My want and nakednefs you fee + 3 
The fparks, who made my wife fach offers, - 
Have left mé nothing in my coffers; , 
They've kili’d my oxen, fheep, and geefe, “*. 
Eat up my bacon and my cheefe, 

Lineage and virtue, at this puth, 
Without the gelt,’s not worth a rufh. 
TIRESIAS, 

Why, not to mince thé matter more, 
You are averfe to heing poor ; 

Cherefore find out fome rich old cuff, 

That never thinks he has enough : 

Have you a fwah, a turkey-pye, 

With woodcocks, thither let them fly, 

the firft-fruits of your early fpring, 

Not to the gods, but to him bring. 

Though he a foundling baftard be, 

Convict of frequent perjury; * 

His hands with brother's blood imbrued, 

By juttice for that crime purfued 5 

Never the wall, when afk'd, refufe, 

Nor lofe your friend, to fave your thoes. 
ULYSSES. 

*Twixt Damas atid the kennel got 
Which is the filthielt of the two? 

Before Troy-town it was not'fo. | ~ ) 

Phere with the beft 1 us’d to ftrive, 
FIRESIAS 

_ Why, by that means you'll never thrive. 
ULYSSES. 

Jt Will be very hard, that’s trite: 
Yet L'il my generous mind fubduc. 





‘FRANSLATION FROM TASSO, 


CANTO III. ST. 3. 


So when bold mariners, whom hopes of ore 

Have urg’d te feck fome unfrequented fhore: 

The fea grown high, and pole unknown, do find 

How falie is every wave, and treacherous every 
wind! : . 

If with’d for !and fome happier fight deferles, 

Diftant huzzas, faluting clamours, rife ; 

Each ftrives to fhew his mate th’ approaching bay, 


Forgets paft danger, and the tedious way. 


MESCELLAN 


FROM HESTOD. 


\Waren Saturn reign’d in heaven, his fubjects here 
Array’aovith godly virtues did appears 

Care, pai, od age, and grief, were danith’d far, 
With all tie dread of laws and doubsful war: 

+ But cheerful friendthip, mrx’d with innocence, 

*Feafted their undertanding and their fenfe ; 

» Nature aboanded with unenvied ftore, 

Till their difcreeteft wits could afk no more; 
And when, by fate, they came to breathe their lat, 
Diffolv’d in fleep their fitting vitals pafe'd. 

Then to much happier manGens they remov'd, 
There prais’d their God, and were by him belov’d. 





THAME AND ISIS. 


So the god Thame, as through fome pond he 
glides, 

Into the arms of wantering ffis flides : 

His Grength, her foftnefs, fn one bed combine, 

And both with bands inextricable join, 

Now no ceerulean nymph, or fea god, knows, 

Where Ifis, or where Thame, diftinly Hows ; 

Bur with a lafting charm ‘they blend their fircam, 

Producing one imperial river~—-Thame, 





J waked, Jpeaking sLefe cut of a Dream in the Morning. 


Narore a thoufand ways complains, 
A thoufand words exprefs her paitis: 
But for her laughter has but three, 
And very finall ones, Ha, ha, he ! 


— 


THE STUMBLING BLOCK. 
FROM CLAUDIAN’S RUFINUS, 


Twenty conundrums have of late 
Been buzzing in my addle pate. 

Jf earthly things are rul’d by heaven, 
Or matters go at fix and feven, 

‘The coach without a coachman driven? 
A pilot at the helm to guide, 

Or the fhip left to wind and tide? 

A great fictt caufe to be ador’d, 

Or whether all's a lottery-board ? 

For when, in viewing nature's face, 

1 fpy fo regular a grace. 

So juft a fymmetry of features, 

From ftem to fern, in all her creatures! 
‘When on the buiftrous fea | think, 
How ‘tis confin’d like any fink ! 

How fummer, winter, fpring, and fall, 
Dance round in fo exa@ a haw! ! 

How, like a chequer, day and night, 
One’s mark'd with black, and one with white! 
“ Quoth f, I ken it well from hence, 
‘There’s @ prefiding influence ! 
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Which won’t permit the rambling flare 
To fall together by the cars: . 
Which orders ftill the propeg feafoa 
For hay and oats, and beans and peafan = 
Which trims the fun with its own beames 
Whilft the moon ticks for her’s, ix feema, 
And, as afham’d of the difgrace, 
Unmatks but feldom all her face: 
Which bounds the ocear within baake, 
To hinder all its mad-cap pranks: 
Which doce the globe to an axle fit, 
Like wheel to nave, of joint to fpit! 
But then again ! How can it be 
Whilft fuch vai trasks of earth wa fee 
O’er-run by barbarous tyranny ! 
Vile fycophants in clover blefs’d ; ; 
Whilft patriots with Duke Humphry feat, 
Brow-beaten, bullied, and opprefs'd! 
Pimps rais’d to honour, riches, rule; 
Whilft he, who feems te be a tool, 
Is the prieft’s knave, the placeman’s feol ! 
This whimfical phasnomenon, 
Confounding all my pre and con, 
Bamboozles the account againy 
And draws me sefens vokas iny, 
Like a prefs’d foldier, te efpowfe 
The fceptic’s hypothetic caufe: 
Who Kent will to a codling lay us, 
That crofs-or-pile refia’d the chaos s 
‘That jovial atoms once did dance, 
And form'd this metry orb by chance, 
No art or fkill were taken up, 
But all fell out as round as hoop! 
A vaceum ’s another maxira ; 
Where, he brags, experience backs him: 
Denying that all {pace is full, 
From infide of a Tory’s full. 
As toa deity, his tenet 
Swears by it, there’s nothing im its 
Elie ’tis coo bufy, or too idic, 
With our poor bagatelles to meddle. 
Anna’s a curb to lawlefs Louis, 
Which as illuftrious as true is; 
Her victories o'er defpotic right, 
‘That paflive non-refifting bite, 
Have brought this myftery to light 
Have fairly made the riddle ont, 
| And anfwer’d all che fqueamith doubt; 
| Have clear'd the regency on high, 
From every prefumptuous why. ~ 
No more | boggle as before, 
Bur with full confidence adore; 
Plain, as nofe on face, expounding 
All this intricate dumb founding ; 
Which to the meaneft conception is, 
As followeth hereunder, viz. 


of 


i 
t 


wed 


“ Tyrants mount but like a meteor, 
“ Yo make their headlong fall the greater.” 





THE GARDEN PLOT, 1709. 





Wuen Naboth’s vineyard look’d fo fine, 
‘The king cried out, * Would this were mine!" 
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And yet no reafon could prevail, 

‘To bring the owners to 4 fale ; 

Jezebel faw, with hayghty pride, 

How Ahab griev’d to be denied : 

‘And thus accofted him with fcorn, 

* Shall Naboth make a monarch mourn? 

& A king, and weep! the ground’s your own : 

* P1i velt the garden in the crown.” 

‘With that the hatch’d a plot, and made 

Poor Naboth antwer with his head 

‘And when his harmlefs blood was fpilt, 

"The ground became the forfeit of his guilt. 
Poor Hall, renown'd for comely hair, 

WWhofe hand-, perhaps. were not fo fair, : 

Yet had a Jezebel as near. 

Hall, of fmali Scripture-converfation, 

Yet howe’er Hungerford’s quotation, 

By fome ftrange accident had got 

The ftory of this garden plot; 

Wifely forefaw he might have reafon 

"To dread 2 modern bill of treafon, 

3£ Jezebel thoutd pleafe to want 

His tinall addition to her grant; 

"Therefore refolv'd in humble fort 

Tn begin firft, and make his court 5 

And, feeing nothing elfe would do, 

Gave a third parc, to fave the other two, 


— 


EPISTLE TO MR. GODDARD *; 
WRITTEN BY DR. KING, 
In the Charatter of * The Review +." 


‘Se Windfor canon, his well-chofen friend, 

The juft Review does kindeft greeting fend, 
J've found the man by nature's gift defign'd 

To pleafe my car and captivate my mind, 

By fympathy the eager paflions move, 

‘And ftrike my foul with wonder and with love‘ 


® Author of afermon (again? high church, hereditary 
right, and Sacheverell), intitwed, "Fhe Guilt, Mitchic’. 
‘sand aggravation of Ceniure; fet forth in a Sermon 
in St, Gearge’s Chapel, withia her Majelty’s 
* Cattle of Windfor, on Sunday the 25th of func, 17 10- 
@ By thomas Goddard, A.M Canon of Windfor Lon 
# don, printed for B. Lintot, 1710.” 
$4 well-known political puper by De Foe, in which Mr. 
Goddard's fermon was commended, 
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Happs that place, wHere much lefs care is had 
To fave the virtuous, than protect the bad; 
Where mutt their ftubborn flock obey, 
Or that be thought @ fcandal which they day: 
For, fhould a fin, by fome grand foul bglov'd, 
Chance with an avkward zeal to be regfev'd, 
And tender confcience meet the fatal curfe, 
Of hardening by reproof, and growing worle: 
When things to Such extremities are brought, 
*Tis not the finner’s, but the teacher's fault. 
With great men’s wickednefs, then, reft content, 
And give them their own leifure to repent; 
‘Whilft their awn-headftrong will alone muft curb 
them, 
And nothing vex, or venture to difturb them, 
Left they fhould lofe their favour in the court, 
‘And no one but themfelves be forry for’t. 
Were I in panegyric vers’d like you, 
I'd bring whole offerings to your merit due. 
You've gain’ 


. 


'd the conqueit; and I freely own, 

Diffenters may by churchmen be outdone. 

Though once we feem’d to be at fuch a diftance, 

Yet both concenter in divine refiftance ; 

Both teach what kings mutt do when fubjects fight, 

And both difclaim hereditary right. 

By Jove’s command, two eagles took their flight, 

One from the eaft, the fource of infant light, t 

The other from the weft, that bed of night. 

The birds of thunder beth at Delphi meet, 

“the centre of the world, and wildum’s feat. 

So, by a power not decent here to name, 

To one fixt point our various notions came, 

Your thoughts from Oxford and from Windfor 

flew, (review. 

Whilft fhap and meeting-houfe brought forth 

Your brains fierce eloquence and logic tried ; 

My humbler ttrain choice focks and ftockings 

cried 5 - 

Yet in our common principles we meet, 

You finking from the head, 1 rifing from the feet. 
Pardon a hafty mufe, ambitious grown, 

T° extol a merit far beyonl his own. 

for, thongh a modern painter can’t command 

The ftroke of Vitian’s or of Raphael’s hand; 

Yet their cranfcendert orks his fancy raife; 

And there's fome fkill in knowing whet to praife, 
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—— Hold thy headlong pace, my Mufe— 
Check thy young Pindaric heat, 
Which makes thy pen too much to fweat ; 
*Tis but an infant yet, 
And juft now left the teat, 
By Cowley’s matchlefs pattern nurft— 
It is enough that thou haft learn'd, and {poke thy father’s name. 
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THE LIFE OF SPRAT. 

















Tromas Spar was the fon of a Private clergyman, and born at Tallaton, in Devonthire, in the 
year 1636, é 

He received the rudiments of his grammatical education, as he tells of him(elf, at “ a little {chook 
by the chureh-yard fide.’” Hi 

In 65x, he was entered a commoner in Wadham College, Oxford; where he profecuted his ftue 
dies with remarkable diligeace, and diftinguithed himfelf by the corre@tnefs of his condudt, and 
his amiable manners, 

In 1654, he was chofen.a fcholar; and having proceeded through the ufual academical courte, he 
was admitted Mafter of Arts in 1657, and foon after obtained a fellowthip. 

To 1658, he commenced poet, and wrote a pindaric Ode on the Plague of Athens, which he} addrefe 
fed to his friend and fellow collegian, Dr. Waiter Pope, half-brother of the famous Dr. Wilkins, 
and afterwards aftronomy profeffor in Grefham College, and author of the “ Life of Dr. Seth 
Ward,” and “ The Old Man’s With,” and other humorous poems. 

‘The year following, he wrote a pindaric ode To the bappy ».emory of the Lord Proteéter, which, 
‘was publifhed with the poems of Dryden and Waller on the fame occafion. 

In the dedication to Dr. Wilkins, then Warden of Wadham College, by whofe approbation and requeft 
it was made public, he appears, by turns, the liberal encomiaft of Cowley, Cromwell, and his patron. 
He fpeaks of his verfes buth as falling “ fo infinitely below the full and fablime genius of that excellent . 
writer, who made this way of writing free of our nation,” and being “ fo little equal and proportioned 
to the renown of that prince on wham they were written ; fuch great ations and lives deferving rae 
ther to be the fubject of the nobleft pers and moft divine fancies, than of fuch fmall beginners and weak 
sffayers in poetry as myfelf.” He adds, “ Having been a long time the object of your care and ine 
dulgence towards the advantage of my ftudies and fortune, having been moulded, as it were, by 
your own hands, and formed under your government, not to entitle you to any thing which my 
meannefs produces, would not nly be injuftice, but facrilege.” 

At the Reftoration, he changed his principles, and became a zealous royalift; but the verfatility 
of his political featiments dacs not appear to have leffened his credit with thofe partic he afters 
wards efpoufed. 

He now took orders, and, by the recommendation of his friend Cowley, was made chaplain 
to Villiers Duke of Buckingham, whom he is faid to have affifted in writing “ The Rehearfal.” 

By the intereft of Buckingham, his patron, who, notwithitanding his fickicnefs and inconfiftent, 
levity, never forfook him, he was introduced at court, and made chaplain to the King, whofe re- 
gard he attracted by the policcneis of his addrefs, and happy powers in converfation. 

As he was the favourite of Dr. Wilkins, at whofe apartments in Wadham College thofe philofo= 
Phical conferences conimenced, which laid the foundation f “the Re yai Society; he was confe- .. 
queitiy engaged in the fame Audies, and became one of the icllows of the new inftitution, ca theie 
incerportion, in 166%. 
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fnination, the Letters to Lord Dorfet, and a volume of Sermons; each of which is of a differ- 
ent kind, and has its diftin@ and charatteriftic excellence. 7 

* The Bithop of Rocheiter,” fays Dr. Felton, “ is the correcteft writer of the age, and comes 
nearett to the greit originals of Greece and Rome, by 4 fudious imitation of the ancients: His 
plainnefs and accuracy, his fablime and oratory, are equally laboured. His Life of Cowley, an¢ 
his excellent Difcourfe to his Clergy, ate admirable for the modefty and plainnefs and initnivabte 
fimplicity of their drefs, His anfwet to Sorbicrt is 6 handfome a way of expofing an empty trifing 
pretending pedant, that he maketh his adverfary at once tlc fubject of our diverfion and ¢on- 
tempt, His Letters to my Lord Dorfet, are the beit patterns af apology, and a true epiftolasy 
‘ona public fubje@. His Sermons are truly fine, fo very beautiful and fo extremely ftudied in 
bright thought and delicate expreffion, and all the charms of language, that Religion looketh lovely 
like herfelf, as well as venerable in our eyes. What is more than can be faid of Tully, in the byhop 
we meet the poet and the orator eminently conjoined.” gs 

Sprat was a man of wit and a polite {cliolar; the pregnancy of his imagination, and the ele« 
gance of his language, have defervedly fet him high in the ranks of literature. But his ftyle, ia 
general, has been, perhaps tuo much applauded ; it has neither the claffic Amplicity of Hobbes, nor 
the grace of Sir William Temple. He has, however, been juftly ranked with the beft writers im 
the reign of Charles tl: 

Ke appears from kis writings, as well as his condu@, that his principles were far from being ftub- 
born; He has reprefented Cromwell as a finifhed hero, and Charles I. as a glorified faint, He fat 
in the ecclefiaftical commiffien, and was by no means averfe from the Revolution, But he atoned 
for the inconfiftencies and errors of his political conduct, by the exemplary dignity and decency of 
his epifeopal and private character. * 

His Poems were reprinted among “ The Works of the Minor Poets,” in 2 volumes 1amo, 17435 
and have been admitted, with the compofitions of his poctical brethren, Rochefter, Rofcommton, Hali- 
fax, Stepney, and Duke, into the Temple of Fame, lately erected under the title of “ The Works 
of the Englith Poets.” z 

His poetry has the faults and beauties of the Pindar‘e ftyle of writing, recommended by the ex 
ample of his favourite Cowley. He fuppofed that as he was imitated, perfection in the bigheft and 
nobleft hind of writing in verfe was approached ; and thought the irregularity of his numbers ‘the 
wery thing which males that kind of pactry fit for all manner of Subjelis, and chiefly to be preferred far 
its near affinity to prof. He indulged himfelf, therefore, in the utmoft licence of Pindaric liberty 
and metaphorical extravagance. In his Ode on the Plague of Athens, his longeft performance, he fas 
arhplified, but feldom improved the admirable defcriptions of Thucydides and Lucretius, Tie Ode 
on the Death of Cromwell, exhibits fufficient proofs of ftrong intellectual exertion, but is encurabered, 
by wnfkilful and improper decorations. His Epifile to Howard is an extravagant compliment on 





. the Britith Princes,” which has exercifed the wit of Butler, Waller, Denham, Dorfet, aud his 


friend Clifford of the Charter-houfe. The Ode on Cowley has much wit, and much praife, which 
appears confuled and enlarged through the mift of panegyric. a, 

« ‘There is in his few productions,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ no want of fuch conceits as he thought 
excellent; and of thofe our judgment may be fettled by the firft that appears in his praife of Crom~ 
well, where he fays, that Cromwell's * fame, like man, will grow white as it grows old.” 
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To 


THE REVEREND DR. WILKINS, 


1 


WARDEN OF WADHAM COLLEGE IN OXFORD. 


Sir, 


Szeive you are pleafed to think fit that thefe 
papers thould come into the public, which were at 
oie defigned to live only in a defk, or fome private 
friend’s hands; | humbly take the boldnefs to com- 
amit them to the fecurity which your name and pro- 
teétion will give them with the molt knowing pare 
of the world, There are two things efpecially in 
which they fland in need of your defence ; one is, 
that they fall fo infinitely below the full and lefty 
genius of that excellent poet, who made this way of 
writing free of our mation: the other, that they are 
fo little proportioned and equal to the renown of 
that prince on whom they were written, Such 
great aGtions and lives deferving rather to be the 
fubjedts of the nobleft pens and divine fancies, 
than ef fuch finall beginners and weak effayers in 
poetry as myfelf. Againft thefe dangerous pre- 
yudices, there remains no other fhield, than the 
univerfal efteem and authority which your judg- 
ment and approbation carries with it. The right 
you have to them, Sir, is not only on the account 


ati 





of the rejation yeu had to this great perfon, nor 
of the general favour which all arts receive from 
you; but more particularly by reafon of that cb- 
ligation and zeal with which { am bound to dedi- 
cate myfelf to your fervice: for having been a 
Jong time the object of your care and indulgence 
towards the advantage of my ftudies and fortune, 
having been moulded as it were by your own hands, 
and formed under your government, not to entitle 
you to any thing which my meaunefs prodtices, 
would not only be injuftice, but factilege : fo that 
il there be any thing here tolerably faid, which de- 
ferves pardon, it is yours; Sir, as well as he, who 
is, 


Your moft devoted, 
and obliged fervant, 


THO, SPRAT +S 
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Then thy domettic worth 
Did tell the world what it would be, 
‘When it fhould fit occafion fee. 
‘When a full fpring thould cal} it forth = 
As bodies in the dark and night 
“igre the fame colours, the fame red and white, 
“As in the opea day and light ; 
The fun doth only fhew 
That they afe bright, not make them fo. 
So whilt but private walls did know 
What we to fuch a mighty mind fhould owe, 
"Then the fame virtues did appear, 
‘Though in a fefs and more contraéted fphere, 
‘As full, though not as large as fince they were! 
And like great rivers’ fountains, though 
‘At firlt fo deep thon didf not go: 
Though ther thine was not fo enlarg’d a flood ; 
‘Yee whan twas litele, "twas as clear, as good. 
ve 
"Tis true thou waa not born unto a crown, 
Thy fceptre’s not thy father’s, but thy own! 
‘Thy purple was not made at oncé in hafte, 
But after many other colours patt, 
It took the deepeft princely dye at Taft. 
Thou didi begin with leffer cares, 
And private thoughts took up thy private 
years: 
_ "Thofe hatids which were ordain’d by fates 
To change the world and alter ftates, 
_ Pradtis'd at firtt that vatt defign 
‘On meaner things with equal mien. 
*Phat foul which fhould fo many sceptres fway, 
‘To whom fo many kingdoms thould obey, 
earn’d firit to rule in a domettic way ; 
So government itfelf began 
From family, and fingle map, 
‘Waa by the fmail relation firft 
.,. Of bufband and of father nurs’d, 
‘And from éhiofe Jefs heginnings paft, 
‘Lo fpread itfelf o’er all the world at laft. 


vi 
But when thy country (then almoft enthrall’d) 
‘Thy virtue and thy courage call'd ; 
When England did thy arms entreat, 

“And’t had been fin in thee not to be great: 
‘When every ftream, and every flood, 

"Wasa trie vein of earth, and run with blood : 
When unus'd arms, and unknown war, 
Fil'd every place, and every ear; 

“When the great ftorms and difmal night 
Did al the and affright ; . 

yeas tine for thee to bring forth all our light. 

"hou left’t thy more delightful peace, 
‘Thy private life and better eafe 5 

‘Then down thy fleel and armour took, 

‘Withing that it {till hung upon the hook : 

‘When death had got a large commiffion out, 

‘Throwing the arrows and her fting about ; 

‘Then thou (as oncé the healing ferpent rofe) 
Watt lifted up, not for thyfelf bur us. 

vil. 

"Thy country wounded was, and fick, before 
‘Thy wars and arms did her reftore : 

Thou knew'ft where the difeafe did lic, 
‘Asd like the cure of fympathy, 
5 
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The frong and certaia remedy 
‘Unto the weapon didit apply ; 
Thou did not draw the fword, and fo 
Away the feabbard throw, 
‘As if thy country fhou’d 
Be the inheritance of Mars and blood + 
But that, when the great work was fpun, 
War in itfelf Should be undone: 
‘That peace might land again upon the fhore, 
Richer and better than before : 
The hufbandman no fteel fhall know, 
None but the ufefal iron of the plow 3 
‘That bays might creep on every {pear : 
And though our fky was overlpread 
With a deftrudtive red, 
"Twas but til thou our fun didft im full light 
appear. 5 
Vill. 
When Ajax dy'd, the purple blood, 
That from his gaping wound had flow’d, 
‘Turn’d into letter, every leaf 
Had on it wsote his epitaph + 
So from that crimfon. flood, 
Which thou by fate of times wert led 
Unwillingly to thed, 
Letters and learning rofe, and arts renew’d : 
Thou fonght'tt, not out of envy, hope, or hate, 
But to refine the church and fate; 
‘And like the Romans, whate'er thou 
In the field of Mars didft mow, 
Was, that a holy ifland hence might grow.: 
‘Thy wars, as rivers ratfed by a fhower, 
Which welcome clouds de pour, 
Though they at firft may feem 
To carry all away’with an enraged ftream ; 
‘Yer did not happen that they might deftroy, 
Or the berter parts annoy: 
Bot all the filth and mud to fcour, 
‘And leave behind another flime, 
To give a birth to a more happy power. 
ik. 
In fields uneonquer’d, and fo well 
‘Thou didft in battles*and in arms excel 5 
‘That ficely arms themlelves might be 
Worn out in war as foon as thee 5 
Swecefs fo clofe upon thy troups did wait, 
As if thou firft hadft conquer’d fate; 
‘As if uncertain victory 
Had been firft o’ercome by thee 5 
As if her wings wee clipt, and could not flee, 
Whilft thon didft only ferve, 
Before thou hadft what firft thou didi deferve, 
Others by thee did great things do, 
‘Triumph'dit thyfelf, and mad’{t them triumph too 
Though they above thee did appear, 
As yet in a more large and higher {phere : 
Thou, the great fun, gav'ft light to every far: 
Thyfelf an army wert alone, 
‘And mighty troops contain’d in one. 


| Thy only fword did guard the land, 


Like that which, flaming in the angel’s hand, 
From men God’s garden did defend; 
But yet thy {word did more than his, 
Not enly guarded, Lut did nuke shis land a para- 
auc, 
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‘Thou fought’ft not to be high or great, 
Nor for a fceptre or.a crown, 

Or ermine, purple, or the throne ; 
But as the vefta! heae, 

‘Thy fire was kindled from above alone; 
Religion putting on thy thield 
Brought thee victorious to the field. 

‘Thy arms, like thofe which ancient herogs wont, 
‘Were given by the God thou didit adore : 
And all the {words thy armies had, 

‘Were on au heavenly anvil made; 

Not intereft, or any weak defire 

‘Of rule or empire, did thy mind infpire: 
Thy valour like the hely fire, 

Which did before the Perfian armies go, 

Liv'd in the camp, and yet was facred too + 
Thy mighty {word anticipates 

‘What was deferv'd by heaven and thofe bleft feats, 

And makes the church triumphant here below, 

Il 

Though fortune did hang on thy fword, 
And did obey thy mighty word ; 
‘Though fortune, for thy fide and thee, 
Forgot her lov'd inconftancy ¢ 

Amidk thy arms and,trophies thou 

‘Were valiant and gentle too ; 

‘Wound’ ft thyfelf, when thou didft kill thy foe. 
Like fteel, when it much work has patt, 
"That which was rough does thine ar laft, 
Thy argis by keing oftener us’d did fmoother 

ow. - 

Nor did thy battles make thee proud or high, 
Thy eonquett rais’d the flate, not thee ; 
‘Thou overcam’ft thyfelf in every victory. 
As when the fun in a diredter line 
Upon a polith’d golden thield doth thine, 

The. fhield refle&s unto the fun again his light : 

So when the heavens {mil’d on thee in fight ; 
Wher thy propitious God had lent 
Succefs and victory to thy tent; 

‘To heaven again the victory was fent. 

xu. 

England, till thou didft come, 
Confin’d her valour home ; 

‘Phen our own rocks did ftand 

Bounds tp our fame as well as land, 
And were to us as well 
As to our enemies unpaffable : 

We were afham’d at what we read. 

And bluth’d at what our fathers did, 

Becaule they came fo far behind the dead. 

‘The Britith lion hung his mane, and droup’d, 

‘To flavery and burden ftoop’d, 
‘With a degenerate fleep and fear 
Lay in his den, and languifh’d there ; 
At whofe leaft voice before, 
A trembling echo ran through every thore, 
And fhook the world at every roar: 
‘Thou his fubdued courage didft reftore, 
Sharpen his claws, and from his eyes 
Mad’ft the fame dreadful lightning rife ; 
Mad’ft him agaio affright the neighbouring 
floods, 
His mighty thunder founds through all the woods: 


at 
‘Thou ha& our military fame redeem’d, . 
Which was loft, or clouded feem’d: 
Nay, more, heaven did by thee beftow 
‘On us, at once an iron age and happy too. 
xl. 

Till thou command’ft, that azure chain of waves? 

Which nature round about us fent, 

Made us to.every pirate flaves, 
‘Was rather burden than an ornament ; 
Thofe fields of fea, that wath’d our fhores, 

Were plow’d nd reap’d by ather hands thab dank: 
To us the liquid mafs, i 

Which doth about us min, 
Asitistothe fun, 
Only a bed to fleep on was: 

And not as now a powerful throne, 

To fhake and fway the world therean. 

Our princes in their hand a globe did thew, 

But not a perfect one, 
Contpos’d of earth and water too. 
Buc thy commands the floods obey'd, 
"Thon all the wildernefs of water fway'd :" 
Thou didft not only wed the fee, 
Not make her equal, but a flave to thee. 
Neptune himfelf did bear thy yoke, 
Stoop’d, and trembled at thy ftroke + 
He that ruled all the main, 
Acknowledg’d thee his fovereign £ 
And now the conquer'd fea doth pay _ . 
More tribute to thy Thamies than that unto the fea, 
XIV. i 
Till now our valour did ourfelves more hurt; 
Our wounds to other nations were a {port 3. 
And as the earth, our land produc'd Tee ‘a 
Iron and fteel, which fhould to tear ourfelves'be . 
Our ftrength within itfelf did break, 
Like thundering cannons crack, 
And kill’d thofe that were near, 

While th’ enemies fecure and untouch’d wete. 
But now our trumpets thou haft made to fougd, 
Again their enemies walls in foreign gr ° 

And yct no echo back to us returning found,” 
England is now the happy peaceful ifle, 

And alithe world the while = 
Is exercifing arms and wars 
With foreign or inteftine jars. et 

The torch extinguish’d here, we lent to others oil 
We give to ail, yet know ourfelves no fear gts... 
We reach the flame of ruin and of death, 

Where’er we pleale our fwords ‘¢ untheath, 

Whilft we in calm and temperate regions breathe: 
Like to the fun, whofe heat is horl’d < 

Through every corner of the world; 

Whofe fiame through all the air doth go, [know. 
And yet the fun himfelf the while no fire doca, 
xv. 

Beficgs, the glories of thy peace 
Are not in number nos in value fefs. 

‘Thy hand did cure, and clofe the scars 
Of our bloody civil wars; 

Not enly lane’d but heal’d the wound, 
Made us again as healthy and as found: 
When now the ship was well nigh left, 

After the ftorm upon the coaft, 
By its mariners endanger’d moft ; 
gA ij 
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‘when they their ropes and helms had left, 
‘When the'pfanks afunder cleft, 

And fiéods came roaring in with mighty found, 

‘Pheu a fafe land and harbour for‘us found, © 

‘And favedft thofe that 


4 ' drown'd; * 


A-work which none but heaven and thou could do, 
“\'Phou madft us happy whether we would orno : 


+ Thy judgnient, mercy, terhperance fo great, 
‘As if thofe virtues dilly in thy mind had feat: 
Thy piety Hot only in’the field, but peace,’ 
When heaven feem'd to be wanted leaft ; 
"Thy temples not lik¢ Janus ‘culy were” - 

“Open in the time’of war," ” 
When thou haft greater ‘caufe to fear : 
Religion and the awe of heaven poffeft 
All places and alf-times dlike thy breatt, 

Seana Saggis ® 
Nor didft thou only for thy age provide, 
> > Bue for the years to come hefide ; 
Our after times and ‘tate pofterity 
Shall pay-unto ‘thy fame as much as we 3 

“Fhey too-are made by thee. . 
When fate did call thee to a higher throne, 

~ ‘And when thy mortal work was done, 
swhen heaven did fay it, and thou nvuft be gone, 
© Thou him to'bear thy burden chofe, 


Who might (if any could) make us forget thy 
[lofs; 


© Nor hadft thou him defgn’d, 
. Had he not been ' -* 
Not unly to thy blood, but virtue kio, 
‘Not only heir unto thy throne, but mind: 
*Tis he Teall erfect all thy cares, 
‘And. with a finer thread weave out thy loom : 
* po onerdid bring the chofen people from 
, Their flavery and fears, 
‘Led theny through their pathlefs road ; 
+ Guided bimfelf by God, 
Has brought ihem.to the borders; 


1 and + ‘ 
Did feitle and fecure them in the promis’d land. 








TO'A PERSON OF HONOUR, 
(MR. RDWARD HOWARD), 


Upon bis incomparable, incomprebenfible Poems in~ 


Bituled © Tbe Britif Princes.” . 


Moor book our old knight errants fame revives, 
‘Writ in a flyle agreeing with their lives, 
All rumours ftrength their prowefs did out-go, 
Au rumours ikill your verfes far out-do: 


would themfelves have 


but a fecond 
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To praife the Welfh the world auf now coni- 
bine, a 

Since to their leeks yeu do your laurel join: 

Such lofty ftrains'your country’s ftory fit, 

Whofe mountain nothing equals but your wit. 

. Bonduca, ‘were fhe fuch'as here we fee, 

(if Britifh paint), none could more dreadful be z 

With naked armies fhe encountef’d Rome, 

Wolfe Rrength with naked fature yuu o'er 

“come. * 

Nor let finall critics blame this mighty queen; 

‘That in-king Arthur's’time fhe here ts fee’: 

You that can make iphmortal by your fong, 

May well one life fonr hundred years prolong. 

‘Thus Virgil bravely dar'd for Dido's love, 

‘The fettled courle of time and years to move, 

‘Though him you ithivate in this alone, 

Iv all things élfe you borrow help from none ¢ 

No antique tale éf Grvece or Ramé you take, 

‘Tein fables and examples you forfake. 

With truc heroic glory you difplay 

A fubjet new, wrie in thé newelt way, 

Goforth, great author, for the world’s delight , 

each it, what norie eer ‘taught’ you, how te 
write 5” P : 

They talk ftrange things this ancient poets did, 

How trees and ftones they into’ buildings lead = 

For poems to raife cities, now, "tis hard; 

But yours, at leaft; will byild half Paul's church- 
yard, ‘ : 






































ON HIS MISTRESS DROWN'D. 


Sweet ftream, that doft with equal pace 
Both thyfelf fy and thyfelf chace, 
Forbear‘awhile to flow, 
And liften to my woe. 


Then go and tell the fea that all its brine 
Is fret, compar’d to mine: 
Infurm it that the gentler dame 
‘Who was the life of all iny flame, 
lV’ th’ glory of ber bud 
Has pafs’d the fatal flood, 
Death by this only ftroke triumphs above 
‘The greateft power uf love : 
Alas, alas! 3 muft give o’er, 
My fighs will jet me add no more. 
Go on, fweet ftream, and henceforth ref 
No more than does my troubled breaft ; 
And if my fad complaints have made thee ftay, 
‘Thefe tears, theie tears, fhall mend thy way. 
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PENED IN THE SECOND YEAR OF THE, 
PELOPONNE 


SIAN WAR: 


Firft deferibed in Greek by Thucydides, then in Latin by Lucretius. 














Ta my worthy and learned Friend, 


DR. WALTER POPE, 


Late Proftor of the 


Str, 


J xnow not what pleafure you could take in be- 
ftowing your commands fo unprofitably, unlefs it 
be that for which nature fometimes cherifhes and 
allows monfters, the love of variety. ‘This only 
delight you will receive by turning over this rude 
and unpolithed copy, and comparing it with my 
excellent patterns, the Greek and Latin, By this 
you will fee how much a neble fubjedt is changed 
and disfigured by an ill hand, and what reaiva 
Alexander had to forbid his pi@ure to be dawn 
but by fome celebrated pencil, In Greek, Tha- 
cydides fo well and fo livelily expreffes it, that 1 
know not which is more a poem, his defeription 
or that of Lucretius. Though it muft be faid, 
that the hiftorian had a vait advantoge over the 
poet: he, having been prefent on the place, and 
affaulted by the difeafe himfelf, had the horror 
familiar to his eyes, and all the fhapes of the mi- 
fery Mill remaining on his mind, which mult needs 
make a great impreffion on his pen and fancy 5 
whereas the pott was forced to follow his foot- 
fteps, and only work on that matter he allowed 
him. - This 1 fpeak, becaufe it may in forme mea- 
fure too excufe my own defects: for being fo far 
removed from the place whereon the difeafe adted 
his tragedy, and time having denied us many of 


the cireuniftances, cuftoms of the country, apd 


other {mall things which would be of greac ufe to 
any one who did intend to be perfect on the fub- 
jes befides only writing by an idea of that which 
I never yet faw, nor care to feel (being not of 
the humour of the painter in Sir Phitip Sidney, 
who thruit himfelf into the midit of a fight, that 
he might the better delineate it). Having, | fay, 
all thefe difadvaniages, and many more for which 
} muft only blamz myfelf, it cannot be expected 
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that I fhould come near equalling him, in whom 
none of the contrary advantages were wantittg.:, 
Thus then, Sir, by emboldening me to this tafe: 
attempt, you have given opportunity to the: Geille 
and Latin to triumph over our moth: 

Yet { would not have the honour of the countetes: 
or languages engaged in the comparifon, but thet, 
the inequality fhould reach no farther than-shie’ 
| authors. But 1 have much reafon to fear the ja 
indignation of that excellent perfon. (the 
ornament and honour of our nation) whole; 

of writing I imitate: for he may think 

much injured by my following him, as were the. 
heavens by that bold man’s counterfeiting the fae 
cred and unimitable noife of thunder, by the fouad 
of brafs and horfes hoofs, I fhall ouly fay for en 
felf, that 1 took Cicero's advice, who bids us, fo. 
imitation, propofe the nobleft pattern 
thoughts; for fo we may be fure to be railed a- 
bove the common level, though we'come ihfinites: 
ly fhort of what we aim at. Yet f hope thatre~ 
nowned poet will have none of my crimes say 
way refle@ on himfelf; for it was not any faple 
jn the excellent mufician, that the weak bird, en-* 
dcavouring by ftraining its throxt to follow his 
notes, deftroyed itlelf in the attempt. Well, Sir, 
by this, that I have chofen rather to expote myfele” 
than to be difobedient, you may guefs with what, 
zeal and hazard I ftrive to approve myfelf, , 








Sir, 
Your mof humble and 
aff, tionate feryant; 
THO. SPRAT, 
3A ily 








THUCYDIDES. 


LIB. 


Il. 


AS IT IS EXCELLENTLY TRANSLATED BY MR. HOBBES. 








Jw the very beginning of fummer, the Pelopon- 
nefians, and their confederates, with two-thirds 
of their forces, as before, invaded Attica, under 
the condug of Archidamus, the fon of Zeuxida- 
mas, king of Lacedemon; and, after they had 
encamped themielves, wafted the country about 
them. 

They had not been many days in Attica, when 
the plagec firft began amongft the Athenians, faid 
alfo to have feized formerly on divers other parts, 
as about Lemnos, and elfewhere ; but fo great a 
plagne, and mortality of men, was never remem- 
bered to have happened in any place before: for 
at. firft neither were the phyficians able to cure it, 
throngh ignorance of what it was, but died fafteht 
themfelves, as being the men that moft approach- 
ed the fick, nor any other art of man availed 
‘whatfoever. All f{upplications to the gods, and 
inquiries of oracles, and whatfoever other means 
they ufed of that kind, proved all unprofitable, 
sinfumuch as, fubdued with che greatnefs of the 
evil, they gave them allover. Ie began (by re- 
port) Grit in that part of “Ethiopia that lieth upon 
‘Bgypt, and thence fel) down into Apypt and 
Afric, and into the greateft part of the territories 
of the king. . It invaded Athens on a firdden, and 
touched firft upon thofe that dwelt in Pyrzus, in- 
fomuch as they reported that the Peloponnefians 
had caft poifon into their wells; for fprings there 
‘were not any in that place. But afterwards it 
came up into the high city, and then they died a 
qyreat deal falter. Now let every man, phyfician 
er other, concerning the ground of this ficknefs, 
whence it Sprung, and what caufes he thinks able 
to produce fo great an alteration, fpeak according 
to his own knowledge : for my own part, { will 
deliver but the manner cf it, and lay open only 
fuch things aa one may take his mark by to difco- 
‘ver the fame if it come again, having been both 
fick of it myielf, and feen others fick of the fame. 
This year, by confefion of all men, was of all 
osher, for other _difeates, moft frec and healthful. 


If any man were fick before, his difeafe turned to 
this; if not, yet Suddenly, without any apparent 
canfe preceding, and being in perfeét health, they 
were taken firft with an extreme ache in their 
heads, rednefs and ipfammation in the eyes; and 
then inwardly their throats and tongues grew pre~ 
fently bloody, and their breath noifome and unfa- 
voury. Upon this followed a faeezing and hoarfe- 
nefs; and not long after, the pain, together with 
a mighty cough, came down into the breaft: and. 
when once it was fettled in the ftomach, it caufed 
vomit, and with great torment came np all man- 
ner of bilious purgation that phyficians ever named. 
Moft of them had alfo the hickyexe, which brought 
with it a ftrong convulfion, and in fome ceafed 
quickly, but in others was long before it gave 
over. Their bodies outwardly to the touch were 
neither very hot nor pale, but reddifh, livid, and 
beflowered with little pimples and whelks; but fo 
burned inwardly, as not to endure any the lightet 
clothes or linen garment to be upon them, nor 
any thing but mere nakednefs, but rather moft 
willingly to have caft themfelves into the cold 
water. And many of them that were not looked 
to, poffefled with infatiate thirft, ran unto the 
wells; and to drink much or little was indifferent, 
being ftill from eafe and power to fleep as far as 
ever. 

As long asthe difeafe was at the height, their 
bodies wafted not, but refifted the torment beyond 
all expectation, infomuch as the moft of them ei- 
ther died of their inward burning in nine or feven 
days, whilft they had yet ftrengih; or if they 
efcaped that, then, the difeafe falling down in 
their bellies, and cavfing there great exulcerations 
and immoderate loofenefs, they died many of them 
afterwards through weaknefs; for the difeafe 
(which firft took the head) began above, and 
came down, and paffed through the whole body : 
and he that overcame the worft of it was yet 
marked with the lofs of his extreme parts; fr, 
breaking out both at their privy members, and at 
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their fingers and toes, many with the lofs of thefe 
wfcaped. There were alfo fome that loft their 
eyes, and many that prefently upon their reco- 
very were taken with fuch an oblivion of all things 
whatfoever,. 3s they neither knew themfelves nor 
their acquaintance. For this was kind of fick- 
nefs which far furmounted all expreffion of words, 
and both exceeded human nature in the cruelty 
wherewith it handled each one, and appeared alfo 
otherwife to be none of thofe difeafes that are bred 
among us, and that efpecially by this; for all, 
Both birds and beafts, that ufe to feed on human 
flefh, though many men lay abroad unburied, ei- 
ther came not at them, or tafting, perifhed. An 
argument whereof, as touching the birds, was the 
manifeft defect of fach fowl, which were not then 
feen, either about the carcafes, or any where elfe 5 
but by the dogs, becaufe they are familiar with 
men, this effeét wavy feen much clearer, So that 
this difeafe (to pafs over many ftrange particulars 
of the accidents that fome had differently from 
others) was in general fuch as | have fhewn; and 
for other ufual fickneffes at that time, no man 
was troubled with any. Now they died, fome 
for want of attendance, and fome again with all 
the care and phyfic that conld be ufed. Nor was 
there any, to fay, certain medicine, that applied 
ipuft have helped them; for if it did good to one, 
it did harm to another: nor any difference of bo- 
dy for ftrength or weaknefs that was able to refift 
it; but carried all away, what phyfic foever was 
adminiftered. But the greateft mifery of all was, 
the defedtion of mind, in fuch as found themfelves 
beginning to he fick (for they grew prefently 
defperate, and gave themfelves over without mak- 
ing any refiftance); as alfo their dying thus like 
fheep, infected by mutual vifitation: for if men 
forbure to vifit them for fear, then they died for- 
Jorn, whereby many families became empty, for 
want of fuch as fhould take care of them. If they 
forbore not, then they died themfelves, and prin- 
cipally the honegteft men: for out of fhame they 
would not fpare themfelves, but went in unto 
their friends, efpecially after it was come to that 
pafa, that even their domeftics, wearied with the 
Jamentations of them that died, and overcome 
with the greatnefe of the calamity, were no longer 
moved therewith. But thofe that were recover- 
ed, had much compaffion both on them that died, 
and on them that lay fick, as having both known 
the mifery themfelves, and now no more fubje& 
to the like danger; for this difeafe never took a 
gaan the fecond time, fo as to be mortal. And 
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thefe men were both by others counted happy; 
and they alfo themfelves, through egcefe of pre~ 
fent joy, conceived a kind of light hope never to 
die of any other ficknefs hereafter, Befides the 
prefent affliGion, the reception of the cowitry 
people and of their fubftance into the city, op- 
preffed both them, and much more the prople 
themfelves that fo came in: for, having no houles, 
but dwelling at that time of the year in ftifling 
booths, the mortality was now without all form ; 
and dying mén lay tumbling one upon another in 
the ftreets, and men half dead about every conduit. 
through defire of water. The temples alfo-where 
they dwelt in tents were all full of the dead thax: 
died within them; for, opprefled with the vies 
lence of the calamity, and not knowing what. 
do, men grew carclefs, both of holy and profasie 
things alike. And the laws which they formerly 
ufed touching funerals were afl now bfoken, eve~. 
ry one burying where he could find room. And 
many for want of things neceflary, after fo many 
deaths before, were forced to become impudent im 
the funerals of their frienda: for when one had. 
made a funeral pile, another getting before him 
would throw on his dead, and give it fire: and 
when one was in burning, another would come, 
and, having caft thereon him whom Be carried, 
go his way again. And the great licentioufnefs, 
which alfo in other kinds was ufed in the city, be-. 
gan at firft from this difeafe: for that which a 
man before would diffemble, and not acknowl 2 
to be done for voluptuoufnefs, he durft now dir 
freely, feeing before his eyes fuch quick revolu<% 
tion, of the rich dying, and men worth nothing. 
inheriting their eftates; infomuch as they juftiett® 
a fpeedy fruition of their goods, even for their? 
pleafure, as men that thought they held their lives® 
but by the day. As for pains, no man was foys 
ward in any aétion of honour, to take any, because 
they thought it uncertain whether they fhould die 
or not before they atchieved it. But what. ang 
man knew to be delightful, and to be 

to pleafure, that was made both profitable aud how: 
nourable. Neither the fear of the gods; nor lawe* 
of men, awed any man. Not the former, heave” 
they concluded it was alike to worfhip or nat 
worthip, from feeing that alike they all pedhed 
nor the latter, becaufe no man expected thit his 
life would Jaf till he received punithment-of ‘his 
crimes by judgment. But they thought there was 
now over their heads fome far greater jadgene 
decreed againft them; before» which fell, the} 
thought to enjoy fome little part of their lives, 
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‘Ussaasry man! by nature made to fway 
And yet is every creature's prey, 
Deftroy’d by thofe that thould his power obey. 
Of the whole world we call mankind the lords, 
Flattering ourfelves with mighty words; 
Of all things we the monarchs are, 
And fo we ryle, and fo we domincer ; 
AA creatures elie about us ftand 
-°S Like fome pratorian band, 
‘Yo guard, to help, and to defend ; 
Yet they fometimes prove enemies, 
Sometimes againft us rife ; 
Our very guards rebel and tyrannife. 
‘Thoufand difeafes fent by fate 
(Unhappy fervants!) on us wait; 
A thoufand treacheries within 
Are laid, weak life to win; 
Huge troops of maladies without 
(A grim, a meagre, and a dreadful rout!) 
Some formal fieyes make, 
And with fure ownefi do our bodies take; 
Some with quick vielence ftorm the town, 
And throw all in a moment down; 
Some one peculiar fort affail, 
Some by general attempts prevail. 
Small herbs, alas! can only us relieve ; 
And finall is the affiftance they can give; 
How can the fading offipring of the field 
Sure health and fuccour yield ? 
‘What ftrong and certain remedy, 
‘What firm and lafting life can ours be, 
When that which mukes us five doth cvery win- 
ter die? * 





mh 
Nor is this all: we do not only hrecd 
Within ourfelves the fatal feed 
Of change, and of decreafe in every part, 
Head, belly, Romach, and rcot of life, the heart; 
Not only have our autumn, whea we muft 
Of our own nature turn to duft, 
When Jeaves and fruit muft fall; 
But are expos’d to mighty tempelts too, 
Which do at once whac they would flowly de, 
Which throw down fruit and tree of life withal. 
From ruin we in vain 
Our bodies by repair maintain, 


or 


Bodies compos'd of {tuff 
Mouldering and frail enough ; 
Yet from without as well we fear 
A dangerous and deftruétive war. 
Fram heaven, from earth, from fea, from air, 
We like the Roman empire thall decay ; 
And our owa force would mele away 
By the inteftine jar 
Of clements, which on each other prey, 
The Czfars and the Pompeys which within w¢ 
bear; ° 
Yet are (like that) in danger tco 
Of fcreign armies, and external foe. 
Sometimes the Gothifh and the barbarous rage 
Of plague or peftilence attends man’s age, 
Which neither force nor arts affuage, 
Which cannot be avoided or withftond, 
But drowns, and over-runs with unexpected flood. 
ute 
On Ethiopia, and the fouthern fands, 
‘The unfrequented coafts, and parched lands, 
Whither the fun too kind a heat doth fend, 
(The fun, which the worft neighbour is, and the 
deft friend) 
Hither a mortal influence came, 
A fatal and unhappy fleme, 
Kindled by heaven’s angry beam, 
With dreadful frowns, the heavens featter’d 
here 
Cruel infe@ious heats into the air: 
Now ail the Mores of poifon fent, 
Threatening at ence a general doom, 
Lavifh'd out all their hate, and meant 
In future ages to be innocent, 
Not to difturb the world for many years to come, 
Hold, heavens! hold; why fhould your fa- 
cred fire, 
Which doth to all things life infpire, 
By whofe kind beams you bring 
Forth yearly every thing, 
Which doth th’ criginal feed 
Of all things in the womb of earth that breed, 
With vital heat and quickening feed 5 
Why fhould you now that heat employ, 
‘The earth, the air, the fields, the cities to annoy 2 
“That which before reviv’d, why fhould it now de- 
froy? 


POEMS 


1. 
Thole Afric deferts fraight were double deferts | 


‘The ravenous beafts were left alone, [grown, 
‘The ravenous beafts then firft began 
‘To pity their old enen-y man, 
And blam’d the plague for what they would them- 
felves have dene. 
Nor ftaid the cruel evil there, 
Nor could be long confin’d unto one air; 
~ Plagues prefencly forfake 
‘Yhe wildernefs which they chemfelves do make. 
Away the deadly breaths their journey take, 
Driven by a mighty wind, 
‘They a new booty and freth forage find : 
"Lhe loaded wind went fwiftly on, 
And as it pafs'd, was heard tu sigh and groan, 
On Egypt next it feiz’d, 
Nor could but by a general ruin be appeas'd, 
* ‘Ryypt, in rage, back on the fouth did look, 
And wonder’d thence ihould come th’ unhappy 
ftroke, ; 
From whence before her f{ruitfulnefs she took. 
“- Kgype did now curfe and revile 
Thole very lands from whence the has her Nile; 
Egypt now fear'd another Hebrew God, 
Another angel’s hand, a fecond Aaron's rod. 
Vv. 
‘Then on it goes, and through the facred land 
Its angry forces did command ; 
But God did place an angel there 
In violence to withfland, 
fra turn into another rod the putrid air, 
ro Tyre it came, and there did all difcover 5 
‘Though that by feas might think itfelf fecure. 
Nor ftaid, as the great conqueror did, 
Till it had fill’d and ftopp’d the tide, 
Which did it from the thore divide, 
But pafs'd the waters, and did all poftefs, 
And quickly all was wiklernefs. 
‘Thence it did Perfia over-run, 
And ail that facrifice unta the fun: 
In every limb a‘dréadful pain they felt, 
‘Lortur’d with fecret coals they melt; 
The Perfians call’d their fui in vain, 
‘Their god increas'd the pain. 
They look'd up to their god no more, 

But curfé the beams they worfhipped before, 
And hate the very fire which once they did adore. 
Vit 

Ghatted with the ruin of the eaft, 
She took her wings, and down to Athens paly'd 5 
Juft plague: which dott no parties take, 
But Greece as well as Perfia fack, 
While in unnatural quarrels they 
{Like frogs and mice) each other flay ; 
‘Thou in thy ravenous claws took’ both away. 
‘Thither it came, and did deftroy the town, 
‘Whilft all its thips and foldiers looked on 5 
And now the Afian plague did more 
‘Than all the Afian force could do before. 
Withoat the wall the Spartan army fate, 
“ The Spartan army came tao late ; 
For now there was no farther work for fate, 
‘They faw the city open lav, 
An safy and a bgot!sfs prey; 
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They faw the rampires empty ftand, 
The fleets, the walls, che forts unmann’d. 


: No need of cruelty or faughters now, 


The plague had finifh’d what they came to dog 
‘They might now unrefifted entet there, 
Did they nor the very air 
More than the Athenians fear. 
‘The air itfelf to chem was wall and bulwarks too; 
Vil. fa 
Unhappy, Athens! ic is true thou wert 
‘The proudeft work of nauré and of art: + 
Learning and ftrength did thee compofe,” 
As foul and body us: : 
But yet thou only thence art made 
A nobler prey for fates e’ invades Ne 
Thole mighty numbers that within thea” 
breathe, 

Do only ferve to make a fatter feat for death, 
Death in the moft frequented palace lives; - 
Mott tribute from the crowd receives; 

And though it bears a feythe, and feems to own 
A ruttic life alone, 
Tt loves ne wildernefs, 
No fcatter’d villages, 
But mighty populous palaces, . 
The throng, the tumult, and che town. 
What ftrange unheard-of conqueror is this, 
Which by the forces that refit it doth inereafe! 
When other conquerors are 
Obliged tu make a flower war, 
Nay fometimes for themselves may fear, 
And niuft proceed with watchful care, 
When thicker troops of enemies appear; 
This ftronger ftill, and more fuccefsful grows, 
Down fooner all before it throws, 
if greater multitudes of men do it oppofe, ~* 
va 
‘The tyrant firft the haven.did fubdue; 
Lately th’ Athenians (it knew) 
Themfelves by wooden walls did fave, 
Aad therefore firft to them th’ infection gave, ‘ 
Left they new fuccour thence receive, 
Cruel Pyszeus! now thou haft un¢one 
“The honour thou before hadft won ; 
Noc all thy merchandife, 
‘Thy wealth, thy treafuries, 
Which from all coafts chy fleet fupplies, 
Can to atone this crime fuffice. * 
Next o'er the upper town it fpread, 
With mad and undifcerning fpee 
In every corner, every flreet, 
Without a guide did fer its feer, 
And too familiar every houfe did greet. 
Unhappy queen of Greece! great Thefeus now 
Did thee a mortal injury do, es) 
When firft in walis I did thee clofe, 
When firit he did thy citizens reduce, 
Houfes and government, and laws to ufe. 
Ic had been better if thy people Mill 
Difperfed in fume field or bill, 

Though favage and undifciplined, did dwell, 
Though barbarous, untame, and tude, 
‘Than by their numbers thus to be fubdu’d, 
To be by their own fwarms annoy’d, 

: And co be civiliz’d only to be deftroy’d. 
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1x. No food would there abide, 
Minerva farted when fhe heard the noife, Or if it did, turn’d to the enemy’s fide, 
And dying men’s confufed voice. The very meat new poifons to the plague fupply’d> 
From heaven in hafte, fhe came, to fee Next, to the heart the fires came, 
What was the mighty prodigy. The heart did wonder what ufurping flame, 
‘Upon the caftle pinnacles she fat, What unknown furnace, fhouid ; 
‘And dar’d not nearer fly, On its more natural heat inteude; 
WNor midi fo many deaths to truft her very deity, | Straight call’d its {pirits up, but found too well, 
‘With pitying look the faw at every gate It was too late now to rebel. : 
Death and deftruction wait : The tainted bicod its courfe began, 
She wrung her hands, and cail’d off Jove, And earried death where’er it ran; 
‘And all th’ immortal powers above ; That which before was nature’s nobleft art. 
But though a goddefs now did pray, ‘The circulation from the heart, 
“The heavens refus’d, and turn'd their ear away. Was moft deftructful now, 
She brought her olive and her thield, And nature {peedier did undo, 
Neither of thefe, alas! affiftance yield, For that the fooner did impart 
She Jookt upon Medufa’s face, ‘The poifon and the finart, 
‘Was angry that the was Th’ infectious bloed to every diftant part. 
Herfelf.of an immortal race, xn 


The belly felt at lait its fhare, 
And all the fubtile labyrinths thege 

Of winding bowels did new monfters bear, 
Here feven days it rul’d and {way’d, 

And often kill'd, becaufe it death fo long delay’d. 
But if through ttrength and heat of age 
The body overcame its rage, 

The plague departed as the devil doth, 
When driven hy prayers away he goeth, 
If prayers and heaven do him controul, 
And if he cannot have the foul, 

Himfelf out of the roof or window throws, 
And will not all hir labour lofe, 

Bat takes away with him part of the houfe : 

So here the vanquith’d evil took from them 
Who conquer'd it, fome part, fome limb, 
Some foft the ufe of hands and cyes, 
Some arms, fome legs, fome thighs ; 
& me all their lives before forgot, 
Their minds were but one darker blot ; 
Thafe various pictures in the head, 

xn And ail the numerous fhapes were fled ; 


‘Was angry that her Gorgon's head 
‘Upen the head firft the difeafe, And now the ranfack’d memory 


” Could not fitike her as well as others dead. 
She fat and wept a while, and then away fhe fied. 


x. 
Now death hegan ber {word to whet, 
Not all the Cyclops {wear, 
Nor Vulean’s mighty anvils, could prepare 
Weapons enough tor her. 
No weapons large enough, but all the age 
‘Men felt the heat within them rage, 
And hop’d the air would it affuage, 
Call'd for its help, but th’ air did them deceive, 
And aggrevate the ills ie fhould relieve. 
The air no more was vital now, 
Bat did a mortal poiton grow : 
"The lungs, which us’d to fan the heart, 
Only now ferv'd to fire each part ; 
What fhould refreth, increas'd the fart : 
And now their very breath, 
"The chiefeft fign of life, was turn’d the caufe 
of death, 


As a bold conqueror, doth feize, Languifh'd in naked poverty, 

Begins with man’s metrapolis, Had loft its mighty treafury [die. 
Secur'd the capitol, and then it knew They pafe’d the Lethe Jake, although they did not 
%: could at pleafure weaker parts (ubdue. xiv. 

Blood ftarted through each ese; ‘Whatever leffer maladies men had, 

‘The rednefstof that fky They all gave place and vanifhed ; 

Foretold a tenipeft nigh. ‘Thole petty tyrants fled, 

‘The tongue did flow all o’er And at this mighty conqueror fhrank their head. 

With clotted filth and gore; Fevers, agues, palfies, ftone, 

As doth a lion’s when tome innocent prey Gout, cholic, and confumption, 
He hath devour'd and brought away : And all the mikler generation, 

Hoarfenefs and fores the throat did fill, By which mankind is by degrees undone, 
And ftopt the paffages of {peech and lif Quickly were rooted out and gone; ~ 

No room was left for groans or grief; Men faw themiclves freed from the pain, 

‘Foo cruel and imperious ill! Rejoic’d, but all, alas, in vain : 

Which, not content to kill, ’Twas an unhappy remedy, 

With tyrannous and dreadful pain; Which cur’d them that they might both worfe 
‘Doft take from men the very power to complain, and fooner die. 
xu xv. 

‘Then down it went into the breatt, Phyficians now could nought prevail, 

‘There all the feats and fhops of life poffcfs'd. They the firlt fpoils to the proud vitor fall; 

Such noifome f{mells from thence did come, Nor would the plague their knowledge truft, 

As if che Romach were a tomb; But fear'd their ficill, and therefore few them 

Girt : 
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So tyrants, when they would confirm their yoke, 
Firft make the chicfeft men to feel the ftruke, 
‘The chiefeft and the wifeft heads, left they 
Should foonett difobey, [way. 
Should firit rebel, and others Jearn from them the 
No aid of hétbs, or juices power, 
Notte of Apollo’s art could cure, 
But help’d the plague the fpeedier to devour. 
Phyfic itfelf was a difeafe, 
Phyfic the fatal tortures did increafc, 
Prefcriptions did the pains renew, 
And Ai{culapius to the fick did come, 
As afterwards to Rome, 
In form of ferpent, brought new poifons with 
him too. 
xv, 
The ftreams did wonder that, fo foon 
As they were from their nutive mountains gone, 
‘They faw themfelves drugk up, and fear, 
Another Xerxes’ army near. 
Some caft into the pit the urn, 
And drink it dry at his return ; 
Again they drew, again they drank: 
At fir the coolnefs of the ftream did thank, 
But ftraight the more were fcorch’d, the more 
did burn ; 
And, drunk with water, in their drinking fat : 
That urn which now to quench their thir 
they ufe, 
Shortly their afhes thal] enclofe : 
‘Others into the chryftal brook 
With faint and wondering eyes did look, 
Saw what a ghaftly fhape themfelves had took, 
Away they would have fled, but them their legs 
forfook. 
Some fnatch the waters up, 
Their hands, their mouths the cup : 
They drank, and foumd they flam'd the more, 
An} only added to the burning ftore. 
3o have I feen on time cold water thrown, 
Straight all was to a ferment grown, 
And hidden feeds of fire together run : 
The heap was calm and temperate before, 
Such as the finger could endure ; 
But, when the mpiftures it provoke, 
Did rage, did fwell, did fmoke, 
Did move, and flame, and burn, and ftraight 
to afbes broke. 
XVII. * 
So ftrong the heat, fo ftrong the torments were, 
They like fome mighty burden bear 
The lighteft covering of air. 
All fexes and all ages do invade, 
The bounds which nature laid, 
‘The laws of modefty and nature made: 
‘The virgins bluh not, yet uncloth’d appear, 
Undrefs’d to run about, yet never fear. 
‘The pain and the difcafe did now 
Unwillingly reduce men to 
‘That nakednetfs once morc, 
Which perfect heaith and tnnucence caus’d before. 
No fleep, no peace, no ret, 
‘Their wandering and afftighted minds poffef'd ; 
Upon their fouls and eyes 
Helland eternal h 





1 
Unufual fhapes and images, 
Dark pictures and refemblances 
Of things to come, and of the world below, 
O’er their diftemper’d fancies go: 
Sometimes they curfe, fometimes they pray unto 
‘The gods above, the gods beneath ; 
Sometimes they cruelties and fury breathe, __ 
Not fleep, but waking now was fifter unto death. 
XVII. 
Scatter"d in fields the bodies lay, {aways 
The earth call’d to the fowls to cake their ficth 
In vain Gre call’d, they come not nigh,-” 
Nor would their food with their own ruin, 
buy: , 
But at full meals they hunger, pine, and dic. 
The vultures afar off did fee the feaft, | 
Rejoic'd, and call’d their friends to tafte, 
‘They rallied up their troops in hafte 
Along came mighty droves, 
Forfook their young ones and their groves, 
Each one his native mountain and his’ neft s 
‘They come, but all their carcafes abhor, 
And now avoid the dead men more 
Than weaker birds did living men before. 
But if fome bolder fowls the fleth affay, 
They were deftroy’d by their own prey. 
The dog no longer bark’d at coming gueft, 
Repents is being a domettic beaft, 
Did to the woods and mountains hatte + 
The very owls at Athens are 
But feldom feen and rare, 
The owls depart in open day, 
Rather than in infeéted ivy more to ftay, 
xix. 
Mountains of bones and carcafes, 
The fhreets, the market- place poffefs, 
Threatening to raife a new Acropolis. 
Here lies a mother, and her child, 
The infant fuck’d as yet, and fmil’d, 
But ftraight by its owu food was kill'd, 
Their parents hugg’d their children latt, 
Here parting lovers laft ensbrac’d, 
But yet mot parting neither, 
They both expir’d, and went away together. 
Here prijoners in the dungeon die, 
And gain a two-fold liberty ; 
‘They meet and thank their pains, 
Which them from double chains 
OF body and of iron free. 
Here others, poifon’d by the fcent 
Which from corrupted bodies went, 
Quickly return the death they di¢ receive, 
And death to others give ; 
Themfelves now dead the air pollute the more, 
For which they others curs’d before, 
‘Their bodies kill all that come near, 
And even after death they all are murderers heres 
xx. 
The friend doth hear the friend’s lat cries, 
Parteth his grief for him, and dies, 
Lives not enough to clofe his eyes. 
‘The tather at his.death 
| Speaks ius fon heir with an infe@ious breath; 
in the fame hour the fon doth take 
| His father’s will and his own meke, 
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‘The fervant necd-nht here be Gain, « 
Toferve his mafter in the other world again 5 
They languifhing together lie, es 
Their fouls away together fly ; , 
_ The hufband gafpeth, and his wife lies by, - 
. Mt muft be her turn next to die: | - 
The hufband and the wife : 
‘Too trnly now are ene, and live one life. 
That couple which the gods did entertaitt 
Had mads their prayer here in. vain ; 
No fates in death could them divide, 
They mnft without their privilege together both 
haye dy'd. 
xxt : 
‘There was no number now of death, 
‘The fitters fearce ftood {till themfelv¢s te breathe + 
‘The filers now quite wearied 





. _ In cutting fingle thread, fT 


. Began at once to part whole Ioams, 
One throke did give whole houfes dooms: -: 
Now dy’d the frofty hairs, 
The aged and decregid yeurss 
"Uhey fell, and only begg’d of fate 
Some ‘Gov re months more, but "twas alas too fate. 
Then death, us if afham’d of that, 
A conqueft to degenerate, 
“Cut off the young and lufty too; 
“The young were reckoning o'er 
What happy cays, what joys they had i in flare: : 
But fate, e'er they had finsth’d their account, 
_ them flew. 
The wretched ufurer died, 
And had no. time to tell where he his treafures 
hid; ° 
‘the merchant did behold 
His thips return with fpige and gold; 
» Tle faw’t, and turn’d alide his head, : 
Nor thank’d the gods, but fell amid his 
sichés dead. 


XXIT. 
‘The meetings and aflemblies ceafe; no more 
‘Phe people throng about the orator, 
«No courte of juftice did appear, 
“No noife of lawyers fill'd the ear, 
The Sonate caft away 
"Phe robe of -honaur, and obey 
Death's more refiltlefs {way, 
Whilft that with dictatorian power 
Doth all the great and Jeffer officers devout. 
No magiftrates did walk about; 
No purple aw’d the rout ¢ 
The common people too _— 
~ A purple of theic own did thew ¢ 
And all theif bodies o'er 
Vhe ruling colours bore, : 
No judge, no legifiators fit, 7 
Since this new Draco cam: ey 
And harfher laws did frame, 
Laws that, like his, in bload.are writ. : 
"The benches and the pleading-place they ‘feave; 
About the ftreets they run and rave : 
The madnefs which great Scion did of late 
But, only counterfeit 
For che itage of the fate, : 
rs 30 too truly imitate. 











7 Unto the farthe% fea 
| Where never fumme 
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BET; 
{Up Ratis the foldier froid his Leds” 
‘He, though death’s fervant, is not freed; 


"| Death him cafiser'd, "caufe now his help the did 


fot need, 
He that ne'er knew before to Field, - 
Or to give back, or leave the field, 
Would fain now from himfetfhave, fled. 
“He fnatch'd his fword now rufted o'er, 
Dreadful and fparksling now no more, 
And thus in open ftreets did roar; 
How have 1, Death, fo ill deferv'd of thee, 
“Phat uow thyfelf thou fhould’tt revenge of me? 

Have I fo many lives on thee beftow’d ? 

Have I the earth fo éften dy’d in blond f * 

Have I, to flatter thee, fo many fain? 

And muf I now thy prey remain? 

Let me at leat, if { mutt die, ° 
” Meet in the Geld fome gallant enemy. 
Send, gods, the Perfian troops agai 
No, they’re a bafe and a degenerate trai 
‘They by our women may be flain. 

Give me, great heavens, fome manful Toes, 

Leet me my death amidit fome valiant Grecians 
choofe, 

” Let the furvive to die at Sytacufe; ” 

Where my dear country fiall her glory lof 
For you, gieat gods! into my mind infufe, ~ 

What miferics, what doom, 
Mutt on my Athens fhortly come! 
My thoughts infpir’d prefage 
‘Slaughters and battles to the coming age: 
Oh! might I die upot that glorious flage i. - 
Oh! that! bur then Ke grafp’d his fword, and 
~ + “eath concludes his rage. 
xx, 
Draw back, draw back thy {word, O Fate! 
Left thou répent when ‘tis too Jate, 
Left, by thy making now fo great a wafte, 
By Spending all mapkind upon one feaft; 
«Thou ftarve thyfelf at laf: 

What men wilt then referve in flere, . . * 
Whom in the time to come thou may’f devour, 
When thou fhalt have deftroyed all before? 

But, if thou wilt not yet give o’er, 
If yet thy greedy flomach calls for morey 
{f more remain whem thoy mutt kill, 
And if thy jaws are:craving fit, ° 
Carry thy fury to the Scythian coafts, 
‘The northern wildernefs and eternal frofts! 
Againft thofe harbarous crowds thy arrows whet} 
Where arts and Jaws are ftrangers yet; oe 
Where thou niny’ft Kill, and yet the dofs will nat 
be great. 
‘age, there {pread, and there infed the 
























There 


Murder whole towns and families there, 
Thy worft againft thofe favage nations dare, 
‘Thofé whom mankind can fpare; * 
Thole whorn mankind itfelf doth fears 
Avidt shat dreadful night and fatal éoldy 
~ * Phere thou may'ft walk unfeen, and bold,” 
‘There kt thy famées'their empire hold. 
ahd mature’s ends, 
its beams extends, 
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Carry thy plagues, thy pains, thy heats, 
‘Thy raging fires, thy torturing {weata, 
‘Where never ray or heat did come, 
‘hey will rejoice at fuch a doom, 
They'll blefs thy peftilential fre, 
Though by it they expire, 
‘They'll thank the very flames with which they do 
confume, 


a es xxv, ‘ 
”! "Phen if chat banquet will not thee fuffice, 
.Seck out new lands where thou may’ft tyrannize; 
Search every foreft, every hill, 
And all that in the hollow mountains dwell ; 
. Thofe wild and untame troops devour, 
. Thereby thou wilt the reft of men fecure,- 
And that the reft of men will thank thee for. 
Let all thofe human beafls be flain, - 
‘Till fearce their memory remain; * 
‘Thyfelf with that ignable flaughter fill, 
JTwill be permitted thee that blood to fpill. 
‘ Mealure the ruder world throughout, 
,, Match all the ocean’s fhores about, 
‘Only pafs by and {pare the Britith ifle. 
Go on, and (what Columbus once fhalt do 
‘When days and time unto their ripenefs grow) 
Find out aew lands and unknown countries tuo: 
Attempt thofe lands which yet are bid 
From all mortality befide : 
There thou may’tt fteat a victory, 
. And none of this world hear the ery 
Of thofe that by thy wounds hall die ; 
No Greek fhall know thy cruelty, 
And tell it to pofterity. 
Go, and unpeople all thofe mighty lands, 
Dettroy with unrelenting hands ; 
Go, and the Spaniard’s {word prevent, 
Go, make the Spaniard innocent; + y 
Go, and rapt out all mankind there, 
‘That when the European armies thall appear 
Their fin may be the lefs, 
They may find all a wildernefe, 
And without blood the gold and filver there poffefs. 
RXVIL i, ray 
Nor is this all which we thee grant; 
Rather than thou fhould’ft full employment want, 
(We do permit) in Greece thy kingdom plant. 
_ Ranfack Lycurgus’ ftreets throughout, 
They’ve no defence of walls to keep thee out. 
, On wanton and proud Corinth feize, 
Nor let her double waves thy flames appeafe. 
Let Cyprus feel more fires than thofé of love: | 
Let Delos, which at firit did give the fun, 
See unknowh flames in her begun, 
Now let her with the might unconftant prove, 
And from her place might truly move: 
Let Lemnos all thy anger fee), - . 
' And think that a new Vulcan fell, 
And brought with him new anvils, and new hell,- 
Nay, at Athens too we give thee up, 
- All that thou find’ft in field, or camp, of thop: 
Make havoc there without controul 
Of every ignorant and common foul. *. - ; 
But then, kind Plague, tly conqueits ftop ; - : 
Let arts, and let the learned, there efcape, 
Won Mincrva’s delf commit xio rape; -- fi 
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‘Touch not the facred throng, :- = =~ 
And let Apollo's priefts be, like him, young, 
Like him, be healthful too, and ftrong, 
But.ah! too ravenous Plague, whit I 
‘Strive to keep off the mifery, 
The learned too, as faft as others, round me dic; 
‘They from corruption are not free, 
Are mortal, though they give an immortality. 
f <e EXVIL.- 
They turn’d their authors o’ér, to try 
” What help, what care, what remedy, 
All nature’s flores againft this plague fupply; 
And though befides they fhunn’d it every where, 
They fearch’d it in their books, and fain would 
meet it there; 
They tuza’d the records of the ancient times, 
And chiefly thofe that were made famous by their 
crimes, 

To find if men were punith'd Lo before ; 
But found not the difeafe nor cure. 
iNature, alas: was now furpris’d, 
And all her forces feiz’d, 

Before the was how to reti(t advis'd. 

So when the elephants did fir fright 

_ The Romans with unvfvai fight, 

‘They many battles lofe, 

Before they knew their foes, [pofe. 
Before they underftood fuch dreadful troops t'op- 
XXviM, 

Now every different fect agrees 

Againft their common adverfary, the difeafe, 

And all their little wranglings ceafe ; 
‘Ihe Pythagoreans from their precepts fwerve, 
No more their filence they obferve, 
Out of their {chools they run, 
Lament, and cry, and groan; 
They now defir'd their metemplychofis 
Not only to difpute, but wifh 
That they might turn to beafls, or fowle, or fills, 
“If the Piatonics had been herey 
‘They would have curs’d their mafter’s year, 
When all chings thal! be as they were, 
When they again the fame difeafe fhall bear : 
All the philofophers would now, 
What the great Stagyrite fhall do, 
Themfelves into the watérs headlong throw. 
RXIK. 
‘The Stoies felt the deadly ftroke, 

At firft affaukt their courage was pot broke, 

They call'd in all the cobweb aid # : 

Of rules and precepts, which in ftore they had; 
They bid their hearts land out; 

Bid them be calm and ftour, _ 

But all the frength of precept will not do’t. 

They can’t the ttorms of paffion now affuage 3 

As common ten, are angry, grieve, and rags 
The gods are cali’d upon ih vain, ‘ 

The gods gave nfo releafe unto their paiti, 

The gods to fear ev’n for themfelves began. 

For now the fick unte their temples caine, 
And brought more than an holy flamé,- 
‘There at'the altars made their prayer,” 
They facrifie’d, and died there, es 

~~" A facrifice not feen before; 

-? -That heaven, only usid- unto the gore’ - 
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Of lambs ér bulls; thould new 
Lhoaded with pricits fee its own altars too ! 
xXx. 
‘The woods gave funeral piles no more, 
The dead the very fire devour, 
Atid ‘that almighty conqueror o’erpoweér. 
The hoble and the common duft 
. Into each other’s graves are thruft, + 
No place is facred, and no tomb ; 
*Tis now a privilege to confume; 
‘Their afhen no diftin@ion had; 
‘Too traly all by death are equal made. 
‘The ghofts of thofe great heroes that had fled 
* From Athens, Jong fince banifhed, 
‘Now o’er the city hovered ; 
‘Their anger yielded to their love, 
"They lefc th’ immortal joys above, 
fe much their Athens’ danger did them move. 
i They came to pity, and to aid, 
But now, alas! were quite difmay’d, 
‘When they beheld the marbles open lay’d, 
And poor men’s bones the noble urns invade ; 
Back to the bleffod feats they went, 
And now did thank their banifhment, 
By which they were to die in foreign countries fent. 
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XXET. 
But what, great Gods! was wort 3f all, 
Hell forth its magazines of luft did call, 
Nor would it be content 
With the thick troops of fouls were thither fent; 
Into the upper world it went. 
Such goile, fuch wickednéfé, 
Such irreligion did increafe, 
That the few good which did furvive [live = 
Were angry with the plague for faffering them to 
More for the living than the dead did grieve. 
Some robb’d the very dead, 
‘Though fure to be infedted ere they fled, 
‘Though in the very air fure to be punifhed. 
Some nor the fhrines nor temples fpar’d, 
Nor gods nor heavens fear’d, 
Though fuch example of their power appear’d. 
Virtue was now efteem’d an empty name, 
And honefty the foolith voice of fame ; 
For, having'pait thofe torturing flames hefore, 
They thought the punifhment aircady o'er, 
Thought heaven no worfe torments had in 
fore; 
Here having fele one hell, chey thought there was 
flo more. 


Upon the Poems of the 


ENCLISH OVID, ANACREON, PINDAR, AND VIRGIL, 


ABRAHAM COWLEY, 


Tn imitation of bis own Pindaric Oder. 


\ 
Ler all this meaner rout of books ftand by, 
‘The common people of our library ; 
Let them make way for Cowley’s leaves to 
come, i 
And be hung up within this facred room : 
Let no profane hands break the chain, 
Or give them unwifh’d liberty again. 
But let his holy relic be faid here, 
‘With the fame religious care 
Aa Numa once the target kept, 
‘Which down from heaven leapt ; 
Juft fuch another is this book, 
Which its original from divine hands took, 
And brings.as muck good too, to thofe that on it 
Took. 


But yet in this they differ. ‘That could be 
Eleven times liken’d by a mortal hand ; 
But this which here doth fand 
‘Will never any of its own fort fec, 
But muft ftill live without fuch company. 
For never yet was writ, 
In the two learned ages which Time left behind, 
Nor in this ever fhall we find, 
Nor any one like to it, 
Of all the aumcrous monumens of wit. 


It. 

Cowley ! what God did fill thy breaft, 
And taught thy hand t'indite? - 
(For God’s a poet too, 

He doth create, and fo do you) 

Or elfe at icat, 
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‘What angel fat upon thy pen when thou didft They rofe and knew not by what magic force they 


write? 
There he fat, and mov'd thy hand, 
As proud of his command, 
As when he makes the dancing orbs to reel, 
‘And {pins «ut poetry from heaven’s wheel. 
Thy hand too, like a better fphere, 
Gives us more ravifhing mufic made for men to 
hear. 
"Thy hand too, like the fun which angels move, 
Has the fame influence from above, 
Produces gold and filver of a nobler kind ; 
Of greater price, and more refin’d 
Yet in this it exceeds the fun, thas no degenerate 
race, 
Brings forth no lead, nor any thing fo bafe, 
Mtr. 
What holy veftal hearth, 
What smmor:al breath, 
Did give fo pure poetic flame its birth? 
Jutt fuch a fire as thine, 
Of tuch an unmix’d glorious fhine, 
‘Was Prometheus’s fame, 
Which from no fefs than heaven came. 
Along he brought the {parkling coal, 
From Come celettial chimney itole ; 
Quickly the plunder’d ftars he left, 
‘And as he haften’d down 
With the robb'd flames his hands fill fhone, 
And feem’d as if they were burnt for the theft. 
‘Thy poetry's compounded of the fame, 
Such a bright immortal flame ; 
Juit fo temper’d is thy rage, 
Thy fires as light and pure as they, 
And go as high as his did, if not higher, 
That thou may’ft feem to us 
A true Prometheus, [fire. 
But that thou didi not fteal the leaft fpark of thy 
1. 
Such as thine was Arion’s verfe, 
Which he did to the liftening fith rehearfe ; 
Which when they heard play’d on his lute, 
They firft curit nature that fhe made them mute. 
So nuble were his lines, which made the very waves 
Strive to turn his flaves, 
Lay down their boitterous noile, 
And dance to his harmonious voice, 
Which made the fyrens lend their ear, 
And from his fweeter tunes fome treachery 
fear ; 
Which made the dolphin proud, 
‘That he was allow’d 
With Atlas, the g-eat porter of the fkies, to take 
Such heavenly mufic wp, and carry’t on his back. 
So full and graceful thy words go, 
‘And with the Lame majettic fweetnefs flow. 
Yet his verfe only carried him o’er the feas ; 
But there’s a very fea of wit in thefe, 
As fait and boundiels as the other ocean is. 
v. 
Such as thine are, was great Amphion’s fong, 
Which brought the wondermg flones along 5 
The wondering itones fkupt from their mother 
earth, 
And left their father cold as his firft bith ; 
Vou. Vi 


hong. 
So were his words, fo plac’d his fourda. 
Which fore’d the marbles rife from out their 
grounds, ( 
Which cut and carved, made them fhine, 
A work which can be outdone by nune but thine, 
Th’ amazed poec faw the building rife, 
And knew not how to rruft his eyes: 
The willipg mortar came, and all the trees 
Leap into beams he fees. 
He faw the flreets appear, 

Streets, that muft needs be harmonious there: _ 
He faw the walls dance round t’ his pipe, 
The glorious temple thew its head, 

He faw che infant c-ty ripe, 
And ail like the crearion by a word was bred. 
So great a verfe is thine, which though it will not 
raile 
Marble monuments to thy preife; 
Yet ’tis no matter, cities they muft fall, 

And houfes, by the greateft glutton Time be eaten 

all: 


But thy verfe builds a fame for thee, 
Which fire cannot devour, nor purify, 
Which fword and thunder doth defy, 
As round, and full, as the great circle of eternity. 
vie x 
To thee the Englith tongue dath owe, 
That it need nut feek 
For elegancy from the round-mouth’d Greek 
To thee, that Roman poets now may hide, 
In their own Latium, their head . 
To thee, that our enlarged fpeech can fhew, 
Far more than the three weftern daughters bott 
Out of the afhes of the Roman urn: 
Duughters born of a mother, which did yield to 
admit 
The adulterate feed of feveral tongues with it; 
More than the fmooth Iralian, though nature gave, 
That tongue in poetry a genius to have, 
And that fhe might the better fit it to’t, 
Made the very land a foot. 
More than the Spanifh, though that in one 
mafs 
The Moorith, Jewifh, Gothith sreafures has, 
And juft as in their kingdom, in their tongue, 
Moft quarters of the earth together throng. 
More than the courtly French, though that doth 
pace, 
And not trot o’er the tonguc its race : 
That has not any thing, fo elaborate wit; (ie. 
Theugh it by its fliding feems to have more oil in 
Thy foul hath gone through ali the niufes’ track 5. 
Where never poets feet were feen before, 
Hath pafs'd thofe fands where others left theitt 
wrecks, : 
And fai’d an ocean through, which fome thought, 
had no fhore. 
Thy fpirit has difcover’d all poetry 5 
Thou found’? no tropics in the poet's ky. 
More than the fun can do, haft brought a facred, 
flower 
To Mount Parnaffur; and haft open’d to our hand, 
Apollo's holy lend, at 
38 


BA 


Which yet hid in the frigid zone did lie. 
“ Thou hatt fail'd the mufes’ globes, 
Not as the other Drake, or Ca’ndith did, to rob. 
Thou haft brought home the treufure too, 
Which yet no Spaniard can.claim his due : 
Thou haft fearch’d through every creck, 
From the Eaft Indies of the poets’ world, the 
a Greek, 
To the America of wit, 

‘Which was laft known, ard has moft gold in it. 

* ‘That mother-tongue which we dé fpeak, 

This world thy greater fpirit has run through, 

And view'd and conquer’d too, 

A world as round and large as th’ other is, 

And’ yet in it there can be no antipodcs, 

For none hereafter will go contrary to you. 

Vi. 
- Pogts till now deferv'd excufe, not praife, 

‘Til now the mufes liv’d in taverns, and the bays 

‘That they were truly trees did thew, 

Becaufe by fucking liquor they did only grow. 

* Verfes were counted fiction, and a lie 
“ "The very nature of good poetry. 

" He was a poet that could {peak leaf truth z 

“. Sober and grave men feorn’d the name, 

. Which ance was thought the greateft fame. 

Poets had nought elfe of Apollo, but bis yourh : 

*\ Rew ever fpake in rhyme, but that their fect 
‘The trencher.of fome liberal rman might mect. 
Or elfe they did fome rottea niftrefs paint, 

Call her their goddefs, or their faint, 

"Though contrary in this they to their mafter run, 

. » For the great god of wit, the fun, 

When he doth thew his miftrefs, the white moon, 
He makes her fpats, as well as beauty, to-he fhewn, 
"Yill now the filters were too old, and therefore 
5 grew 

Extwemely fabulous too : 

Till you, Sir, came, they were defpis’d ; 
They were all heathens yet, 

Nor ever into the church could get ; 

And though they had a font {6 Jong, yet never 

were baptis’d. 
Vue 
You, Sir, have rais’d the price of wit, 
By bringing in more flore of it : 
Poetry, the queen of arts, can now 
Reign without diflembling tao. 
» Yowve fhewn a poct muft not needs be bad ; 
‘That one may be Apollo’s prictt, 
And be Ail'd with his oracles, without being mad; 
+. Sill now, wit was a.curfe (as to Lot's wite 
Twas to be turn'd to salt) 
Becqufe it made men lead a Jife 

‘Which. was nought elie but one continual fault. 

You firft the mufes tu the Chriftians brought, 

And you then fir the holy language tanght : 

In you good poetry and divinity meet, 

You are the firft bird of paradile with fect. 


’ 1 
Your Milcellanies do appear 
Yuk fuch another glorious indigefted heap 
As the firft mafs was, where 
“  Allheavens and ftars enclofed were, 
Before they cach ong to their place did leap, 
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Before God the great cenfor them beftow'd, 
According to their ranks, in feveral tribys abroad; + 
Whilft yet the fan and moon 
Were in perpetual conjunction : 
Whilft all the ftars were but one milky way, 
And in natural embraces lay. 
Whilft yt none of the lamps of heaven might 
Call this their own, and that another’s light, 
So glorious a lump as thine, 
Which chemiftry may feparate, but net refine : 
So mixt, fo pure, fo united does it thine, 
A chain of fand, cf which each link is all divine 


x. 
Thy miftrefs thews, that Cupid is not always 
blind, 
Where we a pure exalted mufe do find, 

Such as may well become a glorified mind. 

Such fongs tune angels when they love, 

And do make courtthip to fome fifler-mind above 
(For angels need not {corn fych oft defires, 
Secing thy heart is touch’d with the fame fires), 

So when they clothe themfelves in fieth, 
And their hyht in fome human fhapes do drefs 
(For which they fecch'd fluff from the neighe 
bouring air): + 
So when they ftoop, to like fome mertal fair, 
Such words, fuch odes as thine they ufe, 
With fuch foft firains, love into her heart infufe. 
Thy love is on the top, if not above mortality ; 
Ciean, and frem corruption free, 
Such as affections in eternity thall be 3 
Which fhall remain unfpotted there, 
Only to few what ance they were : 
‘Thy Cupid's thafts all golden are; [fea, 
Thy Venus has the falt, but not the froth o” th' 


Xi 
Thy high Pindaries foar 
So high, where never any wing till now could get 
And yet thy wit 
Doth feem fo great, as thofe that do fly lower, 
Thou ftand'ft on Pindar’s back ; 
And therefore thou a higher flight doft take ; 
Only thou art the eagle, he the wren, 
‘Thou haft brought him from the du, 
And made him live again. (jut 
Pindat has left his barbarous Greece, and thinks it 
To be led by thee to the Englith fhore ; 
An honour to him ; Alexander did no more, 
Nor {curce fo much, when he did fave his houfe 
before, 
When his word did affuage 
A warlike army's violent rage: 
Thou haft given to his name, 
Than that great conqueror fav’d him from, 2 
brighter flame. {fay 
He only left {ome walls where Pindar’s name might 
Which with time and age decay : 
But thou haf made him once again to live; 
Thou didi to him new life and breathing give, 
And as in the left refarreétion, 
‘Thou hatt made him rife more glorious, and puton 
More majefty; a greater foul is given to him, by 
you, 
Than ever be in happy Thebes or Greece could 
fhew, 
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XI He that thinks, Sir, he can enough praife you, 
Thy David too— Had need of brazen lungs and forehead too." 
But hold thy headlong pace, my mufe ; : 
None but the prieft himfelf doth ufe 
Into the holieft place to go. 
+ Check thy young Pindaric heat, 





Which makes thy pen too much to fweat ; EPIGRAM ON A PIGMY’S DEATH, 
*Tis bat an infant yet, 
And juft now left the teat, Besraipe an ant a Pigmy great and tall 
By Cowley’s matchlefs pattern nurft: Was thrown, alas! and got a dreadful falls 
Therefore it is not fit Under th’ unruly beatt’s proud feet he lies, 
‘That it thould dare to {peak fo much at firlt, All corn; bur yet with generous ardour cries, 
No more, no more for fhame, « Behold, bafe, envious world, now, now laugh ea; 
Let not thy verfe be, as his worth is, infinite « For thus I fail, and thus fell Phaéen }” 
It is enongh char thou haft learn’d, and fpoke thy 3B iy 7 


father's name, 
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EARL OF HALIFAX. . 


Containing 
VeRses ON THE DEATH OF CHARLES il. ODE ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE LAPT ann 
MAN Of HONOUR, } episTLe TO LORD DORSET, 

Se, We, tee 


‘To which is prefixed 
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a 
For ever, Hampton ! facred be thy towers, 
Spring frefh thy greens, and flourith thick thy bowers; 
There, ftill defended by indulgent fkies, 
"The warrior’s wreath, and poet’s garland rife! 
Thefe {cenes with deep regard, ye fages, grace, 
Ye bards, with folemn honours mark the place 3 
Raife it as high in ages yet to come, 
As Cnaucer’s grove, or TULiy’s Tufculume 
Then, while pofterity their adts difplay, 
‘The generous Briton fhall with rapture fay, 
« ‘Thefe fhades, abfolv’d from war, great WittraM fought ; 
* And Hatirax in thofe recefles thought.” 
‘When fixteen barren centuries had paft, 
"This fecond great Macenas came at laf; 
In whom example and proteétion jein’d 
All fciences improv'd, all arts refin’d, 
And made our ftubborn Englif ferife fabmit 
To the juft culture of Athenian wit. 
DX, SEWELL'S EPISTLE TO ADDISON, 





annie 


EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED BY MUNDELL AND SON, ROYAL BANK CLCSE. 
Anne 1793+ 











or 


THE LIFE OF HALIFAX: 




















Cafriss Mowtacue, Earl of Halifax, was the fourth fon of the Honourable Geotge Mon- 
tague, a younger fon of. Henry, firft Earl of Manchefter, and wat born at Horton, in Northamp- 
tonfhire, 16th April 1661. * r ) 
_ Aftet he had gone through the firft rudiments of learning in the country, he was rerip¥ed tg. 
‘Wiitrisitifier fchodl ; where, in 1677, he was chofen a King’s fcholar, and diftinguithed himfelf by: 
his felicity in extemporary epigrams., ‘ gt aoe 

At fchodl, hé contracted a, very intimate friendthip with Stepney 5 and, in 268%, when Breptiey: 
‘was eledted to 4 vacancy in Trinity College, Cambridge, his election not being to proceed till the 
year following, he wus afraid, left, by being placed at Oxford, he might be feparated from his 
friend, and therefote folitited to be removed to Cambridge, without waiting fof the advantaged of 
another year. z oN gea ; 

His relations having confented to his removal, he was entered a commoner in Trinity College] 
4eith a handfome allowance for his maintenance, and placed under the particulat cate of his res 
Jation Dr. John Montague, then Matter of the College, and afterwards Dean of Dithamn, 

Here he cbmmenced an acquaintance with the great Newton, which céntinued through his life, 
And was at laft attefted by a legacy of a hundred pounds, . 

In 1683, he wrote, in concert with Stepney and other wits of the unjverfley, a Latin Ode of the 
Marriage of Lady Anne, printed arhong the Cambtidge Verfes ; and an Engl Ode on the fame occa» 

hon. ‘ a 

ons 1685, he wrote a copy of vetles On the Death of his mop fuera Majily Charles I whch 
procured him an invitation to town, with his friend Stepney, from the Earl of Dorfet, and 
jaid the foundation of his futute promotion. i : 

He was introduced by his patron, Dorfet, to Sir Charles Sedley, and the other wits, and wag 
Soon furnifhed with occafions of increafing the reputation for wit and learning, he had brought from 
the univerfity, hy new acquifitions of fame and efteem. \ ; ; 

In 1687, he joined with Prior, in writing the City Afoxfé and Country Moufe ; a very fuecefsful 
burlefque of Dryden's “ Hind and Panther,” written in vindication of his defertion, as he hintfelé 
calls it, to the Peal Party, and with a defign to reconcile the nation to the Religion of the Goart, 
‘Phe preface was entirely his own compéfition. , : 

‘When the tyrznny of King James called the Prince of Orange to vindicate the liberties of Bri ‘ A 
hé figned the invitation to the Prince, and fat in the Convention that met 22d January 1688, and 
declared the throne vacant on the ch of February following. ‘ 

After the coronation of William snd Mary, he was introduced to. his Majefty, by the Earl of 
Dorfet, with this expreffion, * May it pleafe your Majefty, Ihave brought a Mox/e, to have the 
honour of kiffing your hand ;”” at which the King {miled ; and being told the reafon of his being 
fo galled, replied, with an sir of gaiety, You will do well, to put me in a way of making 2 Mia 
of him,” and ordered him an impmediaze penficn of 5001. fer annum, out of the privy paste, ub 
an opportunity Should offer, 
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About the fame time, he married the Countefs Dowager of Manchefter, and intended to have. 
taken orders; but afterwards altering his purpofe, he purchafed, for 15001. the place of one of the . 
clerks of the council. 

In 1690, he wrote An Epifile to the Earl of Dorfet, occaftoned by bis Majefty's PiGory in Ireland, 
which has received from Addifon, in his “ Account of the greatest Englith Poets,” at leait its full 
Proportion of praife: 


“ The noble Montague remains unnam’d 

For wit, for honour, and for judgment fam’'d; 
‘To Dorfet he direéts his artful Mufe, 

In numbers fach as Dorfet’s felf might ufe, 
How negligently graceful he unreins 

His verfe, and writes in loofe familiar firains! 
How Naffau’s godlike aéts adorn his lines, 

Ard all the hero in full glory thines! 

We fee his army fet in full array, 

And Boyne’s dy’d waves run purple to the fea.” 


In 1692, he diftinguithed himfelf by his fpecches in parliament, in favour of a Jaw, to grant the 
affiftance of counfel in trials of high treafon. fn the midit of one of his fpeeches, falling into fume 
confufion, he could not for a while ga on ; but having recovered himfelf, rook occafion, from his very 
furprife, “ to enforce the neceffity of allowing counfel to prifoners, wha were to appear before 
their judges, fince he, who was not only innocent and unaccufed, but one of their own mem- 
bers, was fo difconcerted, when he was to {peak before that wife and illuftrious Affembly.”” 

“The fame year, he was appointed one of the Commiffioncrs of the Treafury,and foon after fworn 
of the Privy Council, 

An £094, he was made Chancellor of the Excheqter; and the next year, he engaged in the great 
attempt of the recoinage of filver, which, by his great prudence and indefatigable induftry, was ia 
two years happily completed. 

In 1696, he projected the general fund, and propofed the iffuing of Exchequer bills, to fapply the 
fearcity of money, which has fince been adopted, to the great benefit of the nation. 

In 1698. after inquiry concerning a grant vf trith Crewn-lands, the Heufe «f Commons voted, 
That Charles Montague, Efg., Chancellor of the Exchequer, for bis good fervices to the Government, did dow 
farve bis Majefly's favour. 

. The fame year, he was advanced to the firft commiffion of the Treafury, and appointed one of 
the Lords Juftices of England, in the King’s abfence. The next year, he was made auditor of the 
Exchequer; and, the year after, advanced to the dignity of baron sialifex, in the county of 
York, 

. He was, however, impeached by the Commons, for advifing his Majefty to fign the Partition 
Treaty ; but the articles were difmiffed by the Lords. 

. At che atceffion of Queen Anne, he was difmiffed from the council; and, in the firft parliament 
of her reign, was again attacked by the Commons, and again efcaped by the prote@ion of the 
Lords. 

In 1704. he wrote an anfwer to Bromley’s {peech againft occafional conformity, which had great 

influence in ftrengthening the Whig intcreft on the fucceeding eleCions. 
y Ou the removal of Nottingham and the Tories, he was recalled co his former feat in the couns 
cil, and attended the Queen from Newmarket to Cambridge, where, by her Majcfly’s fpecial grace, 
hd was created Doctor of Laws, 

“Stn 179s, he moved the famous queftion, Whether the Church of England was in danger under ker Mae 
iefy's adminifiration? which was carried in the negative, by a great majority. 

~ fn £706, he cropofed and negotiated the treaty of Union between the two kingdoms, as a folid 
foundation of peace and hapyinefs in both countries; and moved the bill for the naturalization of the 
Pbeufe of Hanover, aud for the bthen focurr'y of the puccefion of the crown in the Lrotefant lincy 
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After the ad had paffed, he was appointed to carry the enfigns of the Order of the Garter to 
the Bleétor of Hanover, by whom he was received with extraordinary marks of diftin@ion aod 
honour, 

On his return to England, he was gracioufly received by the Queen, and ccntinued in her favonr 
till the change of the miniftry in 1710, in confequence of the memorable trial of Dr. Sacheverel, at 
which he fat as a judge, and voted for 2 mild fentence. 

Being no longer in favour, he aéted vigoroufly in Support of the Queen’s parliamentary right; 
and, in oppofition to the addreffes in vindication of her Sereditary title, publifhed Segfanable Queftisns 
toncerning a@ new Parliament; and contrived to obtain a writ forefummoning the EleGoral Prince te 
parliament, as Duke of Cambridge. 

At the Queen’s death, he was appointed one of the regency; and, at che acceffion of 
Firft, was made Earl of Halifax, and Vifcount Sunbury, Knight of the Garter, Firft Commiffiod dt 
ef the Treafury, with a grant to his nephew of the reverfion of the auditorihip of the Exchequidy 
and Lord Lieutenant of the county of Surrey. 

He died of an inflammation of his lungs, on the xgth of May 1715, in the fifty-fourth year of 
his age, and was buried in Weftminfter abbey. 

Leaving no iffue by his lady, whem he furvived feveral years, his title of baron, and his eftates, 
devolved on his nephew, George Montague, kfq. of Herton ; except his manor of Apfcourt, whjch 
he left to Mts, Barton, niece of Sir Maac Newton, with a legacy of soool, as a toler of his offettion 
and gfleem for ber perfon, and as a fmall recompence for the pleafure and bappindfs he bad in ber converfation. 

Though Halifax ranks high as a patriot and a ftatefinan, it is not to his patriotifm, nor his influ- 
ence in the ftate, but to his rank among the Englifh pocts, that he derives a claim to attention im ‘ 
this collection, F 

€onfidered as a poet, he belongs to an inferior clafs: he ranks with Stepney and Walfh, with: 
whom he is affociated in “ The Works of the Minor Pocts ;” but makes a lefs confiderable figuré. 
than Dorfet, or even than Sediey and ‘.opkins, who do not appear in his company, though they, as 
well as Oldbam, have as juft a claim to admiffion as feveral names which appear in it, and were | 
originally feleéted by the compiler of thefe narratives, from “ the n:ob of gentlemen who wrote - 
t« with eafe,” for this collection; and have been rejected only, because they could aot be properly 
received, in confequence of fome arrangement relative to the fize of the publication. 

His poems confift chiefly of academical exercifes, and of verfes written on public occafions, Ae 
mong the former, hia Latin compofitions feem to deferve the preference, though they are inferior 

.to fimilar compofitions by Smith, Prior, and Stepney. Among the latter, his Vex/es on the Battle of 
the Boyne is his molt celebrated performance: though it merits not all the praife it has received, it 















has fome defcriptive and interefting paffages, which deferve commendation. The Man of Honeur in 
vigoroufly written, and contains tome pointed fentences, and ftriking delineations of character, 
The Verfes written on the Toasting Glaffes of the Kit-Kat Club carnot be ealily exceeded: they are 
genteel, {prightly, and elegant. His other pieces have allo their brighter paffages: but, in general, — 
there is a languor in his verfes, which {cems to indicate a propenfity to, poetry, rather than a power 
of excelling in it. 

"The works of him, who was not only a poet and a fcholar, but the general patron of poets and 
men of letters, could not mifs of more than due celebration. Addifon, whofe judgment was pro» 
bably influenced by affectiun, or gratitude, began to praife him carly, and was followed or ace 
companied by almoft all the contemporary writers of verfe, except Swift, his pohtical opponent, 
and Pope; who forbore to praife him during his life, and after his death {poke of him, the one 
with flight cenfure, and the other, in the chara@ter of Bufo, with {atirical feverity. 


Proud as Apollo on his forked bill, 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puff’d by every quill; 
Fed with foft dedication all day long, 

_, Horace and be went hand in hand in fong. 
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& All the bright Huages,” fays Steele, in addreffing to his tordthip the ath volunte of the Tatler, 
% which the wits of pall ages have left behind them in their weritings, the nobieft plans which the - 
greateft ftatefmen have Jaid down for the adminiftration of affairs, are equa'ly the familiar objets 
ot yout knowledge. But what is peculiar to your lordthip, above all the iluftricas perfonages 
Phat have appeared in any age, is, chat wit and leatning have, from yout example, fallen into 4 
Rew era, Your patronage has produced thofe arts, which before fhunned the commerce of the 
world, ittto the fervice of life, and it is to you we owe that the man of wit has turned himfelf to be a 
sna of bulinels, Your own ftudies have been diverted from being the brighteft ornament, to the 
‘Brightett wife to mankind ; and the tapacitics that would have rendered you the greateft poet of 
your age, have, to the advantage of Great Britain, been employed in puifuits which Have madt 
you the moft able and unbiaffed patriot.” 

% He refted not,” fays Tickell, “ ina barren admiration of the polite arts, wherein he him~ 
$ALE was fo great a matter, but was aéted by that humanity they naturally infpire; which gave rife 
to many excellent writers, who have caft a light upon the age in which he lived, and will diftihe 

© -uith i to pofterity. ft is well known that very few celebrated pieces have been publifhed for 
feveral years, but what were either promoted by his encouragement, of fapported by his appro= 
pation, or recompenfed by his bounty. The cavfe of liberty will receive no forall advantage in 
future times, when it fhall bé obferved that the Earl of Halifax was one of the patriots who were 
at the head of it; and that moft of thofe who were éminent m the feveral parts of polite or ufefal 
Tearning, were, by his influence and example, engaged in the fame inteteft.” 

His chard@er, as given by Dr. Johnfon, thews the prejudices of owt great poetical biographer, 

“ againft a Whig patran of literature, who is endimerated among the moft eminent poets, yet it 
delpited. 

% Many a blandifhment was ptactifed upon Halifax, which he would never have known had 

"he had no other attractions than thofe of his poetry, of which a ihort time has withered the beau- 
ties, It would now be elleemed no honour, by a contributer to the monthly bundles of verfes; (6 
de told, that, in frains either familiar or folemn, he fings like Montague.” 














On the Death of his moft facred Majefty 


KING CHARLES IL 


Fanewrts, great Charles, monarch of bleft re- 
nown, 

The beft good man that ever fill’d a throne; 

Whom Nature as her higheft pattern wrought, 

And mix'd both fexes virtues in one draught; 

‘Wifdom for councils, bravery in war, 

‘With all the mild good-nature of the fair. 

The woman’s fweetnefs, temper’d manly wit, 

And loving pow’r, did crown'd with mecknefs fit; 

His awful perfon reveretuce engag’d, 

With mild addrefs and tenderness affuag'd : 

* “hus the almighty gracious King above 

Docs both command our fear, and win our love. 
With wonders born, by miracles preferv'd, 

A heavenly hott the infant’s cradle ferv'd; 

And men his healing empire’s omen read, 

When fun with ftars, and day with night agreed. 

His youth for valorous patience was renown’d; 

Like David, perfecuted firtt, then crown’d ; 

Lov’d in all courts, admir’d where’er he came, 


‘At once our nation’s glory, and its fhame : 
“They blett the ifle where fuch great fpirits dwell, 


. Abhorr’d the men that could fuch worth expel. 


To {pare our lives, he meckly did defeat 

‘Thole Sauls whom wand’ring affes made fo great; 
‘Waiting till heav’n’s election fhould be fhewn, 
‘And the Almighty fhould his unction own: 

And own he did his powcrful arm difpiay’d; 
And Lrael, the belov'd of God, obey'd; 

Call'd by his people’s tears, he came, he eas’d 
‘The groaning nation, the black ftorms appeas’d, 
Did greater bleflings, than he took, afford ; 
England itfelf was more, than he, reftor'd. 
Unhappy Albion, by range ills oppre(s'd, 

In various fevers toft, could find no reft; 

Quite {pent and weary'd, to his arms fhe fled, 





“ And refted on his thoulders her fair bending head, 


in conquefts mild, he came from exile kind; 
fo clinics, no provocations, chang’d his mind; 


é 





No malice fhew’d, no hate, revenge, or pride, 

But rul’d as meekly, as his father dy'd;- 

Eas’d us from endlefs wars, made difeords ceafe, 

Reftor’d to quiet, and maintain’d in peace. 

A mighty feries of new time began, 

And rolling years in joyful circles ran, 

Then wealth the city, bufinefs fill’d the port, 

To mirth our tumvults turn’d, our wars to fport : 

Then learning flourifh’d, blooming arts did fpring, 

And the glad mufes prun’d their drooping wing: 

Then did our flying towers improvement know, 

Who now command as far as winds can blow ; 

With canvafs wings round all the globe they dy, 

And, built by Charles's art, all forms defy ; 

To every coaft with ready fails are hurl’d, 

Fill as with wealth, and with our fame the world; 

From whofe diftraGtions feas do us divide; 

Their riches here in floating caftles ride, 

We reap the fwarthy Indian’s fweat and toil; 

Theie fruit, without the mifchiefs of their foil. 

Here in cool faades their gold and pearls receive, 

Free from the heat which does their luftre give. 

In Perfian filks, eat eaftern {pice ; fecure. 

From burning fluxes, and their calenture : 

Under our vines, upon the peaceful fhore, 

We fee all Europe toft, hear tempefts roar: 

Rapine, fword, wars, and famine, rage abroad, 

While Charles their hoft, like Jove from Ida, 
aw’d, 

Us from our foes and from ourfelves did fhield, 

Oar towns from tumults, and from arms the field; 

For when bold faction goodnefs could difdain, 

Unwillingly he us’d a ftraiter rein: 

In the ftill gentle voice he lov'd to fpeak, 

But could with thunder harden’d rebels break, 

Yet though they wak’d the laws, his tender mind 

Was undifturb’d, in wrath feverely kind ; 

Tempting bis power, and urging to aflume; 

hus Jove in love did Semele confume, 





Po 


te mortals drooping fpirits cheers; 

Frefh joy, new light, each viluge wears: 

Again the feaman trufts the main, 

The jocund {wains their coverts leave again ; 

Ayain, in pleafant warbling notes, 

Whe cheerful poets of the wood extend their tune- 
: ful throats. 
qv. 
then, my mufe, raife with the lyre thy 
voice, ‘ 
And with thy favs make fields and woods rejoice : 

For, Io! the heavenly pledge appears, 

‘And in bright charadters the promile bears : 
The faGious deluge thail prevail no more; 

In vain they foam, in vain they rage, 

Buffet in vain the unmov’'d (hore, {affuage 
Her charms, and Charles's power, their fury fhail 
See fee! how decently the bafhful bride 

+ Does bear her conqucft; with how little pride 
She vicws that prince, the captive of her charms, 

Who made the north with fear to quake, 

And did chat powerful enipire thake ; 

Before whofe arms, when great Guitavus led, 

‘The frighted Roman cagles fled, 

v 


‘Then, 


‘Whatever then was his defire, 

His cannons did command in fire t 

Now he himfeif for picy prays, 

His love in timorous fighs he breathes, 
While all his tpoiis, and glorious wreaths 

Of laurel, at her feet the vauquifh’d warrior lays. 

Great prince! by that fubmiffion you'll gain more 

‘Than e’er your haughty courage +*on before ; 

Here on your kuees a greater trophy gain, 

"Than that you brought from Lunfden's famous 

lain ; 

‘where, when your brother, fired with fuccefs, 

‘Too daringly upon the fue did prefs, 

And was a captive made, then you alone 

Dui with your fingle arm fupport the throne : 

Your gencrous breaft, with fury boiling o'er, 

Lice lightning through their fcatter’d troops you 

flew, [bore. 

And from th’ amazed foe the royal prize in triumph 

Vi. 
‘You have your anceftors in this one act out-done, 
Though their fuccefaful arms did this whole ife 
o’er-run. 
‘They, to revenge a ravifh'd lady, came, 
You, to enjoy one fpotlefs as your fame : 

Before them, as they march’d, the country fled, 

And back behind them threw 
‘Their curfes as they flew ; 

On the bleak thore, expecting you, they ftand, 
Aod with glad fhuu's condug to land: 
Through gaping crowds you're fore’d to prefs 

your way, [ones pray 

While virgins figh, the young men fhout, and old 

And with this beautcous lady you may gain 
(This lady, that alone 

Of greater vaiue is than any throne) 

Wichout that rapine, guile, and hate, 
By a calm and even fate, 
‘That empire, which they did fo fhort a while 
“* maintain, 
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ODE 


ON THE SAME OCCASION #, 
. . 
Hine, hine, Can-e:.2, cedite inutiles, 
Nam cor potenti numine gaudium 
Afflavit, exultanfque pectus 
Corripuit meliore flamm’. 
Talefque cantfs fundere geftio, 
imene, quales auribus hauferas 
Urrifque, quandd Dichyrambis 
Pindarus incaluit folutis. 
Dom nefcit quo flumine gaudium ~ 
Prolabi, et arctis limitibus, vagé 
Nonc huc redundans, nunc retrorfum, 
Vorticibus furit inquietis, a 
Adfis, trizmphos dum canimus tuos, 
Adfis, Cupido, illabere pectori : 
Dum perfonanius te, decoris ‘ 
Carminibus, bona Cypris, adfis. 
Cypron beatam fperne volatilis, 
Huc, hac Amorum fepta cohortibus, 
Molire greffus, ad Britannos 
Czrulcos age, Diva, currus, 


Fallor? an ex teva Convexi parte fereni 
Diva vocata venit? 

Ecce! citis magnum (pendens in verbere prona) 
franat inane rotis. 

Fronde camas, auroque premit pulcherrima, Mar- 
Quilis adire folet. {rem 

Gaudia, Blandicias, hilari vultuque revidens 
Spargit ubique Jocus. 

Lafcivas pictas ja@tantior explicat alas 
Idaliufque puer 

Adventu difperfa Dex'funt nubila, venti 
Nec fremuére minis, 

Dum Nymphas una ante alias formofior omnes, 
Dignaque cura Dez, 

Sic pwana canit, celum et modulamine complet 
Vox fociata lyr + 





“* Egregiam laudem, Venus, et fpolia ampla re= 
fertis 

Tuque, Puerque tuus; fi Virgo Britannica vida 

Agnofcat numen (mentem jam faucia) veftrum, 

Si votis, fi fzva ullis infueta moveri, 

Ant precibus prebere fuas traétabilis aures, 

illum jam fentit, quem non miferata furorem ety 
Fervidus et Daniz Princeps. cui pralia cure, 

(Deteitata Tibi) pidtis et fplendor in armis, 

Qui nec militiam veltram, nec caftra, Cupido, 

Novit, fed flammas et inania fpicula rifit, 

Dum trepidos Suecos ardens agit zquore campi, 

Jam venerem accipiens invite pectore totam, 

Extendit palmas ad numina jefa rebelles, 


Jam non bella placent, et lituo lyram 

Prafert, atque caput Itali caffide ferred 

Urgeri folitum, divitis Itali 
Unguentum redolens, fux 


* From the “ Hmenacus Catabrigienfis, 
© plac, 1683." 
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Reclinat gremio conjugis; immemor 

Somni, domque vagis luminibus deam 

Perluftrat, rofeis ofcula qu labris 
Libavir fitiens bibic, 


* 

Deponitque gravi militia latus 

Defeffum in thalamo lztus amabili : 

Hac mercede juvant vulnera, fic caput 
Objeciffe periculis. 


. 
Plandit, Dione, leta Britannia, 
Olim cruentum nec meminit mare, 
Fufofve cives indecoré, aut 
Regna Dano populata furti; 


Hec dum renidens vindicat omnia 
Pulehris ocellis Anna,, Georgium 
Ducenfque captivum catenis, 
Per thalamum graditur tciumphans, 


"Tuifque furgit laudibus Haffnia, 
Volvendo retrd fecula pracinens, 

Cum Cimber Anglojunctus omni 
Det ucpido fua jura mundo. 


J6 Dione! Suecia jam canit, 
Pulfos colonos dum neque fulgidis 
Deterret armis, nec tremendo 

Georgius indomitus tumultu, 


Vos, par beatum, ter, ter et amplils, 
Vos obligaram ferte dez dapem, 

Semperque amantes hanc benignam 
Perpetuo celebrate plaufu {” 


Carotus Monracu, Genersfus, et A.M. Trin. Coll. 





THE MAN OF HONOUR. 


OCCASIONED BY A POSTSCRIPT OF PENN'S LETTER, 


Nor all the threats or favour of a crown, 
A prince's whifper, of & tyrant’s frown, 
Gan awe the fpirit, or allure the mind, 
Ot him, who to ftri& honour is inclin’d. 
"Though all the pomp and pleafure that decs wait 
On public places, and affairs of ftate, { 
Should fondly court him to he bafe and great; 
‘With even paffions, and with fettled face, 
He would remove the harlot’s falfe embrace. 
“Phou all the ftorms and tempelts fhould ar 
That church-magicians in their cells advife, 
And from their fettled bafis nations tear, 
He would uumov'd the mighty rain bear 
Secure in innocence contenin them all, 
‘And decently array’d in honours full. 
For this, brave Shrewfbury and Lurmley’s name 
Shall ftand the foremoft in the litt of fame; 
Who firft with fteady minds the current broke, 
‘And to the fuppliant monarch boldly {poke ; 
« Great Six, renown’d for conftancy, how ju 





THE WORKS OF HALIFAX. 


« Efpous’d your caufe and intercft in diftrefs, 
 Yourfelf muft witvefs, and our foes confels! 
« Permit us then ill fortune to accufc, 
« That you at laf unhappy councils ufe, 
And afk the only thing we mutt refute. 
© Our lives and fortunes freely we'll expofe, 
« Honour alone we cannot, mutt not lofe ; 
*€ Honour, that {park of the celeftial fire, 
“ That above nature makes mankind afpire ; 
« Ennobles the rade paifions of our frame 
« With thirk of glory, aud defire of fame; 
“ The richeft treafure of a gencrous break, 
« That gives the ftamp apd ftandard to the refk. 
“ Wit, dbrength, and courage, are wild dangerou ‘ 
“ force, i 
 Unlefg this foftens and direéts their courfe ; 
“ And would you rob us of the nobleft pare? 
“ Accept a facrifice without a heart? 
«« *Tis much beneath the greatnefs of a throne, 
“ To take the cafket when the jewel’s gone; 
“ Dcbauch our principles, corrust our mice, 
« And teach the nobles to be faife and bale 5 
“© What confidence can you in them repole, 
“ Who, ere they ferve you, all their value lofe? 
“ Who once enflave their confcience to theit 
« Juft, , 
« Pave loft their reins, and can no more be juft. 
“ Of honour, mes at firft like women nice, 
“ Raife maiden {eruples at unpractis’d vice ; 
“ Their modeft nature curbs the ftruggling flame, 
« And ftifles what they wifh to act, with thame ; 
“ But once chis fence thrown down, when they 
“ perceive : 
“ That they may tafte forbidden fruit and live ; 
“ They flop not here their courfe, but fafely in, 
“ Grow ftrong, luxuriant, and boid in fin; 
“ "True to no principles, prefs forward ftill, 
“ And only hound by appetite their will: 
“© Now fawn and flatter, while this tide prevails, 
But thife with every veering blaft their fgils, 
“Mark chofe that ineanly truckle to your power, 
« They once deferted, and chang'd fides bere, 
« And would to morrow Mahomet adore. 
“ On higher fprings teue men of honour move, 
“ Pree is their fervice, and unbought their love : 
« When danger calls, and honeur leads the way, . 
“ With joy they follow, and with pride obey = 
“ When the rebellious foe came rolling on, 
«And shook with gathering multitudes the throne, 
“ Where were the minions then? What arm, what 
“ force, 
« Could they oppofe to flop the torrents courfe ? 
« Then Pembroke, then the nc bigs firmly ftood, 
« Free of their-lives, and lavith of their biood;- 
“© But, when your orders to mean ends decline, 
«© With the fame corftancy they all refign.” 
‘Thus fpake the youth, who open’d firft the 


way, 
And was the phofph’rus to the dawning day; 
Foliow’d by a more glorious fplendid heft, 
Than any age, or any realm can boaft + 
So great their fame, fo numerous their train, 
Yo name were endlefs, and to praife in vain ; 
But Herbert and great Oxford mevit more ; 


& Have we obey’d the crown, and ferv’¢ our traf, | Bid és their flight, and more fublime they far 3" 


So high their virtue 
Exceeding wonder, 
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as yet wants a name, 
and furpaffing fame : 


. Rile, glorious church, eres thy radiant head ; 


The ftorm is paft, th’ impending tempelt Bed ; 


Had fate decreed thy ruin or diigrace, 
It had not given fuch fons fo brave a Tact 3 
When for deftruction heaven a realm defigns, 


‘The fymptoms firtt 


‘Thefe men would pro 


appear in flavith minds, 


Stop falling vengeance, and reverfe ev'n fate, 
Let other nations boaft their fruitful foil, 
‘Their fragrant (pices, their rich wine and oil; 
Jn breathing colours, and in living paint, 

Let them exsels their maftery we grant. 

But to inftrast the mind, to arm the foul 
With virtue which no dangers can control ; 
Exalt the thought, a fpeedy courage lend, 


‘That horror caonot 


Thefe are the Englith arts, thele we profel, 


thake, or pleafure bend 3 


To be the fame in mifery and fuccefs ; 


To teach oppreffurs 


law, aflit the good, 


Relieve: the wretched, and fubdue the proud, 


Such are our fouls : 


When kings commit 
All merie’s light whe: 


but what doth worth avail 
to hungry priefts the fcale ? 
n they difpofe the weight, 


Who either would embroil or ryle the ftate, 
Defame thofe heroes who their yoke refufe, 
And blait thar honefty they cannor ufe ; 

‘The ftrength and fafety of the crown deftroy, 
And the king’s power againft himfelf employ ; 


Affront his frignds, 
Bereft of thefe, &- 
Men, like our mon 


— 


deprive hiny of the brave; 
uft become their flave. 
ey, come the moft in play, 


For being bafe, and of a courfe allay, 


The richeft medals, 


and the pureft gold, 


Of native value, and exadeft monid, 


By worth conceal'd 


, in private clofets thine, 


For vulgar ufe too precious and too fine; 


Whilft tin and copper with new flamping bright, 
Coin of bafe metal, 


counterfeit and light, 


Do ali the bufinefs of the nation’s turn, 


Rais’d in contempr, 


us'd and employ’d in {corn ; 


So fhining virtues are for courts too bright, 
Whofe guilty actions fly the fearching light : 


Rich in themfelves, 


dildaiving to afpire, 


Great without pomp, they willingly retire; 


Give place to foals, 


whofe rafh migjudging fenfe 


Increafes the weak meafures of their Prince 5 
They blindly and implicitly Tunen, 
Nor fee thofe dangers which the others fhun : 


‘Who, flow to a@, 


each bufinels duly weigh, 


Advife with freedom, and with care obey; 
‘With wifdom fatal to their intereft, ftrive 


\ To make their mon: 


Such have no place wher 
Whe love fierce drivers, and a loofer rein. 


arch lov’d, and nation thrive. 
¢ priefts and women reign, 








—————" 
AN EPISTLE 


TO 


CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 


Occafianed by bis Majefty’s viftory in Ireland, 1690, 
What! thall the kin: 


And make us rival o 


er great Mcward’s days; 


Pp a finking nation’s weight, 















ig the nation’s genius raife, 


Yet not ene mufr, worthy a conqueror’s name, 
Attend his triumphs, and record his fame? 
Ob, Dorfer! you alone this fault can mend, 
The mufes’ darling, confident, and friend ; 
‘The poets are your charge, and, if unfit, 
You should be fin’d to furnith abler wits 
Oblig’d to quit your eafe, and draw again, 
To paint the greateft hero, the beit pen, © 
A hero, who thus early doth out-ihine 
The ancient homoars of his glorious line ; 
And, féaring more fublimely to Tenown, 
‘The memory-of their pious triumphs drown ; 
Whofe actions are deliver’d o’er to fame, 
As types and figures of his §reater name, 
When fate fome mighty genius has defign'd, 
For the relicf and wonder of mankind, 
Nature takes time to anfwer the intent, 
And climbs, by flow degrees, the fleep afcent : 
She toils and Iahours with the Stowing weight, 
And watches carefully the fleps of fate; 
‘TiN all the feeds of providence unite, 
To fet the hero in a happy light ; 
‘Then, in a lucky and propitious hour, 
Exerts her force, and calls forth all her power, 
In Naffau’s race the made this long eflay: 5 
Heroes and patriots Prepar’d the way, 
And promis’d, in their dawn, this brighter day ; 
A public fpirit diftinguith’d all the line, : 
Succeffive virtues in each branch did thine, 
Till this la glory rofe, and crown'd the great 
defign, 
Bleft be his name! and peaceful lie his grave, 
Who durft his native foil, lott Holland, faye ! 
But William’s genius takes'a wider fcope, 
And gives the injur’d, in all kingdoms, hope; 
Born to fubdue infulting tyrants" Tage, 
The arnament anti terror of the age; 
The refuge where affli@ed nations find 


Relief fron thofe oppreffors of mankind, 
Whom laws reftrain not, and no oaths can bind. 
Him, their deliverer Europe does confefs, 
All tongues extol, and all religions blefs; 
‘The Po, the Danube, Beetis, and the Rhine, 
United in his praife, thair wonder join ; 
While, in the public caufe, he takes the field, * 
Acd fhelter’d nations fight behind his fhield, 
His foes thensfelves dare not applaufe refufe 
And fhall fuch aQions want a faithful mule 2 
Poets have this to boat : without their aid, 
The frefheft laurels nipp’d by malice, fade, 
And virtue to oblivion is betray'd ; ‘ 
‘The proudeft honours have a harrow date, 
Unlefs they vindicate their names from fate, 
But who is equal to fuftain the pare? 
Dryden has numbers, but he wants a heart; 
Injoin’d a penance, which is too fevere 
For playing once the feol to perievere, . 
Others, who knew the trade, have laid it down : 
And, looking round, I find you fland alone, 
How, Sir, can you, or any Englith Mufe, 
Our country’s fame, our monarch’s arms, refufe 2- 
’ Tis not my want of Sratitude, but {kill, 
Makes me decliie what f can ne’er fulfil, 
T cannot fing of conquetts as I ought, 
And my breath fails to {we]] a lofty note. 
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‘The wounded arm would furnifh all their rooms, 
And bleed for ever fcarlet in the looms: 
Boileau with this would plume his artful pen : 
And can your mefe be filent? Think again. 
Spare your advice; and fince'you have begun, 
Finith your own defign ; the work is done. 
Done! nothing’s done! nor the dead colours 
Jaid, 
And the moft glorious fceres fland undifplay’d : 
A thoufand generous actions clofe the rear ; 
A thoufend virtues, ftill betiind, ftand crowding 
to appear. : 
‘The queen her(elf, the charming queen fhould 
yrace - . 
‘The noble piece, and in an artful place 
Soften war’s horror with her lovely face. 
‘Who can omit the queen’s auspicious fmile, 
‘The pride of the fair fex, the goddefs of our ifle? 
‘Who can forget, what all admir’d of Jate, 
Her fears for him, her prudence for the ftate ? 
Difguifing’ cares, the {mooth’d her looks with 
race, 
Doubts qh her heart, and pleafure in her face, 
#As danger did approach, her fpirits rofe, 7 
“And, putting on the king, difmay’d his foes, 
Now, all in joy, the gilds the cheerful court; 
in every glance defcending angels fport. 
As on the hills of Cynthus, or the meads 
“Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 
“The chorus of her nymphs, who there advance 
A thoufand thining maids, and form the dance 3 
The flucly goddels with a graceful pride, 
Sweet and majeftic, dods the figure guide, 
. “Treading in juft and eafy meafures ronnd ; 
‘The filver arrows on her Shoulder found ; 
She walks above them all. Such is the feene 
/Of the brighe circle, and the brighter queen. 
Thefe fubjecsts do, my lord, your fkill command, 
‘Thete none may touch with an unhullow'd hand : 
, Tender the ftrokes muft be, and nicely writ, 
Dilguis'd encomiums mutt be hid in wit, ¢ 
Which modefty, like theirs, will e’er admit. 
Who made no other fteps to fuch a throne, 
But to deferve, and te receive, the crown. 
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WRITTEN AT ALTHROP, 
Jn a Blank Leaf of Waller's Poems, 


, SRON SEEING VANDYKE’S PICTURE OF THE 
OLD LADY SUNDERLAND, 


Vanovee had colours, foltnefs, fire, and art, 
‘When the fair Sunderland inflam’d his heart. 
, Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire; 

And Sachariffa was his fond defire. 

‘Why then at Althrop feem her charms to faint, 
An thefe fweet numbers and that glowing paint? 
‘This happy feat a fairer miftrefs warms ; 

This thiving offspring has ecligs'd her charms : 
‘The different. beauties in one face we find ; 

Soft Amoret with brighteft Sachariffa join’d. 
As high as Nature reach’d, their art could foar ; 
But the ne’er made a finish'd piece before, 

You. VI. 


VERSES, 


WRITTEN FOR THE TOASTING-GLASSES OF 
THE KIT-CAT CLUB, 1703. 


Duchefs of St. Alban’s. 


Tut line of Vere, fo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with luftre in St, Alban’s charme. 
Her conquering eyes have made their race come 
pletee 
They rote in valour, and in beauty fet. 
° 





Duchefi of Beaufort, 
Offspring of a tuneful fire, 
Bleft with mere than mortal fire ; i 
Likenefs of 4 mother’s face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace; 
You with double charms furprife, 
With his wit, and with her cyes. 


Lady Mary Churchill, 


Faireft and late? of the beauteous race, 

Sleft with your parents wit, and her fic bloom- 
ing face; . a) 

Born with our liberties in William's reign, 

Your eyes alone that liberty. reftrain, 


Duchefe of Richmond, 
Of two fair Richmonds different ages boaft, 
Theirs was the firft, and ours the brighteit toat s 
Th’ adorers offerings prove who's mott divine, 
They facrific’d in warer, we in wine. 


Lgdy Sunderland, 


“all Nature’s charms in Sunderland appear, 


Bright as her eyes, and as her reafon clear : 
Yet itil their force, to men not fafely known, 
Seems undifcover'd to herfelf alone. 


Mademsifelle Spanbeime, ’ 
Admir’d in Germany, ador’d in France, 
Your charms to brighter glory here advance ; 
The ftubborn Britons own your beauty’s claim, 
And with their native toaits enrol your name, 


— 


ON TUE 
COUNTESS DOWAGER OF #**8, 


Covrace, dear Moll, and drive.away defpair, , 
Mopfa, who in her vouth was fearce thought fair, 
In fpite of age, experience, and decays, 

Scts up for charming, in her fading days; 

Suuffs her dim eyes to give one parting blow 
Have at the heart of every ogling beau ! 

‘This goodly goofe, all feather’d like a jay, 


'| So gravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 


Laft night, t’ adorn the court, did overload 
Her bald buff forehead with a high commode & 
te ae ‘ 
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Her fteps were manag'd with fuch tender art, - 

As if each hoard had been a lover’s heart, 

Jn all her air, in every glance, was feen 

A mixture flrange, "swixe fifty and fifteen, 

Admiring fops about her crowding prefs; 

Hampden himfelf delivers their addrefe, 

Which the, accepting with a nice aifdain, 

Owns them her fubjeds, and begins to reign: 

Fair queen of Fopland is her royal ftyle ; 

Fopland! the greateft part of this great ifle! 

Nature did ne’er fo equally divide ~ 

A female heart, *twixt piety and pride: 

Her waiting-maids prevent the peep of day, 

And, ali in order, on her toilet lay 

Prayer-books, patch-boxes, fermon notes, and 
paire, 

At once t’ improve the finner and the faint. 

Farewell, friend Moll; expect no more from me; 

But if you would a full ae cription fee, 

‘You'll find her fomewhere in the Litany, 

With pride, vain-glory, atid hypecrify. 








VERSES BY LORD HALIFAX, 
From Dr. Z, Grey's MSS. 


Aut the materials are the fame’ 

Of beauty avd defire, 

Ina fair woman's goodly frame 

No brightne/s is without a flame, % 

No flame witheut a fire. 

‘Then tell me what thofe creatures are, 

‘That would be thought both chafte and fair? 





THE WORKS OF HALIFAX. 


Go afk but thy philofophy 
What gives her lips the balm, 
What makes her bresfts to heave fo high, 
What fpirit gives motion to her eye, 
Or moifture to her paim ? 
Then tell me, ew 


Ah Calia, then, be not fon nice, 
For that betrays thy thoughts and thee ; ; 
There’s not a feature or a grace 
Bedecks thy body or thy face, 
But pimps within for me, 








‘L£hen tell me, &c. 
2 5 - GN ae 
ORPHEUS 
AND 


SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITA, 





¥ 
Hat, tuneful pair! fay, by what wondroug 
charms, [arms ¢ 


One "fcap’d from hell, and one from Greber'g 

‘When the foft Thracian touch’d the trembling 
firings, [wings 

The winds were huth’d, and curl’d their airy 

And when the tawny Tufcan rais’d her ftrain, 

Rook furls his fails, and dozes on the main, 

Treaties unfinith’d in the office fleep, 

And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep.” 

Thus equal charms and equal conquefts claim ; 

To him high woods and bending timber came, t 


{ To her fhrub Hedges and tall Nottingham, 





— 
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